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Aﬀairs of State 


From the Year 1620. to the + 
| Year 1707. 


Ida, FA them by the moſt Eminent Hands, 


VIZ. 
Mr. Shakeſpear, | Dr. Wild, 
Mr. Waller, Dr. Brady, 
Duke of 2 Mr. Tate, 
Mr. D Mr. Hughes, 
Mr. 206, I Mr. Manning, 
Mr. D-), | Mr. Arwaker, &c. 
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S everal of — were never before publiſh d. d. 


To which is added, 


A Collection of ſome Satyrical Prints againſt the French 


King, Elector of Bavaria, &. Curiouſly engraven 
on Copper-Plates. 


V O L. 


* 


1 O ND ON; | 
for n s TEB8B and TR EO PR. SANDERS, 
Lute Brian, E DW. SYMON at the Black Bull in Gag 
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Tube Piffce to de Reader 


* 


fairs of State in 'Three Vol. which con- 
1 T tain ver) many valuable Pieces, from 
the time of Ring James I. to the Tear: 1704. 


„, 15 . . * | ie 09 8 
H formerly publiſh'd Poems on Ai 


- moſt of which were done from Manuſcripts, or 


from private Prints which had been handed about 


from one Gentleman to another, and never before 


made Publick ; theſe Collections met with ſo good 


Encoaragement, that they have had ſeveral Im. 
preſſions. Since the enbliſhing of the laſt Vol. which 
wat Anno 1704. ſeveral Choice Poems hade 


been communicated to me by Ingenious Gentlemen, 


dieſiring I would make another Vol. and that ſuch 
Pieces as Mr. William Shakeſpear's (the Great 
Genius of our Engliſh Drama) Rape of Lu- 


crece, and his Venus and Adonis, which mere 
never printed in his Works, might be preſervꝰd. 


Accordinglj by the Aſſiſtance of thoſe Gentlemen I 
ſet about the Work ; and have been this twelve 
Months in perfecting this Volume. What wariety 


it is compos d of the Index will ſhow the Reader, 
ſphum I maſt acquaint with one thing more; That 
having procur'd from beyond Sea a Collection of 


| Satyrical Prints done in Holland and elſewhere, 


by Rom. de Hoog, and other the beſt Maſters; 
relating to the French Ning and his Adberents; 
c 55 5 7; 


The | Preface: 15 
ſince he aviaſth begun this laſt War, I have per- 
ſuaded the Bookſeller to be at the Expence of in- 
graving ſeveral of them; to each of which Ihave 
given the Explanation in Engliſh Verſe, they be- 
ing in Dutch, French, or Latin in the Originals. 
And as to the Cats, I muſt ſay,our Engliſh Artiſts 
have not come ſhort of the Originals,as may be ſeen 
| at the Publiſher's of this Vol, Beſides the Cuts 
that are ingrav d, I have given the Explanation 
0 ſeveral others, for there are about thirty in all; 
bat ſome of them are almoſt the ſame over again, 
or k not 96 e to an Engliſh Reader, there- 
fore I have c 


gras C ao. not elſewhere to be met 
with. 


The Pabliſper 5 not 4 but he ſball. be 
encourag d to make another Collection, for which 
he will endeavour to furniſh binſelf with the moe 
valuable Pieces. And if any Gentlemen have 
ſuch in Print or Manuſcript, if they y Pledſe to 

"fend them to Mr. Pane Woodward #» Sr. 
Chriſtopher's Charch-yard behind the Exchange, 
care will be taken to have them correct n. 


ADVER- | 


ſe out thoſe rare fs; and whith | 


6 
ADVERTISEMENT. 
| Wi: there was ſomerime ſince publiſh'd a Collection 


of Poems relating to State-Affairs, in one Volume, 

which pretends to contain all or moſt that are already 

printed in the three Volumes of State-Poems, beſides large Ad- 
dicions never before Ppubliſh'd : This is to inform the World, 
That the ſaid Pretence is notoriouſly falſe and ſcandalous, and 
deſign'd to impoſe on the Publick; there being above three 
hundred Poems of the ſaid three Volumes left out, many ot 
which are as good, if not better than any inſerted in their Edi- 
tion; as may be judg'd by the Catalogue hereto annex d. And 
whereas *tis hinted in the Preface, that the three Volumes be- 
fore publiſh'd, are ſtuffd with merry Catches, and half. penny 
Ballads, (tho by the by theſe Catches and Songs ſhow more the 
Humour of the Times than the beſt and graveſt Poem, which is 
the Reafon were preſerv'd in the Third Volume) ſuch as 
Buckingham, Sidley, &c. would have bluſh'd'at, which are all 
left out in their Collection; the Publiſhers thereof are defyd 
to produce in the ſaid Volumes any thing more mean and low 
than what they have put in, for ſeveral Pages, beginning at 
P. 45 2. who having had choice enough of what was good, have 
thereby diſcover'd a very bad Judgment. As to the Correctneſi 
of that Volume, if one may judg by the firſt Poem that was 
look'd into, there's near halt as many Errors as Lines; and 
therefore to pretend they publiſh from che Originals, is to 
impoſe on the common ſenſe of Mankind, they having ſer 
from the Printed Volumes without correcting. | | | 


Poems, &c. left out in the Collection in one Volume. 
A NdrewMarvel to the King. The Dream of the Cabal. 


. Poem on his Friend Mr. On three Dukes killing a Bea- 


Marvel. | $4 dle. 
| Dedicar. to Dr. Wilkins, by Dr. Marve!'s Ghoſt by Ayloffe, 
Sprat, before the Poem on Imparrial Trimmer, 


0. Cromwel. | Bajazet to Gloriana, by Mrs. 
Epitaph on Ld Fairfax, by DO. Behn. 15 
 Buckingh,  Catv's Anfiver to Libanitus, by 


On theE. of Shaft sbury's Death. Ayloffe. 

Character of the Engliſh. _ Lord Lucas's Ghoſt, 

Cullen with his Flock of Miſſes. The Brazen Head, with the 

Armſtrong's Ghoſt, Anſwer to it, | 

The Royal Game, On che E. of Ejjex's Murder. 
55 1 MPN Advice 
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Advice to Apolb. | 
On D. of York's Voyage 1678. 


The Bartel Royal, à Dream. 
Clarendon 


On Lord Chancellor Hyde” 5 bn. : 


on's Houſe-warming. 


niſhmentr. 

Aniwer to Dryden's Eſſay on 
Saryr.”” 

All the Latin Poems on O. 
Cromwel, beſides ſome of the 
Engliſh. 

The Giints Wars. 


On the Statue in Stechs-Market. 
| Sicyr. beginning, 


Cf all the 
' Wonders ſince the World began. 

The Royal Buis, on Dutch. of 
Port ſ mouth. 

Ld Stafford's Ghoſt, 1682. 

Epiraph on Card. Mazarine. 


The Hind and panther tranſ- 


vers d, by my Ld Hal — x. 
The Laureat. A Satyr on Mr, 
Dryden. | 
On tlie Biſhops Ocnfinenenr. 
Harry Carres laſt Will and 
. Teſtament. 
Encomium on the 7 Biſhops. 
Proreſtanriſm reviv'd, 


Epiſtle to Mr. Dryden. By Mr. | 


: Rymer. 
The Metamorphoſis, on the 
Plots. 


Congratulatory Poem on the 1 


ot O. 1688. 


N —— 03 Q. Aſary. 
The <4 hang Satyr on Le- 


ſtrang 


The Pfeaſures of 7. nb. 
0 The Deliverance, | 


Ot Solitude. | 

Prologue ſpoken by Mr. Moun- 

Fort on leaving the Army. 
outh's Poem on K. Chaties's 


I's / 5 Ergen on ArtShepar 


F 


5 Reſtoration, Latin and EN 


vi WE, Advertiſement. 


On Lord Rocheſter penitent 
Death. | 

The Raundheads. 

Rochefter's Gh 

Conſolatory Epiſtle to Julias, 

The Female Laureat. 

The Lovers Seffion. 


Dr. Wiles Ghoſt. 


The Renegado Poet. 

Toland's Clito. 

Commons petition to the ki 
by the E. of Rocheſter. 

A Satyr by the ſame, which K. 


Ch. tock out of his Pocket. 
The Twin Shams. 


On the E. of Roc 7s being 
diſmiſt the Treaſury, by 
Dryden. 

Prologue to Sir John Falſtaff. 

On Dryden's turning Roman Ca - 
tholick. 

On the D. of Gloceſter's Death. | 

On Mr. Neaſ's Projedts. 

On ſome Vores againſt the Ld 
Sum. -s. 

The Confederates, or firſt 
happy day of the Iſland 
Princeſs. 

A Song on the Taxes. 

On the Lord Lovelace's coming 
to Oxford from Gloceſter 
Goal. | 

Verſes found in the Ruins of 
the Privy-Garden. 

The Life of General Blake. 


Prologue for T e, by * 


G—th. 
K. Charles the Second's Ghoſt, 
The Houſe of Naſſaw, by Mir. 

Hughes, 

On the promoted Biſhops. 
Several Copys of Verſes on the 

Qucen and Prince's coming 
to Oxford, by Mr. Harcourt, 

Mr. Finch, t -* L 
A Lenten Litany. | 


| Clan 
© 47 


Advertiſement? 


Club of unanimous Voters. 
On K. Charles the Firſt's Statue 
t Charingeroſs, - 

The Haymarker Hedtors. 
Queries and Anſwers from Gar- 
| raway's Coffee-houſe. 

Sale of choice Goods. 
Catalogue of Books ro be fold 
at Mr. Ozilby;s. 1 

Satyr on old Row. 


Encomium on two Whiggiſn 


Walloons. 


Aſſembly of moderate Divines. 


On Wi, Williams. 
On Sir W. Jones. 5 
On Id Lincoln's Brother turn- 
* Roman Carho:ick. | 
On E. D.—by's Impeachment. 
The D. of Tors laſt Fare wel. 


„ 

Bill on H. of Commons Door. 

The Reſpondent, or Litan7 
for Litany. bs 

City's Advice to the king. 

Sunday- morning's Ramble. 

Stanza on W W 
Gate. 

Dangerfield's Ghoſt to Jeßer 

On the D. of Glocefter's Dea 
by Dr. Bentley and Ld Fef- 
ſeries. 

Occaſional Conformity, by 4 
Weſt· Saxon. 

Prologue to the Muſick · meer 
ing, by Dr. G—th. © 

Catalogue, of Books at F. 
Jame 8. i 

Another at the City Godmo- 
thers. With 200 more. 


The Genuine and Correct Edition of State · Poems is now 
in four Volumes; The Firſt Volume is the fifth Edition, print- 


ed, 1703. 


The Second Volume is printed, 1703. TY 
Third, N And this * War 


* 


THE 


r 


144 5 5 5 | 44 a, 
5 (viii 1 
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Fourth Volume. | 
T H E Oxfordſhire Nine. pag. 1 85 
* A Health to the Northamptonſhire Sneak- 

ers, 4. The Reply, 


. Divino toſs'd in a Blanket : Or, Daniel deFoe's 
Ae mor ial, | . 


In Eteleſiam Ang lic. | : > | 


Eßpitaphium E. A. 
Victory upon Victory A Poem on the be of bis 


Grace the Duke of Marlborough, over the French 


Forces near Tirlemont, 1705. 10 
Horace, Lib. III. Ode Ill. Imitated. 12 
be Compariſon, 1705. ng 5B 
On D. M. 1704. nh» 
On tbe K. of „ of M. 77 
' On tbe Lords and Commons Vote concerning the Dan- 
ger of the Church, 1705, ibid, 
Suppos d to be writ by a Digniſ d Clergyman, ibid. 
Declaration without Doors, 1705. 4 
On the Duke of B-—s Houſe, Sic ſiti lætantur 
Lares, | Humphi cy Jr aak wh 22 
The due Complaint of Sir H. M. on the Loſs of bis 
Election at Oxford, 1705, „ 
An Ode on the Duke of Marlborough, 1706, 25 
The Seven Wiſe Men, 28 


An Alluſ5on to the Biſhop of Cambray? $ Supplement of 


Homer, 1706. 30 

An Elegy. on the burning of tbe Church Memorial, 22 
170. 34 
. „ 


lndex of the Fourth Volume. ix 
Five and Faggot, or the City Bonefirt, | 


Mully of Mountown. A Poem. By the uber of 
the Tale of a Tub, 


Illuminations at Rome, made by p in, upon — 

raiſing the Siege of Barcelona, con lenz of eight 

Figures, big as the Life, with the fallowing Motto 5 
1706. 


A — to Mareſchal Tallard. Made Engliſh 2 
of French. By]. Br. 1705. 
An Ode occaſi on d by the Battle of Rao on 455 


— 48 
The — of a Theatre, | = HS 
A Smile, 358 
The Jubilee Necklace ; or a Preſent Fs 0. II. "to 

the D. of M. a Satyr, | <.3.3j 0 

The Quietus, 


Epilogue ſpoken by Mrs. Mountfort at the Theatre 
Royal in Drury Lane, 1705. 5$ 
A Dialogue between Paſquin and Morforio, two Star 
tues in Rome, 356 
The Nine K—s. © 2: 
The Prophecy, 1703. 58 
The Country Parſon's Advice to 4 little Scriblers, 
who pretend to write better Senſe than Great Seoreta- 
riese Or, Mr. Stephens's Triumph over the Pillory, 
Wu ans 
"A New Prologue ſpoken at the Theatre in Lincolns-Ing- 


Fields, on Saturday, July the Sth, i704. in Praiſe 
of the Wells, 


64 
V pon the firſt fit of the Gout. 446 
Upon Dr. B's Suit to the E. of N. for alu, 66 
The Aadreſs, 1704. 68 
To his Grace the · Duke of Marlborough on bir late 
Succeſſes in Flanders, 1700. 77 


Fadi ion diſplay d, a Poem, 1704. 
| er- diſplay of Poem, 1 705. By _ 4 
tbor EF aalen diſplay'd, 4 98 


n. 


» Es index * 4 


. The French Ki ing 's Lamentation for the 200 of the 
Occaſional Bill, 1705. gra A 109 
1 On tbe Sea Fight between Sir G. R. and Tolouſr, 
1 170. Tic 12 
"0 A Sang on the ſame, wit . 113 
"= On the Colours in Weſtminſter: Hall, 1704. ibid. 
5 A New Ballad to the Tune, Which no body can deny, 
5 3 114 
ie Doms Cuſt, 1705. ies 
bi. — * S. G's Petition to the good People of Ag— ſham, 
45 Jam 7 4 avrrar 118 
I f The Lamentation of High-Church, 1704. 119 
3 The Royal Gameſters, or the old Cards nem ſhuffled 
wi or the conquering Game, 1122 
„ Advice to a Painter, Wet. | mire? 8 
The Rob, | ay 
On K. Charles's Foyage to Spain, 1904. 2128 
Britannia's. Prayer for the Queen, 17c6, By Ar. 
>» Tate, Poet Laureat to ber Majeſty,, 129 
The Miſeries of England, from the Growing Power of 
ber Domeſtick Enemies, 1701. 132 


The: Rape of Lucrece. Written by Mr. William 
-- Shakeſpeare, and dedicated to the Right Honourable 
- the Earl of Southampton, 143 
venus and Adonis. Wri itten by Ar. Shakeſpeare, 
„ 204 

The foſ Auen of the N under bis 
Hiligbneſs the Lord Protector: ſuppos d to be written 
Edmond Waller of Becconsfield Eſd; ani 
printed in 1655. 245 
FITANTOMAxXIA, Or a. full and trite 
- Relation of the Great and Bloody Fight between 
three Pagan Knights and enen Giant, 1682. 


. 2546. 
Bacckiandlia : Or a Deſeription of 4 Drunken Club, 
18683. b 268 


| * Poem, —_— on'd 71 the late Djſcontents and Diftur= 
bances 


3 
1 3 


of 4 "REY Vilame:; _ 


» bances in the State, 1691. With Refleions upon 
the Riſe and Progreſs of prieſt. craft, 285 
A pleaſant Battel between two Lap- Dogs of the Euto- 
pian Court, Or a Dialogue between Sleep and A+ 
- wake, Jeſt and Earneſt, Reality and Fancy : Being 
foug bt upon the new erected Dog- Pit, lately contriu d 
8 — upon this Occaſion, as aforeſaid, in the 
a — of the — N fate it was 
fought with great Applauſe, Satisfaction and Con- 
— of the —— there preſent But by reaſon 
of the Author's drowzy Diſpoſition, being late at 
_ - Night, and be inclin d to ſheep, be would crave 
"your favourable Cenſure of this bis Pains, and jhdg 

| of them as you find occaſion. Printed in 16871. 
8 
Marvel's Gboſt Being à true Copy of a Letter 7 | 
to the A. Bp. of Cant. upon his ſudden Sickneſs, 
at the Prince of Orange s firſt Arrival into Lond | 
don, 1683. £ 318 
A Conpratulatory Poem to the Reverend Dy. John Tit- 


+ IP 8 
* 


lotſon, upon his Promotion to the Seb. Epiſcopal 3 75 


Sea of Canterbury, 1691. 22 


The Eartb-quake of Jamaica, deſcrib'd i in a Pindarick 
Poem, 1692, 327 
Midſummer- Adoon: Or the Lovery-Max s Complaint, 
1682. 
A Satyr againſt Brandy. Written by Jo. Heine 85 
be ſaith himſelf, 1683. RT - 
The Grove : Or, the Rival Muſes, 1701. 348 
A Pindarick Ode, occaſion d by the Death of the late 
Tord Chief Juſtice Treby, 1701. 365 
The Triumph of Peace. FOO; 1698, By wn. 
| Hughes. 368 
To my Lord Chancellor Hyde. Preſented on New 
Tears-Day, 1662, By J. Dryden, 374 
Dpon the ſtately Struure of Bow-Church and Stee- 


Ti 8 


* 


* Tie INDEX. 


ple, Burnt Ann. 1666. Rebuilt 1679. By Dr. 
Wi, 999 
4 Paradox againſt Liberty. Written by the Fi 1 
Aaurring their Impriſonment in the Tower, 331 
A Dialogue between the Dutcheſs of Clevelas- and 
the Dutcheſs of Portſmouth, at their Meeting in 
Paris. With tbe Ghoſt of Jane Shore, 388 
| A Sar againſt Perſecution, 1682, 393 
An Elegy on bis Excellency Lieutenant - General Tal- 
* 4 1694. By Ar. Edm. Arwaker, 404 
Green wich- Til. A Poem. By Mr. Manning, 410 
Prince Butler's Tale  Repreſentmg the State of the 
Wool-Caſe; or the Eaſt· India Caſe truly ſtated, 


1691. 422 
Grace before Meat at a Chriſtening, 4428 
Grace after Meat, | 429 
The Dog in the Wheel. 4 Satyr, 1705, — 


On the Death of Serjeant Darnel, 1706, | | 
Collection of ſome Satyrical Prints, publiſÞd — 
Sea, relating to the Affairs of Europe, /ince the 
French King plac'd bis Grandſon on the Throne of 
- Spain. With their Explanations in Engliſh, 435 
The Tunbridge Prodigy. Written by a Lady, 453 
To the Author of the Tunbridge Prodigy, 454 
The following Lines were wrote upon the Occaſi ion of 
apprebending Sir Thomas Armſtrong in Ley- 
den, in the Tear 1684. taken from the Original 


Print, written by R. Rergulon, | 456 
The ſame Engliſh'd, 8 458 
On the French Subjects, 459 
On the Duke of Marlborough. By Dr. Brady, ibid. 
The Royal Ramble, 1697. —” 
Epinicion Sacro Nomins Anne Reg inæ, „ 
In Unionem Anglia & Scotiæ, 466 


On his Grace the Duke of Marlborough's Going for 
Holland, 1707. In Imitation of the third Ode of 
the Tu "Book of Horace, 


467 
POEMS 
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Er akag the Liſt of the Tackers in Print, 1 
And carefully marking what Members wars | 4 

(in't, INE 
0 Names 1 obſery'd to moſt 7 | "7 
_ (aid fall: 


| (there be 

Nine e Nine Tackers. And more ba 
And their Number as great as their 8 ere 

| (keen: 
Or had this ſmall County, more fierce than the reſt, 
But ſent up as manyas Cote in the Weſt: 
of eſperate Riſque we had preſently R 
f = Feser Pe end þ the 1798 05 wy 

& Note | en. 
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i. POEMS un 
Then let us be grateful, and thank Heaven for't; 
Since their Heads were ſo hot, that their Hands 
| (were ſo ſhort. 
But will this agree with their Courtſhip,thought l, 
When the Queen was d, and extolꝰd to ind 
Sky 
| In her way to the Batb by the Literate Fry? 
Or can we imagine it mightily ſutes 


- With Thanks for her Gift of the T enths, and Firſt- 


(ttruits? 
Unleſs it be gtateful in Sons of the Church | 


Their beſt Benefactors to leave in the Lurch; 
And when for their ſakes ſhe had leſſen'd her Store, 
To ſhut up the Purſe and ſupply Her no more. 
For clogging it ſo as ſhe cannot comply, 
15 juſt the ſame thing as quite to deny. 
And Tantalus Story again to revive, 4 
By giving Her that which She cannot receive. 
For if a good Bill with another be join'd, 
lt ſhould be with One of a ſutable Kind: 
But to yoak it with what is not proper to ous 
Is next to the yoaking an Ox with an Aſs 
Or to imitate Him, who in Story is ſaid 
To couple together the Quick and the Dead. 
Or will it agree with their Blenheim Addreſs, 
Of Speeches and Verſes ſent Poſt from the _— 
Out- running poor Cambridg in Loyal Pretence, 
And before her in Haſte, as behind her in Senſe? + 
Will not this make their Poetry backward to chime; 
And turn to Burleſque all Addiſon's Rhyme ? 
Extolling our Valour, and mighty Succeſs, a 
When they ſhew by their Tacking they wiſh It Geck 
els: . i 
Or commending our Cauſe, when with 25 5 ' 
> (Breath | 
By ſtopping our Mony they ſtarve it to Death. 33 
Unleſs 


* 


Vol. IV. State-Afars 13 
Unleſs they ſuppoſe the Nine Muſes alone (done: 
Would ballance the Hurt the Nine Members had 
Or the Queen were ſo weak as to wink at the 
e | (Wrong, 
Forget the Affront, and be pleas'd with a Song. 
But ſtill I was poring, and ſought to Divine 
What Myſtery lay in the Number of Nine: 
I thought the Nine Muſes might ſerve for the feat, 
Since there they have choſen their antient Seat. 
But I found my Miltake e're I went very far: 
For Tacking tends only to Diſcord and Jar, 
The famous Nine Worthiesran nextinmy Mind; 
But little Agreement in this I could find: 
Since nothing leſs worthy could ever be ſeen, 
Than to fetter a Juſt and a Generous Queen. 
Nor truſt Her with Mony to manage the Sword, 
But on the condition of breaking her Word. 
Or what could they offer leſs Worthy and Brave, 
Than to hazard a Land they were choſen to ſave? 
Or dangerous Tricks, and Experiments try, 
Ex poſing us all to the Chance of a Die, 
And venture at once both the Church and the State, 
When they ſaw the French Hannibal ſtand at the 
T I „ate. 
But ſtill may our Queen twice a Conqueror prove; 
Of her Foes by her Arms, and her Subjects by Love. 
The laſt is the nobleſt we know of the two; 
But I fear She will find 'tis the hardeſt to do. 
Yet let not Her Majeſty wholly deſpair, 
Tho braveſt Attempts the moſt difficult are : 
= For as in Eighth Henry our Roſes combin'd, 
And in our Firſt James the two Kingdoms were 
3 1 PE. (olds 
Who knows but our ANNE may by Heav'n be 
red | . (decreed 
To cloſe the wide Wounds of a Nation that bleed? 
” D2 An 
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An Union that is of [mportance ſo high: Th 
Nor that of our Roſes, nor Realms can out-vie. 
A Victory equal to Blenbeim Succeſs; 


And joſtly deſerving a Triumph no leſs. 


And what trom Her Reign we muſt hope for alone: 
For. She by her Sweetneſs muſt doit, or None. | 
Let us hope then and pray our next Senate may be 

As zealous for Peace and Agreement as She : 

And that our Electors may open their Eyes; 

And think it no ſhame at the laſt to grow wiſe. 
Or if ſome of, that Liſt to the Houſe ſhould be ſent; 
Let us pray they may ſee their Miſtake, andrepent : 
And the powerful Charms of her Excellent Reign 
May ſwecten their Tempers and fetch them again: 


1 Until, with a Bluſh, they reflect on that Vote, 


As 4 raking three Kingdoms at once by the Throat: 
And the only Uakindneſs that ever was ſhown + 
To the Kindeſt of Queens, lince She ſar on the 


5 
And may ſo regret the Indignity paſt, | 
N as "Twas the Firſt, ſoir AY: be the Laſt. 


— 
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Ml Hall to the Northampronſhire 
SNEAKERS, 1705. 


El remember the Men 
That go with us again, 
To chuſe Knights that can afford, Sir, 
To ſerve without Penſion, 
Or other Pretenſiong 
And Juſt and 2 is the Word, , bir, 2 
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As for thoſe that have r . 
We have nothing to ſay, 2. 
Let the Soldier live by his Sword, sir: : 
We re for Them that are known: ; 
To have Lands of their own ; 
And Juſt and Right is the Word, Sir. 


If we chuſe their Court- Tools 
They may well call us Fools, 
Tho a Double Saint, and a Lord, Sir: 
We are ſure we can truſt FAS 1 
hoth our Right and our Juſt ; Kd 
And 70 and Rigbt is the Word, Sir. 


The REPLY. 


Ere's a Health to the Knight | 
Who dares Vote and dares Fight, 
To maintain our Religion and Laws, Si 
_ Againſt France and the Tack, b 
And every mad Jack; 
And never will Sneak from the Cauſe, Sir. 


% 
4 


As for thoſe whom you ſeem 
| For their Lands to eſteem, 
You little can ſay of their Brains, Sir : 
But ſince nothing can taint 
Our Brave Soldier and Saint; 
Tu for theſe Men alone we can anſer. 19 


Vour dull I we ſlight | 
Of your Fu# and your Right, 
The Burden of Scoundrel Song, Sir: 
Cheat us not with a Name, 
For Your Juſt Ends in Shaw; 
And your Cart did always go Wrong, Sir. 
Wee „ 5 — 
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Jure Divino tofs'd in a Blanket: 
Daniel De Foe's Memorial. 


Uwi State, condemn'd to worſt of Things, 


Where Lawleſs Rogues do write, and rail at 


| | ( (Kings; 
All Regal Power with Rebel Notions treat, 
And lay the Monarch at the People's Feet: 
Bred from a Factious and Repining Crew, 
Secur'd by Mercy they would never ſhew : 

Of the firſt Rebel Zacifer's black Stamp, 
Whom novght will e'er reform but honeſt Hemp; 

For meaner Puniſhments they banter ſtil, , 

And laugh at Vengeance they deſerve to feel: 
Correction's nothing to ſuch Rogues as theſe, 
Whom yet the beſt of Kings could never pleaſe : 
Tho curb'd by the ſame Power they diſown, 
They'll flatter thoſe their Miſchiefs can't dethrone, 
W here like the Viper, when you Warmth impart, 
Its Poyſon ſwells and ſtings you to the Heart: 
Grown ſtrong in Impudence, in Treaſon bold; 
Some uſeful Tenets they from Scripture hold, 
Miſconſtrue Texts, and with malicious Wit, 
Vary the Glorious Truths of Sacred Writ : - 
Both Right Divine, and Right of Pow'r diſown, 
And raiſe the People high above the Throne; 
Heav'n can on Monarchs no ſuch Right beſtow, 
Ihe Gift's the Peoples, and the Power too: 


That 
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That Prince to rule thus has a hopeful Job, 
Skur'd in a Throne to pleaſe a head- ſtrong Mobb 
A hopeful Doctrine, drawn no doubt from Hell, 
To teach a ſtubborn People to Rebe! 
Which that there may be uſeful Rogues to prop, 
Such as De Foe the Devil conjures up; - _ 
Arm'd with a Pen he ſets him on to Wars, 
To kindle Faction, and Inteſtine Jars. 
With double Zeal do's Daniel's Breaſt endue, 
Who writes for Bread, and for Sedition too: 
The Party's Champion — fit for ſuch a Cauſe, 
And the moſt dauntleſs Rogue that ever was. 
Lell us then Satan — ſpeak it to his Face, 
Thou Guardian-Angel of the Rebel-Race, 

Is there like Daniel one among the Tribes, 
That half ſo well the Party's Zeal deſcribes? 
That better tells us what they*ve always meant, 
From Royal Anna's Reign to an | 


Repining ever, burden'd with Complaints, 
Wicked as Devils, yet wou'd paſs for Saints; 

A leud, ſeditious, misbelieving Brood, 

Perverſe, uneaſy, obſtinate and proud, 

Revengeful to an infinite Degree, 

Nurs'd up to Murders and Barbarity, 

With ev'ry Peal of loud Rebellion chime, 

(For that's their old Hereditary Crime) 

A ſecond Nature with their Milk ſuck'd in, 

Their free-born Principle and darling Sin ; 
Where ſeeming Piety, and Meekneſs grow, 
 Ntbeiſts.in practice, but mere Saints in ſhow : 

As tho a formal Cant, and zealons Face, 

Supply'd all ſigns of Honeſty and Grace; | 

Who for their Intreſt, are the Churchs Friends, 

And love Devotion as it ſerves their Ends. | 


B 4 ? 
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Iheſe are the Men that would reform the Age, 
Whoſe Zeal and Piety lie mask d in Rñge, 

That down with Superſtition ery; Deface © 
Thoſe wicked Organs, and this painted Glaſs : - 
Down with Church Ornaments, the Pride of Nations, 
Thoſe worſe than Heatheniſh Abominations 5 

With Sculptures, Surplices, and all the reſt, 

The ſuperficial Trappings of the Beaſ. 

When all their formal Cant and Zeal's a Cheat, 

There's ſcarce a Saint but is a Hypocritez _ 
Who while they do theſe ſtrict Injunctions preach, 

Deny in Actions what their Words do teach. 

So when Alcides had the Monſter lain, 

He made him dreadful Armour of the Skin. 

Unhappy Iſle— where Faction always reigns, 
And ſeems ſupported in't by Providence 
Satyr and Scandal Ammunition are, 

And Pen and Ink declare a Paper War, 
Where Scriblers, like our Daniel, fear a Peace, 
Who draw their whole Subſiſtence from the Preſs : 
Print is their Standard, Publiſhers their Drums, 
Feud is the Word, and Pampblets are their Guns 
Where buſy Raſcals ſerve as Voluntiers, 
And help to ſet the Rabble by the Ears; 
While Hell and Tumult in the Frogt appear, 
And Miſchief, and the Devil compoſe the Rear. 
Oh Juſtice ! then ſuch Factious Rogues reſtrain, 
And ſend us Daniel to the Lyons Den, © 


* 


In Eccleſiam Ag lic. 


Gig Viator, & lege 
| Miraculum Nequltiæ 
pub hoc Marmore 


. 


Semi- mortua, N 
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Conduntur Reliquiæ 


5 _ Harty ad modum Venerabilis 


. (Secreto jaceat ne admodum proſtituatur) 


Qu mortua fuit dum viva, 


Et viva dum mortua. 


| 6 Facinus impium & incredibile 1 
Defenſore deſerta. 1 


Patribus afflicta, 
Filiis occiſa, 
Sacrificium, ſuffragiis 7 For rarror, 


yotivum, & Fanaticorum furore, 


. Rogas 
Quanam i in Terra Hoc? 
In Inſula, 


. "Ubi Monarcha agit contra Monarchiam,. 
Eccleſiaſtici contra Ecclefiam, | 
CLegiſlatores contra Legem. 
Egrotavit Nor 5. M. DC. LXXXVIIL 
1 8 1 DCC. v. 


8 
Epinpi E. A. 
Hie jacet E. A, 


Non Romanorum vi, 
Nec Fanaticorum Furore, 


Sed ſui ipſius Inſidiis ruit. 


Oh miſeranda Eccleſia ! 


Cui Rex er Patriarcha non Baptizatus 


- 


VicTORY 
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Vic ron v b Victory: 4 Poem 
on the, Succeſs. of bis Grace the Duke of 
Marlborough over the French Forces 
near Tirlemont, 2705. 


Ong did Naſſau his Belgick Valour try, 

By Engliſh Arms to curb French Tyranny : 
Vaſt Sums were given, and great Armies rais'd, 
And Wonders done, that glorious Prince be prais'd ; 

W hoſe matchleſs Conduct all Men muſt allow, 
Perform'd ſtrange things, the Lord "ny 3 ook 
TOY. Say EI (or how. 
He croſs'd-the Seas, here bluſt'ring Winds aroſe, 
And fear'd a Storm as little as his Foes, 

By force of Arms rang'd Flanders round about, 
To fight the French, but firſt to find them out, 
Which when he'd done, he puſh'd 'em here and 


(there, 


And did what lying Fame can beſt declare. 
His Actions were profuſely Great tis true, 
He bomb'd old Brufſels, burnt St. Malloes too, 
To th' everlaſting Mem'ry of the Lord knows 


eres who. 
But Thou Great Marlborough, haſt 


in Fo Cam- 
2213 Site Hen ; | 5 3 algns 
Made happy AN Ns ſurpaſs all othet Reigns 4 : 
And by thy Conduct, at a mod'rate Coſt, : 
Retriev'd that Honour fourteen Years had loſt. 
In thy Great Soul, in equal ballance meet, 
Both Mars's Courage and Apollos Wit. 


1 * 
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Thou doſt with Temper all thy Actions ſquare, 


And art too Wiſe and Fortunate to err, 
The World's great Tyrant dreads thy prag "ful 
2 
As if Jove s Thunder was at thy Command; 
On thy victorious Deeds looks pale and tame, 
Envies thy Feats, and ſtartles at thy Name. 4 Y 
Matchleſs and endleſs is the great Renown, 
Which thou haſt nobly won for England's Crown: 
Bright Anna's Vertues, joyn'd with thy Succeſs, 
Shine equal to the Kingdom's Happineſs. _ 
Domeſtick Jars are by her Scepter aw'd, | 
Whilſt withHer Sword thou Wonders doſt pas- 5 
Elixabeth tis true was Wiſe and Great, 5 
And ruPd with Prudence a divided State: 
Did mighty Things, outdone as yet by none, 
Except good Ann that now aſcends the Throne. 
_ Elizabeth, to ſhew her Judgment, choſe _ 
The gallant Capel to chaſtize her Foes, _ 
Whoſe valiant Deeds made England's Glory ſhine: : 
But his (Great Aar iborougbyne er could equal thine; 
For thou already haſt accompliſh'd more, 
Than e're was done by Prince or Peer before. 
_ Eſſex, tis true, did wondrous Fame procure, 
And long in Royal Favour ſlept ſecure. 
But thou art ſtill deſervedly more Great, 
And tow'rſt above his Virtues and his Fate. 
Thy fortunate Succeſs does Faction tame, 
Maugers their Hopes, and diſappoints their Aim; 
Strikes back the Terror of their threatning Brow, 
And makes them look confus'd, we know not how, 
O happy Hero, Wiſe and Valiant Prince, + 
Darling of Heaven, and the Crown's Defence; 
The Nation's Bulwark, whole feſiſtleſs Blows _ 
Cruſh where they fall, and e n our Foce 


a The 


r 
The Pride and Glory of the Grand Allies, 
The Terror of their trembling Enemies; 

The Head that wiſely does projet the way 

Is conquer, and the Hand that wins the Day 
The truſty Champion of th' Imperial Throne, 
Firm'to their Int'reſt, faithful to our on; | 
A Friend to the Hungarian Proteſtants, 

Scourge to Bavaria, and a Sting to France; 

 Worlhip'd by Pagan Hogen as a God, 
Efteem'd at Home, belov'd and fear'd Abroad. 
His Glorious Actions fill the World with News, 
And are the only Themes of ev'ry Muſe. | 
With Mirth and Joy he does whole Nations fill, 

The World ſeems ſtagnated when he ſtands ſtill. 

Blenbeim and Hochſtet witneſs his Succeſs, 2 
And this more dang'rons Conqueſt does no leſs; 
Zu witli freſh verdant Lawrels crowns his Head, 

Such as will out-wear Time, and never fade. 

Ceſar himſelf ne er brought more Honour home, 

Or brave Fabritius e er do more for Rome, 155 

Than Marlborough has per form'd in all degrees, 

To England's Glory, and for Europe's Eaſe. 

Great Alexander in his youthful Heat, 

Tis true, did all the Eaſtern World defeat, 

And many potent Kingdoms over- run; 

But Marlborough out - does all in conqu'ring one. 


Horace, Lib III. Ode III. Imitated. 


HE Man that's Reſolute and Juſt, 
kirm to his Principles and Truſt, 
Nor Hopes, nor Fears can blind; 
No Paſſions his Deſigns control], 
Not Love, that Tyrant of the Soul, 
, Can ſhake his ſteddy Mind. 


* * 
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Not Parties for Revenge engaged, 

Nor Threatnings of a Court enrag'd, 

Nor Storms where Fleets deſpair; 

Not Thunder pointed at his Head; | 

The ſhatter'd World may ſtrike him dead, 
Not touch his Soul with Fear. 


From this the Grecian Glory roſe, 

By this the Romans aw d their Foes, 
Of this their Poets ſing; - 

Theſe were the Paths the Heroes trod, 

Theſe Arts made Hercules a God, 

And great Naſſan a King, 


Firm on the rolling Deck he ſtood, 

| Unmov'd beheid the breaking Flood 
With black'ning Storms combin'd ; 

Virtue, he cry'd, will force its Way, 

The Winds may for a while delay, 
Not alter our Deſign, 


The Men whom ſelfiſh Hopesinfame, g 


Or Vanity allures to Fame, 


May be to Fears betray'd; 
Bur here a Church for Succour flies, 
Inſulted Law expiring lies, 

And loudly calls for Aid, 


Yes, Britans, yes! with ardent Zeal 

j come, the wounded Heart to heal, 
The wounding Hand to bind ! 

See, Tools of Arbitrary Sway, 

And Prieſts, like Locuſts, icour ont 

"= the Weſtern Wind N 
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Law ſhall again her Force reſume; 
Religion, clear'd from Clouds of Rome, 
With brighter Rays advance: | 

The Briti/h Fleet ſhall rule the Deep; 
The Britiſh Youth, as rous'd from Sleep, 
Strike Terror into France. | 


Nor ſhall theſe Promiſes of Fate 
Be limited to my ſhort Date; 
When I from Cares withdraw, 
Still ſhall the Britiſh Scepter ſtand, 
Shall flouriſh in a Female Hand, 
And to Mankind give Law, 


She ſhall Domeſtick Foes unite, e 
Monarchs beneath her Flags ſhall fight. 
Whole Armies drag her Chain; 
She ſhall loſt Maly reſtore, 
Shall make th' Imperial Eagle ſoar, 
And give a King to Spain. 


But, know, Theſe Promiſes are giv'n, 
Theſe great Rewards Impartial Heav'n 
| Does on theſe Terms decree; = 
That, ſtrictly puniſhing Mens Faults, 
You let their Conſciences and Thoughts 
Reſt abſolutely Free. 


Let no falſe Politicks confine © 
In narrow Bounds your vaſt Deſign, 
To make Mankind unite; © 
Nor think it a ſufficient Cauſfſe 
To puniſh Men by Penal Laws, © * © © 
For not believing Right, 


* 
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Rome, whoſo blind Zeal deſtroys 

* Rome's Sons ſhall your Compaſlion find, net 
Wo neer Compaſſion knew: Feen 
By Nobler Actions theirs condemn; „ 
For what has been reproach'd in them, [ 

Can ne'er be prais'd in you. | 


Theſe Subjects ſuit not with the Lyre; 
Muſe, to what Height doſt thou aſpire, 
Pretending to rehearſe 1 
The Thoughts of Gods, and Godlike Kings? ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe to leſſen lofty Things, 
By mean, I Verſe ! 


8 
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Hat fitting Meaſures might be taken 
T6 ſave a certain Prince's Bacon, 
Three Heroes, all true Sons of Mare 
As &re look d Enemy in the 4——e, 
Met lately to concert Affairs. 
Eug #4 the Eldeſt Child of Fame, 
Who conquers with his very Name, 
Is once more come to help at a dead Pinch, 
And means to play the Devil with the French: 
With Ma-£-»b known far and near. 
For Great Atehievements fam'd in War; I 
Who's wiſely march'd the Lord knows where, 
With Troops as good as ever fonght, 
| Full fifty thonſand Men; 
He's gone todo the Lord knows whit, - 
And will return I don't know when. 


» 


Evn 
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NN 
En Warlike Lewis, whoſe Deſigns, _ 
Were never yet to hurt his Friends, 

Who fighting wiſely can refrain, 

And Hunt while German Towns are ta'eg. 


Theſe three, all Men of mighty Deeds, 
Together wiſely laid their Heads, 
Io make a ſmart Campaign: 
So the three famous Wits of late 
_ Club'd Brains together to compleat, 
A Fourth as wiſe Trelooby; ; 
And one may wager a good Sum on't, _ 
Some mighty Matters ſoon will come on't, 
If curreat Rumour true be. 


You'll ſee &er this Campaign is o'er 


Deeds worthy to be crackt on; 5 
Three Loobies writ a Farce before.. 
Three Gen— ls now will act one. 
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157 Hen a Church oma Hill to the Danube ad- 
Then near to his Ruin the beſt Cock of France is; 
Then Three ſhall beat Five, being anger'd in Spain, 

And Five on all four run to Paris again; 
Then the Wit of St. Albans a Princeſs ſhall be. 

In Right of her Husband by the Father of Three. 

This Prophecy long fince was found under- ground 

By one who was lately in Pactinę tons Pound. 
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On the K. of Sp. Preſent to E D. of M. "50 


Ceept, iny Lord, of this ſmall glirteri thing; 
cept, ny my ſelf, the Shadow of a Kiog: | 
And with it take my Sword, tis fix for you 3 i 
With it I ne*er did ought, nor e er ſhall do. ” - == 
Fight for thꝰ Allies, for Honour and for me; - = 
And when I'm s. you an A. ſhall be. _- 
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1 the Lords and e 2 concerning. 
the Danger of the Church, 1705. 


H Us is at length the horrid Hydra lain; 5 OR 2 
Its many hiſſing Heads were rear'd in uin; 
By one Herculean Blow the Monſter fell, _ 
And with it all the Hopes of France and Hell. - 
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apa, d to be writ by adignify 4 Clergyman. 


HEN — Churelt's „ be 
She acted as her Mother — 4 her; 5 : _ 
But now ſhe's Mother to the Church, 1 
Sh * her Dengater lande les.” 
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4 Dedgrton withou Doors. 11795. 


O Ye Britons 1 near, * 


With Attention give ear | 
To my moſt profound Declaration : 


It way do. you ſome good, 


Tho Pm not underſtood = 
By twenty wiſe Men in the Nation. 


l'm a Parliament Member, 


'Who ſhall fit in November, | 
To ſettle the Nation's amin, rs 
Make T— and Laws, | 
Nor forgetting a Clauſe 
About the High- Church's Repairs... 


The High- .Churct's Power 


Has to this very Hour 

Been of all my Caballing the true End 3 
But I ſwear by my Maker, 
If you don't chuſe me Speaker, 
The Cauſe will be certainly . 


I have ſent Horſe — 7 Man 
To do all they can, 


Io ingage all your votes for the Chair : "IT 


Some Mony Pve paid, 
And more Promiſes made, 
Of ine _ 17 25 when I come there. 


%. 
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I was ſworn to the Church, © - 
Both to People and Porch, Is 
And Pm fond of the Name of abb ee, ; 

I have ſhewn my good Will 
For th' Occaſional Bill, 
35 And to ſet the whole Nation entre. 


If 1 get in the Chair, 
It will quickly appear, x. 
Who is for the Church, and who not, Sr: ; 
I'll wipe "off the Paint 3 | 
Made me look like a Saint, | 
And Moderation ſhall die on the Spot, Sr: 4 


1 was choſe for the Neſts 
Of your Higbfly ing Prieſts, 

Thoſe dainty young Sons of Aol 
Now my Wit's at a bead, hg 
I'm appointed to lead, =” 

And I'm ſure that Sir — will follow. __ 


My Learning t advance, ee ORE OR ARE. 
1 travel'd to France, 74 oaeef, 
From Paris quite don to Touloon ,, bd 
Where they make People pray 

The Government's way, % 


And convert them 4 mode de Dragoon. 


Before I came home, 
I travel'd to Rome, 
And receiv'd th infallible a; . 
i neer ſcrupled to bor # d 
2 beſtow'd a true Proteſtant Kiſſing, 


* 5 
. 
2 | j 
C q 2 1 ' 
o [ 
* 
- _ * — 


* * 5 
* 5 = 
— * 
* 7 . 
* P 8 
” 


Said my Prayers in Latin, 


The High-Chourch and I 
Such Experiments try, 


T ue Occaſional BUI 
Was fram'd in our Mill, 


# f . 0 0 F 
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«4 view the great Church, 
And admir'd the Porch, 


Aud Icounted th Steps to the en, bud - 
1 went to the Mattin, 


And I ſung to her Ladyſhip's pfalter. 
1 bleſs'd the three Nations 


With my wiſe Obſervations, 4 


That they might my Learning inherit; AR 
But as ſoon as twas printed, 1 
] ſincerely repented, 4 

'Twas ſo laugh d at I never could bear oY 


Now from Popery and Rome, "© 


m to Coventry come, 
Where Em quite overrun with Religion 3 


You wou'd ſwear we had Mabomet's Pigeon, i 


* 


Of true Catholick Preparation A 
The Warp and the Woof © 
Look'd like Proteſtant Stuff, 

But the Devil was in the Faſhion. 


1 huzza'd for the Tack, 3.50 46 A e 
For ! was always a Jack, W 
But with what Intent, Fe, ** „ Bae 
Or what twas I meant, 

That's . you know fot ien. 
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To High- Church Pm as true, 

"As a Proteſtant blue, 
And fain would Diſſenters be mobbing; 3 

But we had ſuch a Defeat 

In Coventry Street, | 


That we're damnably raid of their arubbing. © 


I hate Moderation, ä wy 
It has rpin'd the Nation, a 
Both the B86 and Q. are infected; 
Do but ſet me i' th“ Chair, | 

the High- Church repair, 
And Religion ſhall ſoon be diſſeQted. 


We have made ſuch Advances, 
Loud think them Romances, ' | 

All the Churches on Earth to unte al; WES. 0 
That Mabomet and We "YT _ = 
— quickly agree, —_— 
And Rome ſhall no more Men affright-a. 


Our true ; Engliſh Church 
Shalleto:Popery PP proach, -. 
And Popery to her ſhall adrance; 3 

The Siſters all kiſs, | 
Paſs by what's amiſs, 

And we ſhall ſhake — dr, with France 


Thus the Tools of the Age. 
Shall quickly grow ſage, - 


When they cant of their Union and Peace, gr; , 
This ill Union convey 
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If the Whigs and Diſlenters _ r. 
Should think to prevent us, 

And oppoſe us with damn'd Moderation; 3 
By unanimous Votes, 1 
We will cut all their Throats, * 

And fo we'll unite the whole Nation. 


chin ham 3 


0 the Dale of B——s Hue 
Sic ſiti lætantur Lares. 


| | Hen hous'd theſe Laves are, 


To feed on Y:i/ta's and -freſh Air; * 


Io dine with Humphrey's Duke each day, 


And gaze their Supper-time _——_ . % Wah 


Wou d Ceres bring her * Sheafs 


Twould better Id's Houſe pr 3 6 
To which if Bacchus Grapes wou'd bring, 
Then _ 7 the faves N and ling. * 


d 777.1" a 
The doleful Clan 3 NI. on the 
1 of his Election at Oxtord, A 1. = 


E Freeholders moſt dear | 
Of Cardigan ſhire, © 
hank down from your Mountains with Ply, 3 
On the deſperate Caſe * 
Of your Knight Out of place, 7 FOR * 
And attend to I n Dire. 
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* His Coat of Arms is the M 
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I left you e 3 
In hopes to — 1 „„ 
At Oxford, the Seat of the n „ 
Where Merit prevaiis 
At leſs Coſt than in Wale, 
And the Choſen adorn him that chuſes. 
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The. thing would be done 
As ſore as a Gun, 
Iwas told hy Sacbev rell my Hector 3 
But now they ſend back y 31.4 
Poor baffled Sir Mac, ' 


And call me an empty Projector. mY 90 


A Pinnacle . 
Dug out of my Mine, 
1 raisꝰd on the Top 1 Ge 

To no purple, G wot, _ 


% 


hey matter it not, | 
And leave me and my Gauſe in the Deb, 


IJ ſent to each Head, 

Bound in Blue and in Red, aus 
My Caſe of Afthy and White-a , 
But as ſoon as they'd. read wt 
Ii loſt all my Credit, 

And now they did me go o-. 


| drew my Gooſe Quill. 
| For. Occaſional Bill, Be hp 
And wore it quite down to the sung; & 
| gave them my Pelf, „ 
Would ha given em my ſelf, 
But — care not a F—t for Sir Aut. 


1 wrote o'er and oer 
All the Bills for the Poor, 
| And abri 
_ © Touct'd again and again 
By my accurate Pen. 
Each G ſtronger 


Was not 12 worth aStraw, -. ; 
To reward Publick Spirits no Care ae 
» Firſt my Bill with a Flout, 
Then I was thrownout, 
And ſent back with the 2. the Pariſh. 


A Bock 1 put out, 
* e ie got of Black- Liſt-a ; 
 TheT A 
But the Stuff that came after, 
Occaſion'd ſuch Laughter, 


My Readers, were almoſt bepiſt-a. 


The Learned allow'd, 
of which I am 


\ 


But ſtill they would ſay, 
"Twas all out of the way, 
And had not one Word of the Puddi Is, 


When the Poll was declar d 
O then it appear'd, 
At which 1 was too . colicerne | * 


That Sir William had more, 
By One Hundred and Four,, _ 


_ Tha. 1 * e i — 


d them to one that was longer 5 


That the Work there had been Tome Good in; 4 
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Had the Odds been but few, 
I had a We ory fo blue, 
Since R e to my Merit; 
5 T on beat out of ſight © 
By an Un- Writing Knight, 


Fleſh and Blood is not able to bear it. 


Since they've play'd ſuch a Game, 
Let them Cen take the Shame, 
They ſhall find to their Coſt what will follow; | 
Til retire to my Mines, 
Where the Sun never ſhines, 
And aF —t for the Sons of Apollo, 


— a. 4 


An 0 D, DE a on the D. of Marlborough, - 
r . 


HAT Pow'r of Words can equal thy Re- 7 
W i 
Imuſtrious God of War? What ccni 
Numbers ſufficient for thy Praiſe? 1 
© Thalia, Aretbuſa, $killd in Song, £ . = 
The mighty Task decline; " - 4 


To Churchill's Race the Theme belongs, 
(Churchill's Race tranſcend the Nine) 

_Tis * Sunderland alone that muſt inſpire, 

| She ſhares the Godlike Hero's Fire; 
And ſhe muſt tune the Voice, and animate the Lyne: 


O Malo, her Inthience ſhall ſupply | 
The Poet's mean Abilit n 
_ * The Duke of Marlboro i. e — the Zr] 
n r © ia nh 


26 POEMS on 1 1 
| Whilſt he to ſing prepares | 
The Triumphs of thy Wars; 
The Terror of thy conqu' ring Arms, 
Which freed the Empire from Alarms, 
And ſtruck the trembling Gaul with R Fears. 


Lewis, once call'd The Great, 
In thee beholds his Fate; 
At Schellemberg thou let'ſt him ſee 
An Action worthy of thy Cauſe and Thee : 
On Blenbeim's fatal Plain, 
Thouſands on Thouſands flain, 
Told the inſulting Foe again, 
That Aariborougb, arm'd in AN N A's Cauſe, 
To injur*d Nations ſhould reſtore 
Their Rights, their Liberties and Laws. 
Forſaken Juſtice ſhall no longer mourn, 
Uninterrupted Streams of Faith return, 
Now Maribro 5 TY Arm has broke the Ty- 
; (rant's ren! r. 


qc: 


M What Pyramids of Praiſe! 5 | 
What Wreaths of 8 Bays 
Shall crown thy glorious Head 
Who to ſure Conqueſt doſt thy Armies lead. 
The Paſſage of the Granic Flood, | 
Which has ſo many Ages ſtood, 
 Renown'd in Grecian Story, 
With all young Ammon's Deeds, — 2 a Foil 
To the Superior Action of the Dyle, | 
And only ſerve to raife the Luſtre of thy Guns. f 
The Heroes of Antiquity, . 
Great Pompey, Ceſar, Anthony, and He 
Who Kindred claim'd with ove, - 
Shall bluſh*tro ſee — | 
Themſelves fall ſhort, ſo infinitely ſhort of T _ , 
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And oh Thoo eldeſt Son of Fame! 
How ſhall we *nough adore thy Name? 


Than 9 find Words to celebrate his Viaories 


To praiſe thee as we ought, 
The Spirit of our Lays 


Should equal that with which our Hero fought, 
And gain'd immortal Fame at Rammelics. 


But Numbers are too flow, 
So faſt thy mighty Conqueſts flow; 


Such is the Terror of thy Sword, 
So quick the yielding Cities bow, 
T6 recognize their rightful Lord. 


Joyful Iberia ſhall declare 


The Wonders thou haſt done for her; 


Admiring Europe ſhall confeſs, 


To thee they owe the Char ms of Peace, | . 
And Nations emulous ſhall crown thy vaſt Succeſs. 


Thrice happy Britain! glorious ile! 


On thee the reſcy'd Princes ſmile, 

And bleſs thy fruitful Plains, 
From hence their great Deliv'rer came; 
Where Marlbro drew his vital NE. 


And mighty AN NA reigns. 
But oh ! amidſt th' extreameſt Joy 


Of thy exulting Swains, 


How are thy Bards dep reſt! 
What dire Confuſion 1 their Breaſt ! 1 


When anxious they behold 


The Britiſh General, with greater kale, 


Vanquiſh the Nation's Enemies, 


t 
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The Seven Wiſe Men. 


See Sages in theſe latter Times are ſeen, 


The Glory and Support of Albion's Queen; 
Whoſe Wiſdom will the Gordian Knot undo, 
And be our Iſle's Palladium gainſt the Foe, 
Unſtable Britain may like Dilos float, 


Vet ſtill ſhe's ſafe while Patriots guide the Boat. 
 'Firſt ſtands recorded, in the Liſt of Fame, 
The generous, brave, the humble S——'s Name; 


Learning's good Ornament, the Muſes Pride, - 
By Nature form'd in Councils to preſide, 
The Poets, who in Crouds his Table throng, 
Are raviſh'd with the Accents of his Tongue; 


The rhyming Gueſts are fed with ſumptuous Fare, 


Rewards can make his gibb'riſh Language clear. 
A gentle O. comes next in cloſe Debate, 

To ſearch into the deep Intrigues of State; 

But ſcarce had he in Council taken place, 

When fond Lucinda call'd way his Grace; 

In Liberties of Love, ſhe told her-Lord, 


His Talent was not for the Council- board. 


Her tender Limberham ſhe did implore 


To quit thoſe factions Follies at Threeſcore ; 
And pleaded that his Name was only given 


To have one Man of Honour in the Seven. 
Next giddy Phaeton begins his Flight, 


And boldly dares aſcend the Orb of Light; 
But the raſh Youth will ſoon inflame the Ball, 


— 


And with Confuſion from his Chariot fall. 
Thoſe Fackdaws Eyes can never bear the Teſt, 
Tho they were nouriſh'd in an Zagle's Neſt ; 


Thoſe artleſs Hands, and that untimely Zeal, 
May harm, but ne'er preſerve the n 
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Vol. V. State- Affairs. =_ 
Then to his Lewy ter him confine | 
The undigeſted Notions of his Brain; 
In curious Speculation ſpend his Days, 
And labour to preſerve F—s F—rb— 5; Praiſe. 
To Learning, tis confeſs'd, he'as ſome 5 
For he abounds i in Books, tho not in Senſe. 
O valiant 8e with unan'mous Voi 
The Nation does applaud the Senate's Choice ; 
Grown old in Wars, thou muſt ia Council il fie, | | 
For Councils now, as once for Actions 
Thy. penetrating Senſe can ſoon wr en he 
Myſterious Truth in thy own Cyphers told. 
As a raw Youth of the Patrician Race, 
In that Auguſt Aſſembly claims a Place, ä 
Only with awful Silence to attend, 
And by the Sire's wiſe Precepts form his quadter 
Our modern Sages prudently admit (Mind, 
Young Tu ſhould in the Committee ſit; 
Provided ſtill the firſt like Stamp he bear, 
And, like the Infant Cartbaginian, ſwear 
Immortal Hatred to bis Father's Foes, 
And ever to ſupport The Good Old Cauſe. 
Unheard came creeping next a crafty Bard, 
Who factious Buſineſs never did retard; 
An antient Stock, 'in covert Sawpits bold, | 
In Plots conſummate, and in Tricks grown old ; 
Since among Knaves he holds the foremoſt Place, | 
Old Fer —»n's Footſteps who ſo well can trace? 
Tho twice his Marriage-bed has been . 
Good reaſon ſtill his Vengeance has allay d. 
The Injury his former Spouſe has done, 
A large Eſtate moſt amply did atone; 
He is content his preſent Spouſe ſhould ſtrole 
To gain young Bullics to the Kit - kat aT 
S——, thou mighty Genius, next 4 1 


; 
us. 


Nor let young Js thy Vigilance n, 3 


Let 
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Diſtra& the Projects of thy teeming Brain, | 

Thoſe Labours may be crown'd another Reign. 

With thy accuſtom'd Art expound the Laws, 

Weighing the Party's Merit, not the Cauſe. 

Above the common Honour 'of a Poa 

Thy reſtleſs Soul diſdains that humble Sphere. 

A Blazing- Comet to amaze the Sight, 

And with a fiery Tail the People fright. 20 

Tbus, for a while, thou may'ſt with Luſtre ſhine, d 

But ſoon to Primitive Dregs thou muſt return again. 
Oh Albion on theſe Shoulders ne'er repoſe, 

| Theſe are thy dangerous inteitine Foes; _ 2 

Theſe are the Tyrants who would thee enthral, ; 


Let neither Guilt or Crime, nor Senſe of Pain 4 


Reſolve to govern or o'erthrow the Ball, 
Tho R like Sampſon, in the Ruin fall 


An Alfi on to the B Biſhop of S 5 
Supplement of Homer, 1706. 


Ambray, whilſt of Seraphick Love you ſet 
The nobleſt Image in the cleareſt Light; 
A Love by no Self-Intereſt debas'd, | | 
But on th' Almighty's high perfeckions placed; 
A Love in which true Piety conſiſts, 

That ſoars to Heav'n without the Help of Prieſts: 
Let partial Rome the great Attempt oppoſe, 


Support the Cheats from which her Income flows. 


Her Cenſures may condemn, but not confute, 
If beſt your elevated Notions ſuit 
With what to Reaſon ſeems th'Almighty's Due, 1 
They have the Appearances of being true: 
And what can animated Clay produce 
Beyond a Gueſs in Matters ſo abſtruſe ? 
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But when, deſcending from Empireal Height, 
You ſtoop of ſublunary things to treat, | 


Minerva ſeems your Moral to diſpenſe; _ 
How great the Subject, how ſublime the Senſe þ 
Not the Meonian Bard with ſuch a Flame ; 
Fer ſung of ruling Arts (your lofty T heme). 
In your Telemachus (his Hero's Son? | | 
We ſee the great Original out- done. 4F - . +» 
There is in Virtue ſure a hidden Charm 1 
I0o force Eſteem, and Envy to diſarm; 5 
Elſe in a flattꝰ ring Court you ne'er had been Jef gn'd 
T' inſtruc the future Troublers of Mankind. 8 2 
' Happy your native Soil (at leaſt by Nature ſo) 9 
On none her Treaſures more profuſely flax. _ 
The Bills adorn'd with, Vines, with Flow'rs the Plain, 7 
Without the Sun's too near Approach, ſerene. bi 
But Heav'n in vain does on your Vineyards ſmile, 
The Monarch's Glory mocks the Lab'rer's Toil; 
Whilſt to ſet up Pretenders to the Throne 
Of other Kingdoms, he deſtroys his own. 
Neglected Ceres with Reluctance yields 
Her Tribute to uncultivated Fields. 
What tho elab'rate Braſs with Nature ſtrive, 
And proud Equeſtrian Figures ſeem alive? 
With various Terrors on their Baſis wrought, 
With yielding Cittadels ſurpriz'd or bought ? 
Such Prodigies of Art and coſtly Pains, 
Serve but to gild th'unthinking Rabbles Chains. \ 
O deſpicable State of all that groan a} = 
Under a blind Dependency on One! | 
How far inferior to the Herds that range | 
With native Freedom o'er the Woods and Plains : : 
With them no Fallacies of Schools prevail, 
Nor of a Right Divine the nauſeous Tale, | 
Can give to one among themſelves a Pow'r _ . "_ 
Woo Controul his Fellows to devour. | | __— 


To 


Of truſting ads lute Pow'r to lawleſs Man ; 


| | Thro which the Garonne runs, and rapid Rhone, 
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To reavVning Human Kind alone * 
The Arts to hurt themſelves, by reas' ning wrong. 
Howe er the fooliſh Notion firſt began, 


Howe'er a Tyrant may by Force ſubſiſt, 
(For who would be a Slave that can reſiſt ?) 
Thoſe ſit the ſafeſt, eaſieſt on the Throne, 
That make their Peoples latereſt their on; 

And chuſing rather to be lov'd than fear'd, 
Are Kings of en, not of a Servile Herd. 

Oh Liberty! wiſh'd for too late when loſt; 

Like Health, by thoſe that want thee, valu'd moſt. 
In Regions, where no Property is known, 5 


Where peaſants toil for Harveſts not their own, 
How gladly would they quit their fruitful Soil, 
How gladly change for thee their Wine and Oil ! 
As Wretches chain'd, and labr'ing at the Our, 
In fight of-{raly's delightfol Shore, 
Reflect on their unhappy Fate the more. 
Thy Laws have ſtill their Force above the W 
Of Gotbick Kingdoms ; happy Albion, bleſt: , 
Long ſince their antient Freedom they have loſt, 
And ſervilely of their SubjeQion boaſt. 
Thy better Fate the vain Attempt reſiſts 3. 
Of faithleſs Monarchs, and deſigning Prieſts ; 8 
Unſhaken yet thy Government ſubliſts. 8 
While Streams of Blood the Continent o erflow, 
Red'ning the Maeſe, the Danube, and the po; 
Thy Thames, auſpicious Ile, her Thunder ſends 
To cruſh thy Foes, and to relieve thy Friends. 
Say Muſe (ſince no Surprize or foreign Stroke 
Can hurt her guarded by her Walls of Oak, 
Since wholeſome Laws her Liberty transfer 
To future Apes) what can Albion fear ? 
Can ſhe the dear-bought Treaſure throw wy” ? 
Have Univerſities ſo — a Sway? . 
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The Muſe is ſilent, cautious to reflect 

On Manſions where the Muſes keep their Seat. 
Barren of Thought, and niggardly of Rhime, 
My creeping Numbers ſhe forbids to climb; 
Vent'ring too far, my weary Genius fails, 

And o'er my drooping Senſes Sleep prevails. | 
An Antique Pile near Thames's Silver Stream 


Was the fantaſtick Object of my Dream; 


In antient time a conſecrated Fane, 


But ſince apply'd to Uſes more profane: 
Fill'd with a popular debating Throng, 


Oft in the Right, and oftner in the Wrong: 
Of Good and Bad the variable Teſt, 

Where the Religion that is-voted beſt 

Is ſtill inclin'd. to perſecute the reſt. 

On the high Fabrick ſtood a Monſter fel], 


Of hideous Hue, ſecond to none in Hell; 
No Fury to be more abhor'd and fear'd, 


Her Teeth and Jaws with Clods of Gore beſmear'd; 


Her Party-colour'd Robe obſcenely ſtain d 


With pions Murders, Freemen rackt and chain'd ; 


| With the implacable and brutal Rage 
Of fierce Dragoons, ſparing nor Sex, nor Age 


]. Torturing the Innocent, to improve their Faith, 
Piercing the Roof with her infectious Breath, 


With all the horrid inſtruments of Death | 


Thus She began ; Are then my Labours vain, 
That to the Pow'r of France have added Spain? 


2 Vain my Attempts to make that Empire great? 


And ſhalla Woman my Deſigns defeat? 
Baffle ttWinfernal Project I've begun, 
And break the Meaſures of my fav'rite Son? 
How diff ring from the Heroes of her Race, 


And, lighting Coronation-Oaths, diſdain'd 


Their high Prerogative ſhould be reſtrain'd, 
0 = 
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Who made their Humour of their Laws take place; 
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Tho her own Ile is bleſs'd with Liberty, 
Has ſhe a Right to ſet all Europe free? 
Uader this Roof, with Management, I may 
The Progreſs of her Arms at leaſt delay. 
From a contagious Vapour I will blow 5 
Within theſe Walls, Breaches ſhall wider grow; 
Here let imaginary Fears prevail, 8 
And give a Colour to affected Zeal; 
From trivial Bills let warm Debates ariſe, 


_ . Foment Sedition, and retard Supplies. 


If once my treach'rous Arts and watchful Care 
Break the Confed'racy, and end the War, 
Ador'd in Hell I may in Triumph ſit, 
And Europe to one Potentate ſubmir, 
Waking at ſo deſtable a Sound, 8 
I cry'd, Infernal Hag, be ever dumb! , _ 
Here Auna reigns ; a Queen by Heav'n beſtow'd 
To right the Injur'd, and ſubdue the Proud. 
As Rome of old gave Liberty to Greece, 
Anna th' invaded linking Empire frees ; td 
Th' Allies her Faith, her Pow'r the French proclaim, 
Her piety th' Oppreſs'd, the World her Fame. 
At AN N A's Name, dejected, pale and ſcar'd, 
The execrable Fantom diſappear'd. | 
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An Elggy on the burning of the Church 
Memorial, 1705. * 


O! Sacred Pages, never more repine, 
Tho ſacrific'd to Faction and Deſign. 
Thy Votar ies by this more ſtrong become, 
Gatb'ring freſh Vigor from your Martyrdom. 
Arabian Spices ſo, diſſolv'd by Heat 8 
Scatter Perfumes around, divinely ſweet: 


| * 
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So thy Profeſſors fell in wicked Days, u e 
Their Glorious Lives concluding with a Blaze. 
By ſuch a Death would I obtain a Name, i 
And make my Zeal outſhine my Fur'ral Flame. 
So from the World the Cæſars did retire, 
Aſcending tothe Gods from Piles of Fire. 
So Ptolomys fam'd Library did ſhine 
In Unlearn'd Flames; No Loſs compar'd to thine. 
But we can you, Immortal Leaves, reſtore © | 
Io former Life; nor the hard Fate deplore. 
Sure from your Smoak ſome Miracle muſt riſe, 7 
As whenan Angel mounted to the Skies, 5 
And ſanctify'd the Flame in Manoad's Sacrifice: 
Spite of thy adverſe chance, thou ſhalt be read, 
Nor dye, till Principle and Truth bedead. 
Thou to thy Beauty ſhalt again return, 
Smile like a Cherub, like a Seraph burn. 
But Oh! Expect what the three Children bore, 2 
A Fire that's Seven times hotter than before, 
And all Fanatick Rage can practiſe more. 
Yet thou ſhalt fee] no Harm, no Fear diſcloſe, 
But like the Furnace, flaſh upon thy Foes. 


» * i. 
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Fire and Faggot, or the City Bon-Fire. 


8 dead! thanks to the Jury's pious Care, 
And all her ſad Complaints are turn'd to Air; 
. Vaniſh'd in Smoak, as her neglected Crys 5 
From Earth to Hav*n's more pitying Manlions riſe. 
OG -In , to thy fam'd Zeal is due, | 
That Salter's Hall has glorious things in view, 
That Pinner's and Old-Jury's younger Paul's 
Hold Saints triumphant now within their Walls; 


— 


X Mr. Gelli hraud, who ſollicited to get this Libel burnt. k 
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And thus diſclaim'd the Sins of Forty One 


Since but for Thee, as ſure as God's in Glociſter, 

T he Court had never fix'd on ways to roaſt her. 
Th' Attempt was noble, as the Fact was bold, 

Let it in Gath and Askalon be told, 

That Unbelievers may from thence perceive, 

Wedare to puniſh ſuch as dare to grieve 

Heav'ns bleſs the righteous B— each Mother's 3 
| WE (Son, 

Whohave their Sage Fore. fathers Deeds outdone, | 


They ne'er ſat bogling how to judg and try her, 
But flung her inſtantly into the Fire: 
So periſh ail, that from theſe Preſents dare 


Speak what's offenſive to the City Chair, 


Or vent ſuch Doctrines as ſhall diſagree 
With bleſs'd Occaſional Conformity. 
Not that to Thee alone we ſhould aſcribe 


That Epbraim gains the point of Judah's Tribe, 


And rides upon the Shoulders of his Foe, 
As High Church yields the Day to what is Low, 
Others have been Partakers inthe Deed, 


- Witneſs brave D-—#n, D——le, H—g=—s, Th——= 


Immortal D-—nes, HughH — dy, M—x—y,L n, 
Who could not bear to fee Diſſenters undone 3 
With Gl —r, H— r—s, Saint-like H—ch and H--s, 
Heroes of Worth, and of juſt claim to Praiſe, 
B-—4d-—n, Gr ——y, Sw—ne, Fr —h and L—k, 
Seventeen good Men, and true as ever ſtruck, 
As ever took up Arms in days of Tore, | 
Or e'er drew Basket-Hilt at Marſton Moor. 
Sculpture, in Monumental Braſs ere& 5 
Thoſe that have made the Saints the True Ele; 
Their Statues in the ſeveral Viches range, 
Fix.d upon Pedeſtals before th' Exchange. 
Patriots like theſe the Fabrick will adorn, 
And ſtimulate the Children yet unborn; 
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To make the coming Ages be their own, : 

And practiſe the Examples they have ſhown, 
What if the Court no Precedent can plead, 

And they from cuſtomary Rules recede, 

As they beyond paſt Ages Foot-ſteps run, 

And act what by the Senate's only done? 

Muſt querimonious Mutineers imply 

| Culprit was wrong d, and did not fairly die ? 

The Thought's abſurd, and fooliſh the Miſtake 

Where Precedents are wanting we ſhould make. 

Some would have had her all beſmear'd with Tar, 

And carry'd into Smitbficld from the Bar, = 

Where Saints of old eternal Truths confeſs' d., 

Mounting from earthly Flames to Heav'nly Reſt. 

But wiſer Heads, who ſoon foreſaw a Tartar, ' 4 

Judg d ſhe from tlience might have been ſtiVd af 

- __ (Martyr, 

And ſent herto th Exchange, to make her ſad De- 

| (parture. « 

Since no one there cou'd be ſuppos'd todie 

Or for Religion, or for Loyalty, | 

Virtues unknown (their Practices a ſhame on) 

To ſuch whoſe Idol's Gain, and God is Mammon. 

And there, to expiate her vile Offence, 

On the bright Wings of Flame ſhe mounted hence; D 

Soar'd upward, where departed Spirits riſe, 

And climb'd the vaſt Expanſe,and reach'd the Skies. 

Thus Hercules (as Heathen Poets feign) 

On Oeta's Top, like this Delinquent lain, 

High o'er the Stars, Celeſtial Regions trod, 

By being made 4 Mortal made a God, 


% mu, 


zs POBMSm 


* 


"CE Sal” * _—_— _ — 
6 — , & « * 
_ as - r 


Mully of Mountown, A Poem. Bythe | 
Author of the Tale of a Tub. 


fo ten . 
Ountomn Thou ſweet Retreat from Dublin 
Be famous for thy Apples and thy Pears, 
For Turnips, Carrots, Lettice, Beans, and Peaſe, 
For Peggy's Butter, and for Peggy's Cheeſe. 
- May Clouds of Pigeons round about thee fly, 
But condeſcend ſometimes to make a Pye. 
May fat Geeſe gaggle with melodious Voice, 
And ne'er want Gooſeberries or 2 Sauce. 
Ducks in thy Ponds, and Chickens in thy Penns; 
And be thy Turkeys Numerous as thy Hens, 
May thy Black Pigs lye warm in little Stye, 


And have no Thought to grieve them till they die. 


Mountown ! The uſes moſt delicious Theam, 
O may thy Codlins ever ſwim in Cream 
Thy Rab and Strawberriesin Bourdeaux drown, 
Io add a redder Tincture to thy own; _ 
Thy White-Wine, Sugar, Milk together club, 
To make that gentle Viand Syllabub. FR 
Thy Tarts to Tarts, Cheeſecakes to Cheeſecakes join, | 
To ſpoil the Reliſh of the flowing Wine 
But to the fading Palate bring Relief 
By thy Weſtpbalian Ham, or Belgick Beef. 
And to compleat thy Bleſlings in a Word, 
May ſtill thy Soil be e "0 as its Lord. 


Oh Peggy, Peggy, when thou go'ſt to brew, 
Conſider well what you're about to do; 
Be very Wiſe, very ſedately think 
That what you are about to make is Drink ; = 

ws F Con- 
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Conſider who muſt drink that Drink, and th en 
What tis to have the Praiſe of Honeſt Men: 

For ſurely, Peggy, while that Drink does laſt, 
*Tis Peggy will be toaſted or diſgrac'd, 
Then if thy Ale in Glaſs thou would'ſt confine, 
To make its ſparkling Rays in Beauty ſhine, 
Let thy clean Bottle be entirely dry, . 
Leſt a white Subſtance to the Surface fly, 8 
And, floating there, diſturb the curious Eye. JJ, 
But this great Maxim muſt be underſtood, 

Be ſure, nay very ſure, thy Cork be Good ; 
Then future Ages ſhall of Peggy tel), 

That Nymph that brew'd and bott /d Ale ſo well, 


III. 
How fleet is Air! How many things have Breath, 
Which in a moment they reſign to Death ; 
Depriv'd of Light, and all their happieſt State, 
Not by their Fault, but ſome ofer-ruling Fate 
Altho fair Flowers, that juſtly might invite, 
Are cropt, nay torn away for Man's Delight; 
Yet ſtill thoſe Flowers, alas, can make no Moan, 
Nor has Narciſſus now a Power to groan. 5 
But all thoſe things which breathe in different Frame, 
By Tye of common Breath Man's Pity claim. | 
A Gentle Lamb has Rhetorick to plead, 


And when ſhe ſees the Butcher's Knife decreed, 


| Her Voice entreats him not to make her bleed; 


But cruel Gains, and Luxury of Taſte, 

With Pride, ſtill lays Man's Fellow Mortals waſte : 
What Eartb and Waters breed, or Air inſpires, 
Man for his Palate ſits by torturing Fires. - 

_ Alully, a Cow ſprung from a Beauteous Race, 
With ſpreading Front did Afountowr'sPaſtures grace. 
Gentle ſhe was, and with a gentle Stream, 
Each horn and Night gave Act that equal'd Cream. 


D 4 5 Offending | 
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That Mully thence had neither tt, nor _ 
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Offending None, of None ſhe ſtood in Dread, 5 
Much leſs of Perſons which ſhe daily fed: 


But Innocence cannot it ſelf defend (Friend. 


Gain Treacherous Arts vaild with the Name of 
Robin of Derbyſhire, whoſe Temper ſhocks 

The Conſtitution of his Native Rocks, 

Born ia a * Place, which if it once be nam'd, 


Wou'd make a Bluſhing Modeſty aſnam'd: 


He with Indulgence kindly did appear, 
To make poor Mully his peculiar Care. 
But inwardly this {ullen churliſh Thief 
Had all his Mind plac'd upon Aullys Beef: 


His Fancy fed on her, and thus he'd cry, 


Mully, as ſure as Pm alive you die; 
*Tis a brave Cow, O Sirs when Chriſtmas comes, 
TheſeShins ſhall make the Porridge grac d withPlumbs. 


Then midſt our Cups, while we profuſely Dine, 


This Blade ſhall enter deep in Mully's Chine e (Roaſt ? 


| What Kibs, what Rumps,what Bak d, Boil d, Stew d, and : 
There ſhan't a ſingle Tripe of her be loſt. . (Sounds, 


When Peggy, Nymphof Mountown, heard theſe 


| She griev'd to hear of Mullys future Wounds : 5 


What Crime, ſays ſhe, has gentle Mully done? 
Witneſs the Riſing and the Setting Sun, * 
That knows what Aill ſhe conſtantly would give; "2 
Let tbat quench Robin's Rage, and Mully live, 
Daniel, a Sprightly Swain, that usꝰd to flaſh, | 

T he vigorous Steeds that drew his Lord's Calaſh, 
To Peggy's fide inclin'd ; for *twas well known 
How. well he loy'd thoſe Cattle of his own. 5 . 
Then Terence ſpoke oraculous and fly, = 
He'd neither grant theQueſtion, or deny: (bye. S 
Pleading for Milk, his Thoughts were on Mince- 9, 
But all his Arguments ſo dubious were, 


. Ti he peur: ſen 7 l 
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8 You've poke, 4 ys Robin, but now let motel ye 
Tis not kalk. Aeken Words that fill the belly; I 
pudding and Beef I love, and cannot ſtooß 
To recommend your Bonny -Clapper Soop p; 
Po fay ſhe's innocent, but what of that 3 
*Tis more than Crime ſufficient that ſhe's Fat; 
And that which is prevaili ng in this Caſe, 
Is, there's another Cow to fill her Place. 
And granting 44ully to have Milt in ſtore, |. 
Vee till this other Cow will give us more; 
She dies — ſtop here my Muſe, forbear the * 
And vail 95 Grief which RR exproſl ai 
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: Ebi; at Rome, made by Paſquin, 
upon the raiſmg the Siege at Barcelona, 

conſiſting of Eight Figures, big as the 
Le, with the Jollowing Motto's, 1 706. 


. E Lord giving. Sight to the Man rs 
blind, with the pla: of enn Figure, 

Domine, jam video. Lord, now 1 ſee. 

2, Peter coming forth upon hearing the Cock 
crow, with the Pope's Figure. The Motto, = 

Et egreſſus, fevit amar. And he went forth, and 
Wep c bitterly: \ K 
3. Saul dying on Mount Gittoa with to EleQtor 
of Bavaria's Figure. The Motto. 

Tienent me undique Anguſtia« Sorrows compaſs 
me about. 
4. Pharaoh in the Red-Sea, with the 0 | 
King's Figure. "The: Motto, PI 
2 omnibus n re. There remain -d not ſp 2 
manſ eh much as one bag. 
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. Judas going to hang himſelf, with Portocare- 
ros Figure. The Motto, 
Peccavi, tradito San- have ſinn'd, in that 1 
guine innoxio. have betray di innocent 

Blood. | 
6, Judith with Holofernes's Head in her Hand, 
with the Queen of England's Figure. The Motto, 
 Tradidit Dominus Po- God has deliver'd his 


teſtatem ejus in ma- Power into the Hands 
num Femine, of a Woman. 
J. Jonabin the Ship ſurrounded with Waves, 
with the Duke of Anjou Figure. The Motto, 
er me exorta eſt For my ſake is this great 
bec Tempeſtas. Tempeſt rais'd. 


8. The — of Sion rejoiciag, with the 
Srandees of Spain, when they went to meet 
Charles the Third. The Motto, 
Abſtulit Opprobrium ex He has taken away the 
_ Iſrael, Reproach from Iſrael. 


His Holineſs kivie offer'd a great Sum for the 
Diſcovery of the Author, he thereupon affix'd on 
the Palace-Gate theſe following Words: 

Grecs carent Ablativo, Itali Dativo, Ego No- 

minativo. 
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4 lum to 8 Tallard. Made 
ali ont of French. By J. Br. - 


1705. 


I T's t true, Tallard, when fickle Chance Jeny'd; 

At Blenbeim's fatal Field to crown thy Side, 
Where Right again did win; and Europe fee 

* Maſter's Lillies 2 tho led by T hee : : 
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It might be well allow'd thee ay ons. 
For who's a Stoick, ina Caſe like thine 
But now ſince others ſtriving to repair 
Thy Country's Loſs, with as ſucceſsleſs Care, 


« ; 
» 
* 


Ha found ſuperior Britain's Strength the ſame, = 
O'erthrown like Thee in the mad Chace of Fame 
Forgive ch'unſteddy Goddeſs thy Defeat, - 


And count it Churchill's Privilege to beat. 
In Ages paſt, the mighty Mortal name, 

That could an equal Place in Annals claims 
The Boaſts and Wonders of the Trojan Race, 
From Rome's aſpiring Twins, to Ceſar, trace; 
Thro the long Roll of all their Labours run, 
Tillev'ry Town ſubdu'd, and Battel Wo. 
But as thou doſt the glorious Search purſue, 
And leaving antient Valour, turn to New; _ 
Be juſt to Churchilfs Worth, and thy beſt Praiſe 


A noble Spirit's Gift, on ſuch a matckleſ Foe. 
For ſee aſſiſting Fate, with Force Divine, 
Once more for him the doubtful Scale incline ; 
See Flanders now a bloody Proſpect yield, 
And Blenbeim rival'd by Ramillia's Field. 
Where met alike, and by as daring Men, 


Ihe Warrior has out- ſtript his Country's Hopes 22 
Obſerve how ſoon uſurpt Dominion fell, (gain. 


While juſter Titles were aſſerted well; 
How to reduce the long conteſted Soĩii 


Of Belgia's better half, was but a Se nnighte Toil, 


Then own, Tallard, tho there but little be 
Of Truth allow'd in Tales of Chivalryz 
Tho where great Acts are pictur'd in Extremes, 
We think em oft'neſt bat the Writers Dreams. 
Some Prodigies authentick we may call. 
And all that's ſtrange, is not Apocryphal. 
When Spierbachꝰs Fortune, to thy Valour kind. 
Did thy ſerener Brow with Laurels bind; 
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When thou boughtꝰ'ſt Conqueſt at a rate too high, 
Since thy Defeat, which paid it, was ſonigh ; 
Thy Soul could ſurely, with Applauſes warm, 
No Thought of her approaching Sorrow form; 
Nor while on Seas ſo ſmooth thy Fate did ſteer, 
Imagine Shelves and Quickſands would appear, 
That double Trophy on his Borders got, 
Old hoary Rbine yet cannot ha? forgot; 
When he a Witneſs of the Germans Grief, - 


From his deep Channel ſaw Landau's Relief: 


The falſe Aſſurance of Eternal Praiſe, 


Thy Lewis then infer d from one well-gotten Bays 


For tho he thought Confederate Force to break, 


The Boyan Duke, and Marſin were too weak; 


He doubted not but thoſe combin'd with you, 


Would on the Danube turn the Ballance too. 


Twas then (O Flattery of Bourbon's Fate!) 
The Race of Cæſar's, in its threatned State, 


' Beginning firſt -of Succour to deſpair, 


The Shock of three ſuch Torrents ſcarce could bear; 


In vain the Swords of Lewis and Eugene, ER 


So oft in Turkiſh Fields ſucceſsful ſeen, 
(Where never drawn without expected Gain, 


The waxing Moons they ſtill compell'd to wain.) 
Tour Rage oppos d, while the big Tide was high; 
To ſtem it quite another Arm muſt flxx. 
The bold Phyſician of an Empire's Fears, 
For this great Task reſerv'd, at laſt appears: 


ICs ſucꝰ ring Churchill, who with Juſtice great, 


No Blank e er draws among the Lots of Fate; 
As if but He to fix the Goddeſs knew, 


And Laureis only for his Temples grew: - 

Hard was the Warrior's March, and long the Way, 

_ he reacht, his firſt Eſſay , 
id on both thy Rivals ſee 


Where Europe 
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T was a brave Effort! but one more as great 
The Hero wants to make the Gain complet: 

| Two Chiefs ha' fled, but till the Third be fought, 
His Sum of Trophies is imperfect thought. 
And now, Tallard, what kind Oblivion, ſay, ' 
Can raſe the Journal out of that unhappy Day? 
When, one loſt Battle eager to retrieve, 
Thou didſt a ſecond's Gain ſecure believe: 
Too ſure 'twas Malice of thy veering Fate, 
And Glory never laid a falſer Bait! 
A ſmaller Force, it's true, did thine oppoſe, 
But ſuch a Leader made the Odds thy Foes; 
Nor could, the profer'd Fight, thy feebler Side 
Accept with Safety, tho it might with Pride. 
With how much Blood the Field was crimſon'd 
My Muſe forbears to grate a Captive's Ear; (here, 
| What Thouſands periſht in the Danube Stream, 
By full as many ſung, is grown too ſtale a Theme. 
On Thee alone my wond'ring Thought's intent, 
Thy Fortune to my Eyes that Day preſent. 
Methinks I hear from thy unwilling Tongue 
That abje& Word at laſt of Quarter wrung; 
And ſee thy utmoſt need extort the Sound, 


Which gives thy drooping Soul its deepeſt Wound. 


Their Liberty, with thee to Life inclin'd, _ 
A hundred valiant Chiefs beſides reſign'd: 
Submiſſion, mean in any other Place, | 
Where ſuch a Hero wins, does leſſen the Diſgrace, 
But urg*d by Danger, and by Safety led, 

O Shame to all his Wreaths? Bavaria fled ! 
Too happy! had he been like thee confin'd, 
And not reſerv'd for a worſe Fate behind. 

"Twas Comfort yet to ſee thy Conduct ſince, 

Nor cenſur'd by thy Friends, nor puniſht by thy 

What tho with Spite to thy Undoing us'd, (Prince. 

A Chief too raſh, ſome Enemies accus'd ; 


A 
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A gentle Maſter ſbon their Malice croſt, 

And with a Province paid a Battle loſt. 

Let next my Muſe, thy Victor's Mercy boaſt, 
And ſtrive herfelf to pay the Debt thou ow'ſt 
For ſuch a Triumphe When he made thee bend, 
Did one inſulting Word thy Ears offend ? 
Say, Did not he (tho Captives may allow 

Some Arrogance in thoſe who make em bow) 
Kind to thy Grief, yet faithful to his Charge, 


Of Conqueror, and Friend, the Parts diſcharge ? 


For ſince the Chance of that abandon'd Field, 
Which ſaw thee, deſtitute of Succour, yield, 
From Britain's Queen, to moderate thy Pain, 
A gentle Priſon his Requeſt did gain 
© pleaſing Change ! which ſends thee kindly o'er 
From Danube's hated Banks to Treſu's delightful 
e ny enn Þ 
It's there thou dwell'ſt, and with no Cloud between, 
Haſt two revolving Suns already ſeen; * 
Of ſo much Eaſe, and Liberty poſleſt, fr 
Thy Embaſſy it ſelf ſcarce ſhew'd thee half ſo bleſt. 
Not ſo the Boyan Duke; his Planets ſtill, 
O juſt Reward for broken Faith! are ill; 
His State ſubverted, and his Titles loſt, 
He finds too late the Price his Treaſons coſt, 
| Fo try the Fortune of another Plain, 
It's true, he picks his Fugitives again; 
Dares a third time his V ictor's Fury meet, 
And (what could elſe NF thought) does feel a third 
Thy Monarch, eager of a Battel's Gain, (Defeat. 
His Villerey and Marſin ſends in vain; 4 
Confus'd they run, as ſcar'd by Magick Charms, 
And catch contagious Ruin from his Arms. 
Nov take a View (if where thou art confin d, 
Thy Maſter's Fate employs thy anxious Mind) 
Of his abortive Schemes, and then confels, _ 
Since laid unjuſtly they could be no leſs ; 


To 


To win 0 | Nations he did once 8 | 
And to his own ſurrounding Crowns annex; 


|  (Howeer thy King expected to prevail) 


Was ſuch a Task, he could not chuſe but fail: "POE 
For tho Great William's Arms (ordain'd by Fate 
To buttreſs up the firſt declining State) 
Succeſsleſs often did in Fields engage, 
And ſtopt Ctwas all it could) but half his Rage; 35 
vet ſee (ſtrange Female Force) Imperial ANNE 
Compleats the Work unfiniſht by the Man. | 
Odurſt ſome Miniſter, in Council near, 
But ſpeak a famous Truth in Zourbon's Ear! 
And, one fit Moment, artfully relate 
The "Scythian Queen's Succeſs, and Perſian Foun- 
(der's Fate; 
The Moral well apply'd, might make him ſee 
 AWoman's Arm had quePFd a greater King than he. 
Ihuhat thus ſhe triumphs, while the World forgers 
The Tudor's Glory, and Plantagenet s. | 
W ile leſſen'd every new victorious Year, 
Her hundred Great Forefathers Acts appear, 
To valiant Hands, Tallard, abroad ſhe ow 
And Heads expert at home for Council choſe. 
The State of Britain, thus prodigious grown, - 
It is not Churchill's Arm ſupports alone; | 
For other Heroes make, by ANNE's Command, 
Their Thunders fear'd at Sea, like his by Land; 
And Peterborough wants no Wreaths in Spain. 
By whoſe officious Toil, a Crown is Charles's Gain, 
But as no Empire yet kd bleſt has bin, 
That had not ſtill ſome Enem ies within: 
Them too with Art uncommon ſhe ſubdues, 
And Mildneſs is the Weapon ſhe doth uſe : 
Such Means to conquer Faction ſeldom fail, 
For where the Queen ores weak, the” dea 
(does preva 


Nox 


Now ſure, Tallard, a Princeſs fram'd like Her, 


Neceſſity of Winning muſt infer. 
The certain Danger to thy Maſter paint, 
And thence be canoniz d thy Country's Saint; 
Her ſoff ring Sons an ended War would eaſe, | 
The Lenitive alone for their Diſeaſe: 
Where Blood no longer Subjects can afford, 
11s Husbandry of State, to ſheath the Sword. 
Nor ſhould he think it, of a Bluſh the Cauſe, 
To let a Woman's Tongue impoſe him Laws; 
He ſoon may find, in turning Annals ver, 
Kings ſtooping often on as mean a Score. 
It grates, I know, to that ſoft Sex to bow, 
Which Cuſtom ſtill the Weaker does allow. 
But let him ſee what States El;za ſhook, 
Or on the Roman dread 'Bonduca took ; 55 
T ben tell the Trophies which adorn the Throne 
Of our third Female Boaſt ; and ſure he'll own, 
(Howe'er it juſtly may to ſome belong) FL 
In Britiſh Queens, at leaſt, the Attribute is wrong. 
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An OD E occaſion'd by the Battel of Ra- 
Ae mellies. By My. B oy, 9 88 


H will the grateful Senate praiſe ! 
11 What new recording Pillars raiſe ! 
That with Eternal Battles glow | 
To kindle Britains for the Foe. 
Our Roman Sires to Merit free, 
Profuſe of Immortality j; 
Of Him who had his Country ſerv d, 
In various Piles the Fame preſerv'd s _ 
On Earth the Hero frown'd in Braſs, 
And ſhook the Skies with Jove in Verſo: 


— 
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His Fellows on his Fame rely, | 
And ſwear by his Divinity: _ 
Had Fate indulg'd the Roman Name, 
And with a Churchill ſwell'd her Fame, 
New Obelisks had reach'd the Skies, 
And ſhadow'd half their Deities. 
_ Pharſalia vaniſh'd in the Blaze 
Of Blenheim, and of Kammeciies ! 
But meaner Paths the Roman trod, 
By making Slaves to grow a God : 
_ Whilſt Britain's Hero never gains 
A Conqueſt, but to break their Chains; 
From whoſe each glorious Toll might riſe 
A Cæſar, or a Hercules. | | 
Thus from his Race the Fair may claim 
A Title to a Beauty's Fame; 
Rich ina Lip! a Cheek! a Hand! 
Or any Charm of Sunderland. 


The Benefits of a Theatre, : 


PRs Jerry be quiet, ceaſe railing in vain, 
Nor banter the Stage with Invectives again; 

I find thou art ignorant (till of its Merit, 
And rail but as Quakers when warm'd with the 

| | | (Spirit, 
Shall a Place be put down when we ſee it affords. 
Fit Wives for great Poets, and W-—s for great 
Since Angellica bleſt with a ſingular Grace (Lords? 
Had by her fine Acting preſerv'd all bis Plays, 
In an amorous Rapture young Valentine laid, | 
One ſo fit for his Plays, might be fit for his Bed; 
He warmly purſu'd her, ſhe yielded her Charms, 
And bleſt the kind Younger in her kinder Arms: 


© But 
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But at length the poor Nymph did for Juſtice i im- 
| (plore, - 
Has married her now, tho be her dale j 
If fuch things will help to reform thy ill Nature, 
Prithee Ferry enquire the Truth of the Matter. 
Ask D the Rake what he means atThreeſcore? 
Or prithee ask c n what made her turn W---? 
To be kept by a Duke there is much to be ſaid 
Eſpecially too ſince ſhe ſoundly is paid for't; (for'r, 
Since her Voice and her Eyes could his Grace ſo 
| (bewitch, 
Naas better ſnap him than be mumbl'd by R — ch. 
Next ask honeſt P---ce what the Devil he thinks on, 
To let his dear Betty be ſtallion'd by X 
What Philtres his Lordſhip made uſe of to win her, 
That one ſo demure ſhould be turn'd to a Sinner? 25 
A aint in appearance, but true Fleſh and Blood, 
Who reſiſted the Devil as long as ſhe could. 
So long he attack'd her, the Matter is clear, 
She * long' d to be — by a — 


———— 


1 SIMILE. 


EAR Thomas, dia thou never bop 
| Thy Head into a Tinman's Shop? 
There, Thomas, didſt thou never ſee 
(Tis but by way of Simile) | 
A Squirrel ſpend his little Rage, 
In jumping round a rouling Cage? e 
The Cage, as either ſide turn'd up, 29K 
Striking a Ring of Bells a top; 
Mov'd inthe Orb, pleas'd with the Chimes; 
The fooliſh Creature thinks he climbs: 
But here or there, turn Wood or Wire, 
He never gets two Inches higher. 
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So fares it with thoſe merry Blades, : 5 
That frisk it under Pindus Smades, 

In noble Songs and lofty Odes, 

They tread on Stars, and talk with Gods: 0 
Still dancing in an airy round, | 
Still pleas'd with their own Verſes ſound :; 


Brought back, how faſt ſo &er they 80, 


* aſpiring, OR: 


1 * 


— 


—___— 
— 


Tie | Jubilec Wecklacss or a Preſent from ; 
C. III. to the D. of M. 4 datyr. 


| 7 days af Yore, when Albior's Kings did dent 
I The papal Yoke that long had gall'd theirNeck, 
Boldly refolv'd to vindicate their Right, 
Reſolv'd with ſuperſtitious Rome to fight, 
Alter nate Victories theic Armies won, 
Now th Engliſ conquer, then the Engliſh run; 
Fortune to both alise did prove benign, 
Doubtful to which the Glory to reſign; 
At length the Britons charg'd the Roman Foe, 
And put them to a total Overthrow : 
The Roman Powers being thus o *erthrown, 
The Roman Pontiff with Paternal Groan | 
Utter'd theſe Words from his declining Throne. 
1 ſee the fatal Criſis now is come 
That puts a Period to our Mother Rome; 
_ Methinks my Mitre's fallen off my Head, 
Methinks my Majeſty's already fied ; 
Help, I conjure you, as you hope to ſhare 
(After my Death) the noble Porph'ry Chair; 
Help to ſupport the Ark of God from Fall, 
Whoſe Ruin needs muſt overwhelm you all. 
| He ſaid— and ſtrait the Scarlet Brother roſe, 
Whoſe Robes conform'd i T colour to his Noſe : 8 
2 8 


. * * | KP” 
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His Speech (as well became a Man of God) 
Scented of Fire, of Faggot and of Blood, 
ie mov'd his Holineſs to try again 
By open Force, his Fortune on the Plain, 

He fat and ſoon aroſe another Son 
Of the ſame Church, but a more prudent one : 
May't pleaſe your Holineſs, the Card'nal cry'd, 
Some under - handed Dealings muſt be try'd; 
Some private Envoys into Britain ſend, 

They moſt infallibly will gain your end. 
Scarce had he ſpoke, when all the Conclave ſaid, 

Thoſe means, and thoſe alone ſhould be eſſay d. 

They call'd St. Dominick, a Sparkiſh Fry'r, 

One of Addreſs, a Perſon de- bon- aire, 

Who long a Confeſſor to Nuns had been, 

Who all the Female Weakneſles had ſeen; | 
Him they commiſſion d into Britain, there (Tare: 

., Amongſt the Briti/þ Wheat, to ſow the Romiſb 
im they inſtruct V attack the Female Sex, 
' | Soft and compliant as the Ductile Wax: 
Strictly they charg'd him all ſuch means to try 

As beſt would ſute with Female Levity. 
The Fryer thus inſtructed, wafted o're 

To Fertile Albion's Sea-ſurrounded ſhoar 3  - 
Where being arriv'd, a cunning Scheme he drew- / 
O'th' Meaſures he intended to purſue : 1] 
Soon he, by his inſinuating Art, | 1 
Subdu'd the Fort of fair Corinna's Heart; 1371 
To her, the Prieſt a Necklace did preſent, 

Whoſe very Make explain'd the bad lntent 

Of him that gave it : at the end there hung 
A Croſs of Beads molt exquilitely ſtrung. M 
Thus then the Frier (when the Crucifix 
Hung down from bigotted Corinnas Neck) 

His Kiſſes to the Pendant Croſs addreſs't; 
But his Deſign's to kiſs Corinnas Breaſt, 
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Simple Corinna in her Necklace prides, 
Whilſt Prieſt her Folly ſecretly derides; 
He laughs to ſee that Sex impos'd upon, 


/ To ſeethe Female Sex ſo eas ly won, 


0 


on 


To ſee the Women glory in their Shame, 
And value what's deſtructive of their Fame. 


And ſeem toth'Crucifix his Pray*rs to ſay, (way? 


Whilſt wanton Hands and Minds do ſtrole another 
How leud is't in the Boſom Croſs to ſet, 


As if you'd ſay, This Place is to be let ? * 


What is it but to tempt the Wanton Prieſts 
To wiſh to be a Croſs to lie betwixt your Breaſts? 
% Corinna, vainer Lovers to intice, 
4 By this pretended Signal prompts their Vice, 
While they pay Homage to her flowing Brealt, 


The pointing Jewel repreſents the reſt. 
Thus outward Zeal they to that Image ſhow, 
<< But *tis the Idol's meant that dwells below 
© She meant it to her ſelf, and 'tis as good 
| © To have it ſpoke, as have it underſtood. 


No ſooner had Corinna us'd the Faſhion, 


But all the Modiſh Ladies in the Nation 
a | Refolv'd to imitate Corinnas Dreſs, 


And wear dependant Croſs between their Breaſts ; 
Thus the Contagion o'er the Sex did fly, 


\ And all were pleas'd with Popiſh Frippery. 


: 
/ 


The Prieſt well knew he ſoon ſhould win the Men, 
Could he but o'er their Wives a Conqueſt gain; 
For Man has always us'd to be, from Adam, 
Yielding to th? Will of his Endearing Madam. 
So ſubtle Serpent firſt with Exe began, 5 
And having won her, overreach'd the Man.; 

Juſt ſo Rome's Prieſts (the Serpent's Progeny) 
Do imitate their r Father” s Poli 


But now the titiè, t ooh tf time was come, 


It's Dominick mult Retrograde to — . 
N E 3 i 5 To 


How pleaſant is't for cunning Prieſt to pray, 2 | 


| Io tell th' Event of his Commiſſion, 
To tell what mighty Wonders he had done. 
Soon as I arriv'd the Conſiſtory ſat, 
* Eager to hear St. Dominick relate 
The wonderful, th' incredible Succeſs - 
He had i'th' Buſineſs of his Holineſs. =: 
Nor were their Expectations baulkt, for he 
With all his Art harangu'd the Company, 
Telling them how ſucceſsful he had been, 
What means he us'd the Briti/þ Hearts to win. 
This ſoon made all the Cardinals agree, | 5 
That Necklaces and ſuch like Foppery 
Would not impede the Growth'of Popery. j 
Then they reſolv'd another Prieſt to ſend 
To perfect this, their ſo Important End. 


* — 


The QUIETUS. 


1 Jow fleeting is Honor? Who'd ſtrire to be Great, 
Or glitter with Pomp in a Car of the State, 
When ſo oft? tis attended with Phaeton's Fate? 


Applauſes and Glory may prop em awhile, 
The King and the Council alike on 'em ſmile, 

Till at length they are caught and trapp'd in a Toil. 
When S firſt hand bd the Purſe and the Mace, 
| His Wit might have told him in Clarendon's Caſe, 
He attempted to ſit in a Quickſilver Place, 


= But my Lord he was mortal, and each has his Failing, = 
| He adher d to the Court and praQtis'd wrongDealing, 
feu. Old S F and Ee did both fall a Railing. 


N 9 * £ 1 | | 


Do juggle together, and ſeem to adviſe, 
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To bis Quiet he was forc'd to ſubmit, 


He'd Blots in his Tables he knew would be hit, 
Which H and ſome others wou'd never acquit.” - 


= 
1 J 
* * 
% * 
* *. 


The king and the Council, as ſome do ſurmiſe, 


While a crafty old Fox rules all in Diſguiſe. 
The Meaſures are taken from S——04's Nod, 

Whoin old MacchiavePs Maxims has trod; 

To pleaſure his Prince he'd forfeit his God. 


A Politick Jack, who in Times is a peeper, (deeper, 
Own'd S, had Faults, but Hs hero 
Then whip goes the Seal, and adieu my Lord Kr. 
Hyg 3s IS eros Jet Phe pes A. 1hq7 hangs crenb d* Sarees 
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Epilogue ſpoken by Mrs. Mountfort at the 
Theater Royal in Drury Lane, 1705. 
| A a young Lawyer many Years will drudg, 
| In hopes at laſt to be a lazy ludg; 
And as a Stateſman ſhows a buſy Face, 
To ſneak, or rail himſelf into a Place : | 
So a young Actreſs ſtrives your Hearts t'ingage, 
That ſome kind Man may take her off the Stage. 
Were it my Lot, I'm thinking where to choole, 
And who wou'd beſt become the Marriage-Nooſe : 
Criticks abhor it, Beaus the leaſt are fit, 
Who more want Manhood, tho they much want Wit. 
A Country Squire would do, ſome Loving Hound, 
That's Bailiff to his Wife, and tills her Ground; 
Bet then an active Laſs finds ſmall Delight 
In onewhodriaks all Day, and ſnores all Night. 1 
| | „ | 
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A Colonel I could like, that loves the War, 
One that is abſent from me half the Year ; 


Returns with Plunder laden, and full Pay, 
But in two Months he'l] game it all away. 


In ſhort, Lthink, tho that's a ſtanding Jeſt, 


A fooliſh, plodding Cheap/ade Husband's beſt ; 


For City-Wives are grown moſt Courtly High, 


And Mourning wear when Foreign Princes die; 
Tho lately they have found it to their Coſt, 


Many have mourn'd their Husbands Credit loſt. 


But e'er my ſelf to ſuch a Pitch I rate, 

Let my good Acting firſt deſerve that Fate: 

A Phenix once you had, That each allows, CLSigbing. 
Think from Her Aſhes I, only roſe; 

Like her no Pains Ul] ſpare, like her to laſt, 

And. pleaſe in various Ways your various Taſt ; 
Believe me, promiſi ing, tho Voung and Wild, 


And for the Yorker" 8 Worth LN the Child. 


\ 


5 


| 4 Dialogue 3 Paſquin ud Morforio, 


Two Gy? in Rome. 


|. Mor wW HY how now Paſ-- ſince * laſtEleGion, 


| thought you had no Buſineſs for Re- 


Cflection : t 
French Luid-ores, that never us'd to fail, | 
Have loſttheir Virtue now, and can't prevall 5 
And honeſt Clement wiſely does eſpouſe, 


| 0 008 laid aſide, the Common Cauſe. . 


Paſ. True, but the Engliſh Senators have made 
Themſelves the Subject of a Paſquinade —— 


Mor, an ole your Tanne, [ Paſ—Why ſo? 2 


(I need not fear, 
Their Serjean ſurely cannot reach me here, 


5 
+ & 

#3 5 3 4 ; 1 Mor, 
8 - yy ** 


Aor. Their Privileges daily they extend, 
For, like the World to come, they're without End; 
And if their Pow'r but equally increaſe, SY 

| You may haye Cauſe to wiſh you'd held your Peace. | 
But what's the Quarrel? [ Paſ—I can make it | Sa * 

- That tho 500 us'd to Sit and Vote, INUIT; | 

(At leaſt 400 Senators and odd) 

They're now reduc'd to 4. LAorf— To g? 
ROWS. | [Paſ——Tog indeed. „ern , 
One M, one S, two H H's, and no more, Y 

The Nation repreſent, and that's but Four, / ? Ky arome 
The reſt are (os) and no Number make, ue Daw 
Unleſs you do from theſe the Units take. (know, 

Mor. How can that be? [Pa. If you deſire to 

Ned will inform you, and Jack tell you HOW, 
Ask at Vienna, Shall we War proclaim ꝰ 
To be reſolv'd theyꝰ il bid you go to them: 

And at the Hague they'll tell you, It's as they, 
And not the King and his Allies ſhall ſay, 

Huffing D' Avaux does vaunt and ſwear Be Gar, 
My Maſter do de Dutch nor no Confederate fear, 8 
If S. and Shak Hoo gainſt him don declare - | 

Dem be vill make his own, and den vid eaſe, 
Can winde and turn de reſt wich vay dey pleaſe. 
But who, except Lewis le Grand, that knows 5 


„4 


7 


be Force of Luid ores, would &er ſuppoſe, 
That Four ſhould lead Four Hundred by the Noſe ! 


— 


A. Wim ii , The Nine Ng e, , dt. Þ hre. 1 
Is wafted to Holland on ſome State Intri gue, 
| Or gone for to viſit liis Hog—— us at Hague; 
For fear in his Abſence his Subjects repine, 
He canton'd his Kingdom, and left em to Nine, 8 
Eight ignorant Peers, and a Blockiſh D ne. 5 
An., Aright { ue u A4. Jan To 
rere Nl. egu . 142 Shed tote” 
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To make up the Hydra there's C—, that dull Tol, 
W ho governs the Church as the State he does rule. 
To make their Commiſſions more glibly run down, 
ö Twas wiſely contriv'd to hedg in the Gow]; 
An broke Þ — kethe Sage, who o'er all does preſide, 
| Fluſp'd with Champaign is a giddy raſh Guide. 
If the Goblet but airs his Brain and his Pulſe, 
| The State's in an Ague, and we arc convuls'd. 
"CA De the Haughty, the Bloſtring Rake, 
2 : «eTs juſt fit to govern the 4½ſe in the Peak; 
| + +> * - Who tortures his Tenants, and nought will defray, 
| e quickly ſhall ſee how 4 Scepter he'll ſway. 
| The K — had better have kept to the Law, 
To banter a Wirneſs, and find out a Flaw, 
What he knows in the State I'd not give him a 
N (Straw. 
] | Tis true, he 4tranflated by ſome lucky Hit, 
Like the Frog in the Fable hel ſwell till he ſplit ; - 
The Concluſion will prove him to be a ſtark Aſs, 
He'd better have kept to his Fees and his Glaſs. 
The Monarch was mad, or he'd ne'er have em * 
 ABlabjin the State, that his Secrets deſcry'd. 
' Now A1 bs advancd, yet molt of the Wiſe 
Will have him to rule as his Wife does adviſe. 
Some Lady at Court perhaps may repine, 
She is a 4 . as well as * Nine. 


The 22 1 7 03. 
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123 Great Naſſau is dead at gone, 
That Hero of the Britiſh Turene, 
Whoſe Equal never 11 5 own. Bo! 
2 . 4 ; Bag =: 7 Ms ge _ n EA 
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. | | 4 | 
V hen Rogues bare-fac'd appear in Packs, 
When state Phy ficians are all Quacks, 
And grivy Counſcilors are Jacks. 


| 3. 
When Contradictions do meet, 
And Knave: are at the Helm of State, 
Tho faithful and unfortunate. 


8 EE * 
When Mah, Gen, Li, 
Have acted over the old Story, 
And Ireland has been ruPd by Tory. 
| 4 42 1 So 2 
When eee H——, and Fack H. 
Agree the Nation to undo, | 
Tho each would hang the other two. 
When nauſeous Fack can quiet ſit, 
That is, when all his Venom's ſpit, 
Of Conſtitution and of Wit. | 


When Glouceſter has ſmelt ont the Knave, 
And Patriot Fack Recourſe muſt have 
To Foreign Borough 8 inſla ve. 


When England's Intereſt is ſeen clearly, 
When Parties carry matters fairly, 
And Trimming is left off by H. 


9. 3535 . 
When S$—-r ſcorns Salt-Petre Pence, 
When Bolles to Bedlam as no pretence, 
And any B— tie can talk Senſe. 


When H—ges, richly worth the Gallows, _. 
For what the Magdalen College tells us 
Shall repreſent thoſe very Fellows, © 


*, * 
2 %Y 
— 
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When Worth's prefer'd * the Ready, 
When wav'ring Be is once fixt eddy, 
When H——s is leſs Knave than Ady. 

12. 

When Harry 3 — le ſhall keep leſs Pother 

With his no Hair, and be no Lover, 
Or be as honeſt as his N b | 

1 3. el 
When B — gton i is in Diſgrace, 
"Cauſe he won't vote to ger a Place, 
Tho promis'd, is not call'd his Grace. 

14. 
When Tories fall into a Trance, 
And five up dear Non-Reſiſtance, 
And ceaſe to wiſh Succeſs to France. 
I 


When | 

The firſt that's vacant does embrace, 

To Geeſe and Ganders the ſame Sauce. 
16, | 

When honeſt Men dare tow their Faces, 

When Wit and Senſe are no Diſgraces, 

When C—by has no . Places. 


When R b has let his Puns, 

When C—+s has only his Coach Duns, 

And Fack's Lieutenant of the Guns. 
1 

When he has Places in Poſſeſſion, 

For having open made Profeſſion, 

Againſt the Proteſtant . 


That chief of the ins kind, 
To whom old Eſcrick's Soul we fin 
By en 9 — 


* 
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ve, who long ſeem'd proof-Place, 
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When England's Wan our great Fleet, 
That never ſhould fear odds they meet, 
Shall baſely on the Square retreat. 

„ 

When comes to nought our great Deſcent, 
And moſt Men think *rwas never meant, 
When R———ks are on ſuch Errands ſent. 

N 8 

When 8 s, whom all Knaves do dread, 
The 3 Britan e er was bred, / 
Shall therefore loſe his able Head. 

23. | 

When t one prudent thisg has done, 
T' exchange the lopt one for his on; ; 

Better have that that's off than none. 
24. 
When Church to Charity i is given, | 
That is, when Numbers odd or even, 
Or Kome's in Chappel of St. Stephen, 


25. 
When the dull Dutch turn merry Grigs, 
When troe-born Engliſhmen turn Prigs, 
When Biſhops are condemn'd for Whigs. 
26.5 
When S ſhall leave off to ſwive, 
And under C — s Trade ſhall thrive, 
The dulleſt Clergy- man alive. 
27. " ö 
When Weſtern Prelates ſwear and rant, 
And *tdoes appear that there's no want 
Of Senſe i in Honeſt 7 $99” ay Cant. 
2 
When Ned, omaiſcient Proto-Martyr, 
| Tocalver'd Salmon ſhall give Quarter, 
Or leave his Trade of following aſter, 
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3 „„ Rn 
When Ex ſhall forſwear the Rummer; 


And ſpend with his own Wife a Summer, 
And for St. A——s leave dear P r. 


es „„ 
When W——m1's crooked fulſom Relict, 
Of Senſe and Shape intirely Belgick, F 34 
Shall be by B -— d deem'd Angellich. 


When Men can fancy ſuch a Whale, 
And ſuch old ſtuff is made a Stale, 
To catch our filly Dukes withal. 
7 3 
When Tear · ſhirt W u, fam'd for wenching, 
His Whores and Gardens is retrenching, Hi 
Or ſhall conſent to let the French in, 


When France ſhall faithfully keep Leagues, 
When Maintenon leaves State Intrigues, 
And Men are born with two left Legs. 
| 34. | FR 
When theſe Strange things ſhall come to paſs, 
England ſhall be, or I'm an Aſs, 2 Apr 
The ſtrangeſt Queendom ever was. 
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The (Country Parſon's Advice to thoſe little 
Scriblers, who pretend te write better 
Senſe than Great Secretaries: Or, Mr, 
Stephens's Triumph over the Pillory, 

E wiſe as Ad u, as Br ne be brave, 

As Philips Airy, and as Jones look Grave; 

Humble as Prior be; Sachev rell's Zeal, 

For Church and Loyalty, will fit you well: 

Like Pittis, I would have you love the Church, 
But not like him, be by her left i thꝰ Lurch. 

For the well governing your Poetry, 

Kymer and Dennis let your Patterns be: 

And if it be at laſt your Scribling Fate "I 

To triumph o'er a Pill'ry, e' er too late, 0 | 


Like merecant, and be not obſtinate. 
Remember Tutchin's Boldneſs for his Cauſe, 
That ſtood the fiery Trial of the Laws. 
When ſneaking Scriblers poorly ſue for Grace 
He triumphs o'er em with an honeſt Face. 
So Ridpath ſmiles at all Fate's harſh Decrees, 
But can't be pleagd, when forc'd to pay his Fees, © 
When Parchment - Rolls, like murd'ring War ap- 
_ Libel, thatraiſethe trembling Poets fears, (pears, 
And ſet Mankind together by the Ears. | 
Theſe to avoid, in dull Tranſlation Trade, 
Bowyer, and Savage, and Oldmixos read; 
Or deal in News, and write whate er you will, 


But mind you Scrjble on the rigbs Side ſtill ; 


Then 
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Then yon may Letters from Altea bring, 
If like Fontvive, tis with a juſt Deſign 
To pleaſe the Government and ſerve the Queen. 
So writes De Foe, an Author now in Vogue, 
Who was fo lately Pillor'd for a R:; 
Therefore let his Example, yours be made; 
Neitherof Fines, nor Pillories, be afraid. 
Leſly wites on, and Gildon ſtill is free 
To laugh at Ward for writing Poetry; ;N 
Whoſe Proſe eſcapes the Cenſure of the Times, 
And Informations fall on jingling Rhymes, 
To ſum up all; let Drake's juſt Merit be 
A Caution to Poetick Liberty. 
Since Ward's true Genius, and ſince Gildon's Senſe, 
At laſt has brought them to a Dearth of Pence, 
"Tis hard their Learning, and each Turn of Wit, 
Should only make them for this Triumph fit. 
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A New Prologue ſpoken at the Theatre in 
 Lincolns-Inn-Fields, on Saturday, 

July the 8th, 1704. in Praiſe of 
the Wells, ar i, bi 


HY is great Phæbus ſtil'd the God of Lays, 
1 Who proves ſo great an Enemy to Plays? 
M oſt Products thrive by thoſe prolifick Fires, 
By which the Languid, Drooping Stage expires 
The Sun calls forth the Town to Rural Sport, | 
For Wilds and fields ye change the Stage = ” 
A 117 | 2 BIN " "TM urt. 
To Baths and IWells'the Beaus and Belles retort. 
To Wells, that great Receit which Doctors give 
To Wells, by which none but Phyſicians live; 
5 | 5 To 
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To Wells, that heal the Gout, and cauſe the stone; 


To Wells, that give ten Pains in curing one. 
There the dull Splenetick is cur'd of Li 
And the tormented Husband eas d of Wi 
For Wife, the worſt of Plagues, as ſome ppoſe; 
Is carry*d off by Waters, or by Beaus. 
Their painful Love, to Youth the worſt Miſhap, 
ls cur'd by that moſt ſure Receit, a Clap. , / 
There finds'a Virgin Help, with Fits upon her, 
Of that moſt languiſhing Diſeaſe call d Honour. 

There the young Squire, ſick of his happy ate, 

Is purg'd of Folly,” and a great Eſtate. | 

There barren Spouſe is ſent by trading Sot, 

And there a Pox, or Alderman is got. 

In ſhort, of all Degrees the Wells draw ſome ; 

But more are thoſe calPd by the Martial Drum: 

The Tragick Scenes Abroad ſpoil thoſe at Home. 

Tragick indeed; but Tragick to our Foes; | 

Let wide Germania i ing, Germania knows, 

How much to Britain's Bravery ſhe owes, 

To Ama's Arms the Auſtrian owes his Crown, 

She faves 1 Father, and 3 the Son. W. 


* * 


* "Oy 


| Uponth Hf the Goue, 


W Elcome thou friendlyEarneſt of Fanrſcore; 

Promiſe of Health, that haſt alone the. 
(Power 

I' attend the Rich, unenvy'd by the Poor. 

Thou that doſt Eſculapius deride, 

And er his Gallypots in Triumphs ride: | 

Thou that art ugd r attend the Royal Throne, 

And under- prop the Head that wears the Crown: 

Thou that in Privy- Councils oft doſt wait, 

And guardſt from _ * the Eyes of State: 


Thou =. 
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Thou that upon the Bench art mounted high; 
And warnſt the Judges bow they tread awry: 


Thou that doſt oft from pamper'd Prelates Toe, 
Emphatically urge the Pains below: : 


Thou that art always half the City's Grace, 


And addſt to ſolemn Noddles folemn Pace: 

Thou that art ne'er from Velvet Slippers free, 

Whence comes this unſought Honour unto me ? 

Whence does this mighty Condeſcenſion flow 

To viſit my poor Tabernacle? Oh! 

As Fove vouchſaf d on Ida's top, tis ſaid, 

At poor Philemon's Cot to take a Bed; 

Pleas'd with his poor, but hoſpitable Feaſt, 
Fove bid him ask and granted his Requeſt. 

So do thou grant (for thou'rt of Race Divine, 

Begot on Venus by the God of Wine) 

My humble Suit; and either give me Store 

To entertain thee, or ne'er ſee me more. 


ure ads * ne. 5 


1 Upon Dr. B's Suit to the E. of N. for 4 


5 Biſhoprick. 


A Mong the little Pages that were ſent 


With Morning How D'yes, and a Compliment, 


Was ſeen a lofty Member of the Church, 
Whoſe Name 1 think they ſaid was Dr, B. 
With Primitive Humility he ſat, 
Fayning and cringing at the Lady's Gate; 
Trying UV ingage the Porter in Diſcourſe, 
Whether her Grace were better now or worſe: 
In hopes by juſt Degrees he might aſcend, _ 


And to the waiting Maid his Buſineſs recommend. | 


The honeſt Porter, eaſy of Acceſs, 
Began his Brother Gown-man to careſs : 
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And ſoon familiar grown in cloſe Debate, 4 
Told him ſome ſecret Myſteries of State. 

The wou d- be- Prelate vainly now began 

To think he ſhould a Dignity obtain 
And pleas d with the new Friendſhip he had gain'dz 
Haſted forthwith to kiſs black Dicky's hand 5 
Dicky the black, whoſe great and favorite Name 

Is known as far as that of Nottingham,  _ 
Dicky who to the Church was ever kind, (Friend. 
Thrice ſhook his Hand, thrice ſwore he'd be his 
Slighted, contemn'd, and ſcorn'd by Men of Senſe, 
Noted for Ignorance and Impuden ce. 
Thus meanly he is forc'd t implore the Aid 

Of Porter, Valet, Page, and Chambermaid, 
Next let us trace him to the / ſtern Quire, 

And ſee with what Applauſe he fills the Chair: | 
With ſuch 4 Graceful Boldneſs does he teach, 
You'd ſwear all was his own that he did preach{ + 
So gay in borrow'd Feathers does he ſhine ; 
But Sprat and South are known in every Line: 
For Soutb's deep Learning always will appear, 
And Sprat will be diſtinguiſh'd by the Ear. 


My Brother B. crys Sprat in Courtly tone, N 3 


Hath to my Sermons too much Honour done. 

W hilſt rugged South, made of a coarſer Mould, 
Swears he's a Thief, and ſcandalouſly bold; 
Some do indeed admire his wondrous Height, 

As if he could ſupport the Churches Weight; 
That he alone could bear the Ballance down, 
'Gainſt Whiggiſh Primate and the Scotiſh Loon: 
With Care he will the Right Divine maintain, 
And many Female Proſelytes he'll gain. 
With the fair Sex Knaves [til] will moſt preyail, } 
Hypocriſy with them can never fail : 
The crafty Prieſt well knows his ſubtle Art, 
And will continue ſtill to act his Part. 
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Whether in Midnight Healths the Bowls g0 round; ö 
Whether at Dice he is with Fortune crown'd ; 
Whether be forms ſome dark or deep Deſign, _ a 

For killing Wives he never thought a Crimes _ 


Whether bis falſe deluding Tongue does move "of 


To Matrimonial or Inceſtuous Love. 

But here my Muſe, be ſilent as the Night, 

In which he acts thoſe Scenes of lend Delight, 80 
Left thou tranſgreſs the bounds of Satyr's Laws, 
Or Mother-Church HOT her POR. . OS; : 


6 OTE CEE CIOCo I IgE" "LEISTEY 


** 
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Vers Men of Might, and muckle Power, 
Our Repreſenting Ks; 2 


Who High · Church Zealots to reſtore, o 
And Toleration Acts devour, ec 


Would make us all your Slaves. | 


You lately told her Majeſty, 


You would retrieve her Honour; 
Tis plain you meant it to deceive : 
And-yor'l the Nation's Faults retrieve, 

By bringing new ones on her. 


If you would have us think you're true, 
Let Actions make it known; 
The Nation's Happineſs perſue, 


Her old Miſcarriages review, 


But don t forget your own. 


Tell us, ye Sons of Emptineſs. 
Explain this Contradiction: 


How can Contention bring forth Peace; 


Or how a Nation have Succeſs, | 
"Without the Laws Protection * J We. 
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vou that with Lawyers ſo abound, | 
And Men of Elocution; _ 
Your M—b, Wwx-4#t, and Neg; ſend, 
See if they can your Works defend, . Patt 
As well as Conſtitution. | | 


You meet in Clubs, and ſtrong Cabals, 

To controvert Elections | 
- But Party Intereſt there prevails, 1 
Merit and Senſe of Honour fails, 1 #4 
And meets with no Protettion.: 


With Houſe of Peers you're wondivns N id 
Of Reputation tender; 

But they ſee thro the thin diſguiſe, 7 no Jas 
And where you're fooliſh; they re as wiſe, 1 
And they re our true Defenders. 


In Reaſon, Management, and Law, J. 

They turn you round and round; #7 

No Age ſuch Bubbles ever ſaw, 1 k 

The Lines of Juſtice thwart you _ U . 
And all your Plots confound. + 


W ith mighty Votes; and furious Bill, 
You keep a wretched potherů 


But 1 manag'd it ſo ill, age en, 
The Cheat came out againſt your Will, ef 0 of fea 
And fav'd Diſſenting Brother. 
The blundring 8 inne öh 
The Snake of Perſecutionz | 
The Trojan Aſs fo loudly == 6.8 $193: N 
It made the ation allafraid, . t 0 T 


In ſpite of Eloeution 627 af 1898 ep 
mn. -- xl" 3 | He 
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He told you Places were ingrof'a 


In all the wiſer Nations, "I 
By thoſe that worſhip God the moſt ; * | 


But we have found it to our coſt, 


, ?T has here been out of Faſhion. 


For Rogues get into Church and State, 
And wiſe Men circumvent; 

Leudneſs directs the Magiſtrate, 

Knaves rule tbe Caſh, and Fools the Fleet, 
And both the PA.. 


With Royal Faith her Majeſty 


Had back'd the Toleration ; 


And you, with Engliſh Honeſty, 


Wou' d have her Faith and Vows deny; TY 
And ruin all the Nation. bers 


No wonder you're aſham'd to rint 5 
The Votes of your Proceedin | 


The Nation ſoon knew what you meant, 


And that there would be ſomething ws 11 
That would not bear the reading. bo? 


Of William's Grants you now complain, N 
Without regard to Merit; 
But the leud Gifts of former Reigns, 3 
To Whores and Papiſts, you Ari | 
And Baſtards may inherit. Fe 


44 


von recognize wiſe N — . TIE 


As one that did his Duty; 1 

And there are other Rogues of Fame, 

To whom you ought to do the ſame, © IDO Tt 
e 199 are o true W eee t 
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| But here the Miſchief of it lies, 

'  YourCharaQer's a Scandal; 

For any Knaves in Church-diſguiſe, 

And any Fool you like's as wiſe, 
When we're to be trapan'd all. 


Lou are the Men that once cry'd down 
The Treaty of Partition; 
After the mighty things y' have done, 
Pray have you not reduc'd the Crown 
Into a worſe Condition? 


We wow'd be glad you'd make it plain, 

And fain we would believe it, 

When better Terms you'l for us gain, 

And how thoſe better Terms maintain, 
That we might all perceive it. 


The very day you firſt began 
_ Diſlenters to reform, 
Heaven told you *twou'd be all in vain, 
And did its juſt Diſlike explain, 

Ina prodigious Storm. 


But Heaven thoſe Men corrects in vain, 
Who are for Judgment worſe; 


Who ſtill their Vices will retain, „ 


Wbo firſt the Bleſſing dare diſdain, 
And then deſpiſe the Curſe. 


In all the grand Faux-Pa's you make, 
Cou'd you be curs'd alone, | 
Wou'd Heaven ſuch proper Vengeance take, 
We might not ſuffer for your ſake, : 
You were welcome to go on. 
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Then you might all your ſelves ee, 
- And for the time to come 


Make out this Riddle to be true, 
How you can foreign Wars porte, 
By railing Feuds at home. 


W hen you look back on William's TS 
And his Miſtakes diſcloſe, 
Of his bad Conduct you complain; 5 
But if you'd view it o'er again, 
*Twou'd all your own expoſe. - 


Your want of Temper to the laſt, 
Did his Deſigns defeat, 

Always too flow, or elſe too faſt, 

Too backward, or in too much taſt, 
Too cold or elſe too t. 345 


We wiſh you would look back upon | 


The modern things you boaſt, 


. 


The great Exploits your Fleets bare W 2 25 


The Glory gain'd, the „ 7 ates 1 4 


And how much all has coſt. © 


With wonted Courage and Sueceſs | 39% 653 


Sir R£2--k invaded 
His wonted Condu@ we confeſs,” 196 
And all Men own the appineſs, 4 30 
That he's come home again. 


| The Lords have now thrown out your Bin, 


Which moves your — : 


But you betray your want of Skill, 


And manage your Revenge ſo ill, 
You're the jeſt of all the — 


Jour 
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Your Anceſtors with one Conſent, 
Complain'd of Lawleſs Power ; 7; 

Made Laws our Bondage to prevent, 

And you of thoſe good Deeds repeat, 
And all thoſe Laus derour. | 


You are the firſt that are apply'd 

I' exalt th' encroaching Crown, 

As if you did not know that Pride, 

When mounted up, and ask'd to ride, 
Wov'd pull Religion down, £ 


Your Strange Unparalle!'d Addreſs 

No leſs affronts the Queen, 

prompts her the lawful Power abuſe, 

Tells her ſhe holds the Reins too looſe, - 
And knows not how to reiggz. 


Did ever Houſe of K—— but _ 
Like this betray the Nation 
Is this our Freedom to purſue, -- 
Frey what's Prerogative to t 

In repreſenting Station U 20 


Your Buſineſs i is, as all Men know, 320: i ern 
Our Grievance to redreſt, 8 

Supply the Crown, ſupport it too, 5 aislg ei 

But not to prompt, #he 3 ele, 7792 12 
The People to oppreſs. nor br A 
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In former time; when Tyrants reign'd, ns 
Your Treatments were too rough; - Ry | 
But if you'd have e b to 
. You give the Queen to 4641 
She's not ſevere enoug. ml TE? 
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Is this the bleſſed way you * . 
Our Freedoms to defend, 


5 To force the Queen her Vows to break, N 


And all her ſoft Reſolves r 
And abs'lute Pow er extend? 


This Nation has had Kings enougn 


That ruPd with Power Deſpotick, 


Who of Tyrannick Arts made Proof, 
| And us'd the Nation much too rough, 


By means * ways Exotic. 


At theſe you always ſnarl'd, and ſhow'd | 


Your diſcontented Spirit, 
And now you would be underſtood, 
Becauſe you have a Queen too good, 
You know not how to bear it. 


With humble Cant, and lowly Speech, 
How you beſiege her Throne, 
Tell her She is too mild, by Mich, 


That ſhe muſt whip the Nation's 8. —h, 


And make Power be known. 


Have Patience, til by Management 


Tou bring your King from France ; 
*Tis plain, the ſe your Intent 
Is there, or elſe the lt, 77115 


And you're all mad by chance. 405 


When your young Hero mounts he Throne, 


You'll quickly have a Proof; 
He'll quickly make the difference known, 
And take juſt Care to have it 1 LATE 

_ Hell tyrannize enough. 1 U 


What 
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What Pity tis you ſhould be fool'd, 
And balk'd in your Petition? £ 
They who with Scorpions will be roPd, 
And they who will be ruin'd, ſhould” 
Be mock di in their Submiſſion. 


If e'er Tyrannick Powers poſſeſs, 
And re- reduce the Nation, 
They'l bear their Date from this Addreſs, 
And you'l too late your Crimes confeſs, 
But merit no Compaſſion, 


Now you fall foul upon the Preſs, 
And talk of Regulation; 
When you our Libelling ſuppreſs, 
Pray drop your Votes among the reſt, 
For they lampoon the Nation. 


vou are the Monkeys of the State, | 

And Ade our true Defenders; 
Heav'n guard us from the baſty Fate, 
Which wiſe Men look for from the Cheat 
Ol all ſuch vile Pretenders. 


| You are the Nation's true age 
In Banter be it ſpoken + 
If you wou'd ſave us, "Tis. too ſoon 3, 
And tis too late to be undone, — © 
Becauſe our Eyes are open. 


And now you ſtand iff Peer's Records, 
" Vſurpers of the Nation; 
No Men regard your forfeit Words, 
"FT Fad were s Eyes are pea the — 
5 there's our Ex pectation. 
3 


Your | 
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Your G5, — R. ſhall chere 
Their due Deſerts 2 
And in due time Vile R 
And Nott-aglam may both a NW 
Togive ablack Account there. 


Aſſure your ſelves the Nation will * 
The Houſe of Lords defend. 
' You'veloſt your Intereſt and your Skill, 
And never will regain it, till 5 
Your Manners come to mend. 


That you betray the People” s Trufty:+ 0 yoo lt 
The Nation knows is true, 1 © 
Are Arbitrary and Unjuſt;; | 
And if we will be {av'd, we muſt 

Find other Men than Tu. | 


And now you cavil with the Lords, 3112 16 107 
Becauſe they firſt reprov'd vou; | 

Your Manners juſt Remark a ords, R's 

But moſt of all your Decen 2 e, ie i 
Have Rs and S prov d 7e 10 


So home for ſhame; But firſt the n 10 

Addreſs for Diſſolution. ns 0 
No more in that high Houle * ſeen, ITE 

Where ſuch a Scahdal you ha been 1 
Io th' Engliſh Conltiation F +130 "Abo 8 


3 * . Ry 3 A * 5 +: [4 
2 24241 < 199 Wis EN roy VC © 
| i — ; 74 , 

7 ii 144 0 % 20 


0 * 1111 3? Wor . 83 31 Hoi! N ” 
e n EQUTS £2 2118 ay 
yy 1 ES 2 * 198 nes Dſi ks 0 


1 


Mean are thoſe Honours which the Muſe can Sve, 


9 E ; * 
% " 1 


0 Y 5 
"FE 3 IF. * & 4 » ie. Z * " 
* 0 7 : ; ? N * 4 
& % . 1 SES, 1 2 1 4 8 4 
x 


To hi Ghne th | Duke of Mallbtough 
vn bis late Succeſſes i in Flanders, 1706, 


Hile you, 1 my Lord, with n tense Hand, | 
W 1 ſtant Provinces hold wide Com 


Tnat in your Name alone aſpires to lire. 

She ſees with Rapture your Victorious Arms, 

The Dawn of Liberty's tranſporting Charms; 5 
Tries her young Pinions, and would ſoar on 
 ButdazzP'd, downward is compell'd to fly. 

Yet who in ſilence can ſuch Bleſſings ſhare! _ 
Thanks to the Gods a. pleafi: ing Tribute are. 
Thrice happy Britain! Favourite of Heav'n ! 
To whom th'Almighty's righteous Hand has giy” 4 
A Queen, from Ages rolling down deſign'd 
To break out Chains, and bleſs undone Mankind, 

She was that Godlike Boon reſerv'd in Store, 
When e'er he ſhould Naſſau to Heav'n reſtore, 
And now impatient to diſcharge her Truſt, 

She bids the Sword ſhake off its {laviſh Ruſt ; 

Each Warlike Inſtrument obeys her Will, 

As you, my Lord, command to ſave, or Eil. 

O' er all the Confines of the Chriſtian World, 

As Lisht'ning ſwikt, her dread Commands are 
url'd. 

Three mighty people raig'd from fad pine” | 

The Po, the Danube, and the Rhine confeſs: 

But where She does a nearer Friendſhip ow 

She there in Plenty pours her Bleſſings down. 

_ Replete with Joy, the grateful Dutch ſhall tell, 
How _— Bruſſels, mighty. Menin fell. 


% « 


Thoſe Towns which late, like an impending storm, y 
Did all the Neighb' ring Provinces alarm, C 
Do now their Peace, their Liberty confirm. 3 
Oft have Batavia's Sons our Queens implot'd, 
As oft have known their ſinking State reſtor'd: 
When lab'ring under Ava's heavy Yoke 

Eliza freed them, and their Bondage broke: 
Again preſerv'®by ANN#'s Arms theyriſe, —_ 
And vanquiſh'd France forſakes the glorious Prize. 
In vain had Induſtry inlarg'd that Land, 

Which Nature gave with a penurious Hand ; 

In vain all Arts they *gainſt the Waves explore, 
Should Tyranny inſult their wretched Shore. 
Crown'd with Succeſs, to curb the Seas they ſtrive, 
But can no Limits to Ambition give. _ 
Nor ſhall Batavia feel alone that Influence, 
Which Anna does by ChurchiPs Hand diſpenſe : 
Europe and all her grateful Sons ſhall tell, 


By what Illuſtrious Chief proud Gallia fell; 


How great her Danger, ſudden her Relief, 
Britannia's Glory, and the Tyrant's Grief, 
Naked and bound Andromeda thus lay, 5 
To the Sea's fonleſt Monſter meant a Prey, © 
Nor Tears nor Pray'rs defer the fatal Day. JJ 
See! the Deyourer from afar appears 
And his huge Creſt above the Billows rears; 
Io either Shore the frighten'd Ocean flies, 
And far above their Brim the Surges riſe. 
Look down O Ammon See the wretched Maid! 
Relent, ye Pow'rs, and ſend a Godlike Aid: 
Our Vows are heard, the Gods a Hero give, 
And the releas'd Andromeda ſhall live. 
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Hen Dryden's tuneful . Muſe 
Did God- like David for her Subject chuſe, 
She ſoar'd above her known and common Height, 
To . a ſhe rais d her Voice, to N ſhe took 
flight. 

Such is your Muſe's Subj jecd, ſuch her 8 C 
Witneſs this poliſh'd — melodious Song: 

Where "the ame Majeſty of Verſe, oY 
The ame juſt Stile, the ſame deep Senſe appears. 
No Jeſts nor Puns deform the ſtudy'd Page, 

But all is manly Thought and noble Rage; 
But all along the mighty Genius ſhines, 
Informs and animates the Sacred Lines. yy 
Not Heav'nly Horace more correctly writ, 3 


Tho to refine his Senſe, united met 
The Critick's 3 and the Poet's Wit. 


1 D. 


To 
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Praiſes 


How Faction ſours the Blood, and knaws upon the Mind. 


Strong and Majeſtick does your Stile appear, 
Your Notions weighty, your Reflections clear. 
With niceſt Art you turn each poliſh'd Line, 
Io make your Darling Celſus in full Luſtre ſhine, 

But Oh! In what a moving Strain you mourn 
Ober the belov'd Marcellus ſacred Urn; | 


Mingling the ſweeteſt Joy with the ſevereſt Grief, 
Like the fam'd Spear, at once you wound, at once 


(relieve, 


*Twas Harmony, as Learned Antients thought, 
The Nat'ral World to Form and Order brought, 
And may your Heav'nly ever tuneful Lays 
Make all our Factions, our Diviſions ceaſe, 

Charm and compoſe the Moral World to Peace. 

5 1 ; H. B. 
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Is theCriticks Objection to Lucan, that bis Poem 
3 is too Hiſtorical; but it muſt be ſaid in his De- 
fence, that tho for that Reaſon be may perhaps deligbt 
leſs, yet be 2 inſtructs more, which is the better 
End of Poetry. Wie have in bim a more diſtinè᷑ Idea of 

the Characters of Cæſar, Pompey, Cato, and Brutus, 
than we have of Auguſtus (under the Perſon of Eneas) 
in Virgil. We have Truth and Nakedneſs in one; 
Fiction and Embelliſhment in the other. Tho ſome 
Fault ( 1 beg pardon for the Alluſion) will probably 
be found with this Paper of Verſes, Thave this to ſay 
for my ſelf, that tho I may fall as far ſhort of ſome 
of the Whig Writers in Poetry, as Lucan does of © 
Virgil, yet I have outdone them as much in Sincerity. 
For I have not ford an Imaginary Poetical Deſign, 

but deſcrit'd a real one: Such a one as is now aFually 
carrying on by tbe reſtleſs and turbulent Spirits of ſome 
Men, even in the very Place where I bave laid the 


f then what I bave ſaid be true, and the Senſe of 
the . boneft Part of the Kingdom, the Reader cannot 
think any Liberty I baue taken reflecting or ſcandalous ;, 
for Truth is never ſo, tho it may be ſometimes unſea- 
ſonable. But be muſt own, tbat I have acquitted the 
Duty of a good Subject, in endeavoring to lay open the 
Enemies of our Conſtitution, A Conſtitution whoſe 
Government is projeFed upon a more refin'd Policy, 
and experiencd MViſdom, than any in the VYorld. 
Other Countries labour under the Bondage of Arbi- 
trary Princes, or more Arbitrary Commonwealths.' 
| But here the Prerogative of the King, and the Li- 
bertyf the Suh re @ mutual Barrie i each other ; 
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ra 
and it is not the Fault of our Conſtitution that we 
are not the Envy, as well as the Terror of our Neighbor 


Nations. But Faction is of the Growth of our Soil ; 
and what ſome Philoſophers have affirm'd of the Frame 


of the Univerſe, that it ſubſsſts by the conſtant Farring 
of. the Elements, and that there is a perpetual VVarf are 
in Nature, may properly be ſaid of the preſent State of 


England. For it is compounded of ſo many obſtinate 
Sectaries and inveterate Parties, that they are no more 


to be reconcil d than the differing Principles in (Nature, 


and are like to continue their Diſputes too to the End of | 


the VVorld, ox Ls n 0 
Nothing contributes more to the fomenting theſe Civil 


Embroilments, than a Set of Mercenary Writers, 


who like the Swiſs Soldiers, are always ready to fight on 
the Side that pays beſt. And as none bas labored more, 
ſo none is more ſcandalous, than a certain Doctor, 


who after having ſcribled bimſelf, and that ſample 
VVretch bis Son into Preferment, bas lately appeared 
in bis proper Colours, and unſaid what be formerly urged 


with ſo much Vebemence, and pretended Zeal for his 
Country's Good, Trimming was then an Abomina- 


tion to bim, and one would hardly have thought that 


Tom Double bad been bis own Character; but now we 
plainly ſee what his Aim was : This Cerberus reſolv'd 
to continue barking, till his Mouth was ſtop d with 
ſome Delicious Morſel, which has at laſt happily com- 
pos d his Fury into Peace and Moderation. We are 


like to be well inſtructed indeed, when ſuch Men as 
theſe pretend to give us Schemes of Morality and Go o- 
verument, when they undertake to dire our Principles, 


and guide our Conſciences. Sure he bas a very con- 
temptibie Opinion of Mankind, or a very great one of 


1728 Ea | bimſelf, to imagine, becauſe he was read with Pleaſure 


when be fell in with the Peoples juſt Reſentments of 


the Proceedings of a devout Miniſtry, that be can 


therefore impoſe his own ſhuffling, inconſiſtent, unin- 


* tellig ible : 
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Juſt ice then, will he ſo ſtill in ſpight of all the poor 
Arguments be can bring to the contrary; and if be bad 
bad the leaſt degree of Modeſty, be would either bave 
purſued bis former Notions, or have been ſilent, 


But ſuch a Cauſe could expect no better an Ad- 


wocate 5 and thoſe who imploy'd him to propoſe and 
recommend their Trimming Meaſures (which always 
proceed from Cowardice or Self- Intereſt ) have the Mor- 


tification to ſee bim receiv'd with that Contempt he de- 


ſerves from all Parties. © Be; bi 
I wiſh the Promoters of this new Doctrine of Mode- 


ration have not already put it out of their Power to 


_ cruſh the Faction, which they have hitherto ſo impru- 
dently cheriſhed, and which at laſt (if 1 have not 


Diſplay'd it in very falſe Colours) will certainly tear 


and deſtroy the Government. 


Vol. V.  State-Aﬀais, 383 


telligible Politicks upon them, What was Reaſon and 
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Faction Diſplayd. Ar a: Aimee 
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AY, Goddeſs Muſe, for thy All- ſearching Eyes 
Can Traytors trace thro ev'ry dark Diſguiſe, 
Can penetrate Intriguing Stateſmens Hearts, 
Their deepeſt Plots, and all their wily Arts. 

Say, how a Fierce Cabal combin'd of late, 


Imploy their anxious Thoughts t' imbroil the State; 


What angry Pow'r inſpires *em to complain 
In Anna's Gentle and Propitious Reign. 
Faction, a reſtleſs and repining Fiend, 


Curdles their Blood, and gnaws upon their Mind: 


Off- ſpring of Chaos, Enemy to Form, 

By whoſe deſtructive Arts the World is torn. 

She taught the Giants to attempt the Sky, 

And Fove's avenging Thunder to defy. 

She rais'd the Hand, that ſtruck the fatal Blow, 
Which martyr'd 99 here below: - 
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She ſtill purſues him with relentleſs Hate, 

Arraigns his Mem'ry, and inſults his Fate. 

"Tis She, that would, for ev'ry ſlight Offence, 

Depoſe a true Hereditary Prince; 

That would Uſurpers for their Treaſon crown, Y 

Till Time and Vengeance drag them among Y 

(down, 

And eib d Monarchs reaſſert their rightful Throne. 
No Conſtitution. in the World can boaſt 

A Scheme of Laws more rational, more juſt, 

Than England's are; where Sovereign, Kingly 

(Sway 


Is mixt and qualify'd with ſuch Allay, 
That Free-born Subjects willingly obey : 
Nor yet ſo baſely mixt, as that our Kings 
Are only Tools of State, and Pow'rleſs 1 
For tho, indeed, they can have no Pretence 
With Fundamental Contracts to diſ penſe, 
(For that were Conqueſt) yet, thoſe Rights main- 
Prerogative is high, and unreſtrain'd (tain d, | 
In equal Diſtance from Extremes we move, 

No Tyranny, nor Commonwealth approve. 

Nor Tyranny, that Savage Brutal Pow'r, | 
Which not protects Mankind, but does devour : 
Nor Commonwealth, a Monſter, Hydra State, 5 


Whoſe many Heads threaten each others Fate, 
And load their Body with unweildy Weight: 
But a ſucceſſive Monarchy we own, 

With all the lawful Sanctions of a Crown. 
Such was our old eſtabliſh'd Engliſh Frame, 
Which might have flouriſh'd Ages yet the ſame, 
But for this envious Fiend ; who ſtil] prepares 


* To ſow the Seed of long inteſtine Wars. 


Near the Imperial Palace's Remains, 
Where nothing now bur Deſolation reigns, 
(Fatal Preſage of Monarchy's Decline, 
And Extirpation of * N Line of 
There 


There ſtands an Antique Venerable Pile, 

| Whoſe Lords were once the Glories of our Iſle: 
But now it mourns that Race of Hero's dead, 
And droops, and hangs its melancholy Head. 
This Pile (howe'er for better Ends deſign'd, + 

An Emblem of the Noble Founder's Mind) 

Is Faction's Refuge; where ſhe keeps her Court, 
Where all her darling Votaries reſort. 
Here, when their glorious N— fell, they met 
On new Reſolves and Meaſures to debate. 


Say then, my Muſe, their ſecret Thoughts diſplay, 


Expoſe their dark Deſigns to open Day. 

* This Grand Cabal was held at dead of Night, 
(For Ghoſts and Furies always ſhun the Light) 
Deſpair, and Rage, and Sorrow kept *em dumb, 
Till Moro roſe (the Maſter of the Dome) 


A Stamm'ring, Hot, Conceited, Laughing L—, , 


Who prov'd his want of Senſe inev'ry Word; 


© 1 take it as an Honour that you've choſe _ 
For this Debate, your humble Servant's Houle, 
© The Houſe henceforward ſhall recorded ſtand 
© As the Palladium of the ſinking Land; 
And Il to future Ages be renown'd, 
* The Party's Bulwark, and the Nation's Mound. 
* Now N—, the immortal V 's gone, 
We juſtly his untimely Herſe bemoan. 
O that 1 could reſtore his Life again! 
For who can bear a Woman's ſervile Chain? 
Full of ſuch ſtuff, he would have giv'n it vent, 
But that black Arjo's Fierceneſs did prevent; 
A Scotch, Seditious, Unbelieving Prieſt, 
The brawny Chaplain of the Calves-Head-Feast 3 
Who firſt his Patron, then his Prince betray'd, 
And does that Church, he's ſworn to guard, invade; 
Warm with Rebellious Rage, he thus begun : 
To talk of calling Life agen is vain, 
d Peace 


When hiſſing thus, his fetterꝰd Tongue broke er 
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peace to the glorious Dead. We juſtly mourn 
His Aſhes, ever facred be his Urn: 

© Bur here, "my L—, we're all together met, 

© To vow to s Sceptre endleſs Hate. 

© For ſince my hope of Minton is expir'd, 9 

With juſt Revenge and Indignation fir' d, 


«© My thundring Voice ſhall ſhake her in the Thron 


n write, and talk, and preach her Title 5 8 | 


Do you the Sword, and l' engage the Gown. 
A Pauſe enſu'd, till Patriarcho's Grace 
Was pleas'd to rear his huge unweildy Maſs 3 
A Mais unanimated with a Soul, 
Or elſe he'd ne'er be made ſo vile a Tool; 
He'd ne er his Apoſtolick Charge profane, 
And Atheiſts, and * Fanaticks Cauſe maintain. 
At length, as from the Hollow of an Oak, 
The Bulky Primate yawn'd, and Silence broke, 


I much approve my Brother” s zealous Heat, * 
© Such is the noble Ardour of the Great, 


© On which Succeſs and Praiſe will ever wait. 
But l'm untaught in Politician Schools, 


© By which they make the Wiſeſt of us Fools. 
© The Task be therefore yours, to forge ſome Plot, ; 


c UnpraQis'd in their Arts, and ſtudied Rules, 5 | 


And l'll be ready with mytruſty Vote, 
Nor e'er give your Commands a ſecond Thought. 
Tho l were mute, you muſt confeſs I've ſtood, 
* Fixtas a Rock, amidſt the beating Flood: 
© Witneſs St. A—pb's, and St, D-— d's Cauſe, 
Where obſtinately 1 tranſgreſs'd the Laws; 
© And did in either Caſe Injuſtice ſhow, 
lere ſav'd a Friend, there triumph'd o'er a Fac. 
Then old Myſterio ſhook his Silver Hairs, 
Rented with Learning, Free and Years, 
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Whom Factious Zeal to fierce'Unchriſtian Strife, 
Had hurry'd in the leſt Extream of Life. 
Strange Dotage ! Thus to ſacrifice his Eaſe, 
When Nature whiſpers Men to crown their cape 
With ſweet Retirement and Religious Peace 
, Fore-knowledg ſtruggl'd in his heavy Breaſt, 
Er he in theſe dark Terms his Fears expreſt. 
Ihe Stars rowl adverſe, and malignant ſhine, 
| some dire Portend ! ſome Comet I divine! 
© I plainly in the Revelations find, _ 
? That A—— to the Beaſt will be inclin'd. 
© Howe're, tho She, and all her Senate frown, 3 
© VI] wage eternal War with P- ton, 
And venture Life and Fame to pull him down. 
As he went on, his Tongue a trembling ſeiz'd, 
And all his Pow'r of Utterance ſuppreſsd. 
So when the Sibyl felt th' Inſpiring God, 
She raving loſt her Voice; and ſpeechleſs ſtood. 
Unhappy Church, by {way'd! 
How is thy Prim'tive Purity decay'd ? . 
How are thy Prelateschang'd from what they were, 
5 When Laud or Sancroft ſill'd the ſacred Chair? 
| . Laud, tho by ſome traduc'd, with Zeal We 8 


Whilſt Patriarcbo is deſpis'd and ſcorn'd, 
Shall be by me for ever prais'd, for ever mourn'd. 
Sancroft's unblemiſh'd Life, divinely pure, . 
In its own heav'nly Innocence ſecure, 0 
The teeth of Time, the blaſtsof Envy ſhall endure. 
When for th'eſtabliſh'd Faith they ſhould contend, + 
Meekneſs and Chriſtian Charity pretend; | 
But with a blind and unbecoming Rage, 
For Schiſm and Toleration they engage; | 
With ſtrange Delight and Eagerneſs eſpouſe 
_ Occaſional Conformiſts ſhameful Cauſe ; 
Oppreſs thy Friends, and vindicate thy Foes. 
Thy Guardian Laws to weaken they combine, - 
And tamely thy Eſſential Rights reſign. - | © 


+ Thy antient Truths with modern Gloſſes blend, 
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Deſtroying the Religion they would mend. 
So have they broke thy Pale and Fences down, 
Such Arts have Chriſtianity o'rethrown : | 
For Scepticiſm, that now triumphant reigns, 

Condemns her Captive to inglorious Chains, | 

Where She Forlorn, Contemn'd, Deſpairing lies, 

Nor hopes a Refuge but her Native Skies. 

But Muſe proceed, nor dwell on Thoughts too long, 
That would inflame thy Satyrizing Song. 

 _ Clodio, with kindling Emulation, heard 
What this Triumvirate of Prieſts declar'd. 

Clodio, the Chief of all the Rebel-Race, 
Uncheck d by Fear, unhumbPd by Diſgrace 3 
Whoſe Working, Turbulent, Fanatick Mind 
No Tenderneſs can move, no Ties can bind, 

. To gain a Rake he' drink, and whore, and rant, 
_T* engage a Puritan will pray and cant. 

So Satan can in differing Forms appear, 

Or radiant Light, or gloomy Darkneſs wear. 

Thrice he blaſphem'd, and thrice he frantick ſwore 

By ev'ry terrible Infernal Pow'r; 2 

Then wav'd his Staff, and ſaid: ' © + "I 

Tho N- 's Death has all our Meaſures broke, 

© Yet never will we bend to 4-——&% Yoke. | 

© The glorious Revolution was in vain, - 
© If Monarchy once more its Rights regain. 

© Letall be Chaos, and Confuſion all, FE 
re that damn'd Form of Government prevail. 

O had he liv'd to perfect his Deſign, 5 

Wie ne'er had been ſubjected to her Reign, © 
* © But rooted out the St ts hated Line! FT 

© Howeer, ſince Fate has otherwiſe decreed, 

* We way on his unfiniſn'd Scheme proceed. 

* We may gainſt Pow'r repos'd in one inveigh, 

* And call all Monarchy Tyrannick Sway, 


0 We 
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We may the Praiſes of the Dutch advance, | 
Rail at the Arbitrary Rule of Frances 
© Extol the Commonwealth in Adria s Flood, 
Which for ten rowling Centuries has ſtood ; 
© Argue how th' Roman and Athenian State 
© Were only, when Republicks, truly Great. 
c Tis eaſy the Unreas'ning Mob to guide, 
For they are always on the Factious Side. 
This labor'd here, *twill be our next Reſort, 
© To manage and cajole S——'s Court. 
© To—ndalone for ſuch a Work is fit, 
In all the Arts of Villany compleat. 


© The Scotch, a Rough, Revolting, Stubborn kind. 


Have long at England's growing Power repin'd. 

Nor need we with unneceſſary Care, 

© Endeavour to foment Rebellion there. 

Tho he their antient Liberties reſtor'd, 
© And murm'ring now they ask a foreign Lord. 

But (Health ſuppos' d) to * Ireland [NI repair, 


© For ſcarce our V s Empire they Wh 2 


And right or wrong uſurp the Common's Chair; 


© 'ThatPoint once gain'd,we'llſoon ſecure ourCauſe, 
© Soon undermine our hot-brain'd tow'ring Foes. 


© Who ſhall with Heat and Arrogance contend 

© To thwart the Courtinev'ry juſt Command. 

So Catiline the Fate of Rome deſign'd, 

And when h' had form'd the Scheme within his Mind, 

In ſuch a warm Harangue his Friends addreſt, 
And open'd all the Secrets of his Breaſt. 

This hit _— Thoughts, and made him cool, 0 


At leaſt ll ſubſtitute ſome wealthy Friend, 5 


Tho juſt before he ſcarcely could controul 
The ſtormy Paſſion ſwelling in his Soul; 


* This Prject was once talk'd of 


_ 
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His reſtleſs Soul, that rends his ſickly Frame, 
Worn with a poys' nous aud corroding Flame ; 
An unjuſt J—e, and blemiſh of the M—, 
Witness the Bankers long depending Caſe; 
A ſhallow Stateſman, tho of mighty Fame, 


For who can &er that cruſt Par on name, 
But to his foul Diſgrace, and to his Shame? 
' Beſides, in ſpight of all his loud Defence, 
He ſhew'd a want of Honeſty or Senſe, 
In paſſing ev'ry plund' ring Courtier's Grants. 
He is (for Satyr dares the Truth declare) 
Deiſt, Republican; Adulterer. 8 
Thus his lov'd Clodio for his Speech he prais'd, 
And Joy and Wonder in the Hearers rais'd. 
* There ſpoke the Guardian Genius of our Cauſe, 
© © Whoſe ev'ry Word deſerves divine Applauſe. 
Not ev'n * Cetbego's ſelf could form a Plot, 
More nicely ſpun, more exquiſitely wrought ; 
© Tho he, to his immortal envied Fame, 
The Glory of the Revolution claim. 
< 'Twas his profound unfathomable Wit, 
© Did James, and all his Jeſuit- Train defeat. 
© He knew Reveal'd Religion was a Jeſt, 
© Impos'd upon the World by ſomedeſigning Prieſt; 
© Nor therefore fear'd, but to their Idols bow'd, 
© Prevaricating with his King, his God. FA 
A Proteus, ever acting in Diſguiſe ; 
© Afiniſh'd Stateſman, intricately wiſe ; 
© Aſecond Machiavel; who ſoar'd above 
The little Tyes of Gratitude and Love; 
© Whoſe harden'd Conſcience never felt Remorſe, 
Reflection is the puny Sinner's Curſe, 3 
But why ſhould I Cethego's Praiſe pur ſue, 
© When all his Vertues, Clodio, ſhine in you? 
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5 vou can another Revolution frame, . 
* Theſame your principle, your Skill the ſame. 
Whilſt then the wav'ring-Iri/b/ are your Care, 
Believe we'll uſe our utmoſt Efforts here, 5 
Nor Time, nor Pains, nor Health, nor Mony ſpare. 
Cethego in your Abſence (hall preſide 

O' re our Debates, and ev'ry Conſult guide: 
Like the ſupreme directing Hand of Jove, 

Shall act unſeen, and all around him move. 

I, as the Moderator of the Laws, 

Will find a way to ſanctify our Cauſe, 

Will prove, in Paſſive Facobites deſpight, 
Rebellion is a free-born Peoples Right. 

< Then as we take our Circuits thro the Land, 
We'll mould the ſtern Freeholders to our Hand; 

< Awetheir Elections, and their Votes command. 
When with our faithful City-Friends we dine, 
We'll mingle Treaſon with the flowing Wine. 
We'll plant in every Coffee-houſe a Spy, _ 
That boldly ſhall the Miniſtry decyy ; 

Shall praiſe the paſt, the preſent Reign condemn, 
And all their Meaſures, all their Councils blame: 
Shall ſpread a thouſand idle, groundleſs Tales, 
Of foreign Gold, the Pope, and P ce of W — - 
© Shall never fail Objections {till to raiſe, © 
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© (Whatever is tranſacted with Succeſs) 

© And turn their greateſt Honour to Diſgrace. 
This Chymick Art, perverting Nature's Law, 
From ſweeteſt Things will rankeſt Poyſon draw. 

Warciſſo next, magnificently Gay, 

Smild his Aſſent, but not a Word would ay. 

He fear'd to ſtrain his Voice by talking loud, 

Nor was his Quail-pipe made for ſuch a Croud. 
A batter'd Beau, yet youthful in Decay, 

Who dreſſes, whores, and games his time away. 
Fond of Sedition, but indulging Vice. . + -- 
28 8 all r wn, oo * ſpent, ſupplies. 
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And yet this Debanchee pretends to claim 

An injur'd Patriot's Meritorious Name. | 
Thea ſqueal'd Orlando, but his furious Heat 

Shew'd him for cool mature Debates unfit, 

Nor will we here the bluſtring Speech repeat. 

A Bully L—, whoſe wild mad Looks proclaim 

His Boſom warm'd with more than Hero's Flame. 

Fighting and Railing are his chief Delight, 

. Promiſcuouſly oppoſing Wrong and Right. 

Whate'er he does isalways in Extreams, 

Sometimes the big, ſometimes the Tory damns. 

His various Temper and impetuous Mind, 

To ev'ry Party is by Starts inclin'd. 

He never was, nor cer will be content 


With any Prince, with any, Government. 


Laſt roſe Batbillo, deck'd with borrow'd Bays, 
Renown'd for others Projects, others Lays. 
A gay, pragmatical, pretending Tool, 
Opiniatively wiſe, and pertly dull. 
A Demy Stateſman, Talkative and Lond, ? 
Hot without Courage, without Merit proud; 
A Leader fit for the unthinking Croud. ) 
With dapper Geſture, but with haughty Look, 
His lend * Aſt6ciates vainly he beſpoke. 
Do you perform the Politicians Part, 
I'll bring tl? Aſſiſtance of the Muſes Art. 
The poet Tribe are all at my devoir, 
And write as I command, as I inſpire, 
'F C—g—ve for me Paſtora's Death did mourn, 
Aud ber white Name with Sable Verſe adorn, 
© R— too is mine, and of the Whiggiſh 2 
T was he that ſang immortal Tamerlane, 
Tho now he dwindles to an * humbler Strain. 
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Nee Taugt him in tuneful Lines to found our Party's 
(Praiſe. 

-% -—ſh Votes with us, who, tho he never writs 

es paſſes for a Critick and a Wit. 


Vans Baudy, Plotleſs Plays were once our boaſt, 


© But now the Poet's in the Builder loſt. 

* On A—— ſon we ſafely may depend, 

© A Penſion never fails to gain a Friend. 

© Thro Alpine Hills he ſhall my Name reſound, 
And make his Patron known in Claſſick Ground. 
© Theſe pay the Tribute to my Merit due, 
Call me their Horace, and Mecænas too. 

© Princes bur ſit unſettid on their Thrones, 

< Unleſs ſupported by Apollo's Sons. 

© Auguſtus had the Mantuan, and Venuſs an Muſe, 
And happier V had his 44 guess. 
© But A „ that ill fated Tory Queen, 
Shall feel the Vengeance of the Poet's ben. 
Triton, who like the vaſt Leviathan a 

Long wallow'd in the Treaſures of the Main, 
Was all Attention, and ſuſpended hung, 

For ev'ry Rebel Heart has not a Tongue. 
Beſides, there ſtood a numꝰrous Train of b 


Below the Notice of Recording Verſe. | 5 


Beaus, Biters, Pathicks, B— rs and Cits, 

IToſters, Kit-Kats, Divines, Buffoons and Wirs 
Compos'd the medly Crew; but I forbear 

To give em any Place, or Mention here. 

For ſince the Muſe would bluſh to paint their Crimes, 

Let Decency- reſtrain the laveQive Rhimes. 


(Throng 
When thus their Chiefs had ſpoke, throall the 


| Repeated Peals of Acclamations rung. 
Not antient Demagogues, with more Applauſe, 
As and ef} pour the Rabble' 8. Cauſe. 
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Now this Aſſembly to adjourn prepar'd, 
When Biblipolo from behind appear'd, 
As well deſcrib'd by th* old Satyrick Bard; 
Mitbh Leering Looks, Bullfac d and Freckled fair, 
With two left Legs, and Judas colour'd Hair, 
With Frowzy Pores, that taint the ambient Air. 
Sweating and puffing for a while he ſtood, 
And then broke forth in this inſulting Mood. 
] am the Touchſtone of all Modern Wit, 
Without my ſtamp in vain your Poets write. | 
© Thoſe only purchaſe everliving Fame, 
© That in my Miſcellany plant their Name: 
© Nor therefore think that I can bring no Aid, 8 


© Becauſel follow a Mechanick Trade, (ſpread. 

© Vit print your Pamphlets, and your Rumours 

© am the Founder of your lov'd Kit- Xat, 

© A Club that gave Direction to the State. 

* *Twas there we firſt inſtructed all our Youth, 

© To talk profane, and laugh at Sacred Truth. 

We taught them how totoſt, and rhime and bite, 
Jo ſleep away the Day, and drink away the Night. 

Some this fantaſtick Speech approv'd, ſome ſneer d, 
The Wight grew Cholerick, and diſappear d. 

Mean time the Fury ſmil'd, who all this while 

Sat hov'ring on the Summet 'of the Pile. 

A ſecret and exulting Joy ſhe finds, | 
Jo ſee her Influence brooding on their Minds; 
And the bare Proſpect of ſuch Noble Ills 

Her Thoughts with rapt rous Speculation fills. 

Then She 

© With what delight dol my Sons behold, 

< So reſolutely brave, ſo fiercely bold? 

\. © Sure nothing can reſiſt their boundleſs Courſe, 

Nothing ſubdue their well united Force. 

| © Yalpone, who will ſolely now command 
* The 1 IG and I of the Land, | 
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Wants Conſtancy and Courage to oppoſe Ki 
A Band of ſuch exaſperated Foes. © "| _ * 
For how ſhall he that moves by Craft and Fear, 44 
Or ever greatly think, or ever greatly dare ? * 
What did hee'er in all his Life perform, 


But ſhrunk at the Approach of every Storm; 1 
But when the tott' ring Church his Aid NN . 


With Moderation Principles inſpir'd, 
Forſook his Friends and decently retir'd. 
Nor has he any real juſt Pretence 


To that vaſt Depth of Politicks and Senſe. VA | 1 
For where's the Depth, when Publick Credit's 0 
© To manage an o'reflowing T- ſ--y? (higb, 44 4 


Or where the Senſe to know the Tricks of Game, 
© Since Sms, Sir Ja--es, H. -l ·ͥ way may claim 6 
A Knowledg as profound as his, as loud a Fame? 

I fear the Man, who dares the Truth aſſert, 7 
Who never plays the Double-dealing Part; 8 
The patriot's Soul diſdains the Trimmer's Art. 5; 

© SuchCelſus is, but I foreſee his Fate 
© To be ſupplanted by Sempronia's Hate. 
© (Sempronia of a leud procuring Race, | 
© The Senate'sGrievance,and the Court's Diſgrace.) 
© *Tis well he cannot long his Ground maintain, 
© For Hell would then imploy her Fiend in vain. 
He never knew to proſtitute the State, 
© Never by being guilty to be Great. 

Nor yet when Publick Storms came rowling on, 
© Did he or Danger or his Duty ſnun. 
© Rome's ſubtle Prieſts with Sophiſtry eſſay'd, 
With Wealth and Honor in the Ballance laid, - 
To ſhock his Faith; but nothing could controulꝰ 
* The firm Reſolves of his uabyalſs'd Soul, 5 
True to his Conſcience, as the Needle to the Pole. 
© Ally'd in Blood and Friendſhip to the Throne, 
He nobly makes his Coyntry's Cauſe his own; 


© Whilſt 
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W Whilſt others keep their Int'reſt ſtill in view, 
And meaner Spirits meaner Ends purſue, 
© $o the fixt Stars harmonioully comply 
< With the firſt Publick Motion of the Sky; 
© Whilſt wandring Planets oppoſitely move, 
© Within the narrow Orbs ot private Love, 
She ſtopp d for now. her Anger gan to riſe, 
Fluſh'd in her Cheeks, and ſparkl'd in her Eyes. 
And well it might a Fury's Paſſion raiſe, _ 
That ſhe was forc'd the Worth, ſhe hates, to praiſe. 
The Dawndiſpers'd theCroud,ſhe took her flight 
To the low Regions of Eternal. Night. | 
O England, how revolving is thy State! 
How few thy Bleſlings ! how ſevere thy Fate! 
O deſtin'd Nation, to be thus betray'd 
By thoſe, whoſe Duty tis to ſerve and aid! 
A griping vile degenerate Viper Brood, 
That tears thy Vitals and exhauſts thy Blood, 
A varying Kind, that no fixt Rule purſue, 
But often form their Principles anew;  _ 
Unknowing where to lodg Supreme Command, 
Or in the King, or Peers, or People's Hand. 
One while the People's Sov" reignty they own, 
To vex and load a Peaceful Monarch's Crown; 
Who to his Subjects when at length reſtor'd, 
Without diſtinction was their common Lord. 
What Party elſe to David's happy Throne, 
Wou'd have prefer'd a giddy Abſalon ? 
But when a King is moulded to their Mind, 
Then they to him would have all Sway confin'd ; 
Nor in their own deſpotick boundleſs Reign, 
Of injur'd Rights, and Property complain: 
Nay with a Standing Force thy Sons would awe, 
The Subjects Slavery, the Tyrants Law, Ne 
But if nor King, nor Commons will comply | 
With their deteſted Acts of Villany, 


They. 
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Vol. IV. State-Aﬀairs,  9gp 
They ſtrive the Peers declining Pow'r to raiſe, 

And get Impeachments voted into Praiſe. l 
Bleſt patriots theſe, who Liberty imploy, 
T* elude thy Laws and Liberty deſtroy ! 
Where is the Noble Roman Spirit fled, _ 
Which once inſpir'd thy antient Patriots dead ? 
Who were above all private Ends, and joy'd, 
When bravely for the publick Weal they dy'd: 
Who ſpread, like Branching Oaks, their Arms 4 
| (round, 
To ſhelter and protect their Parent Ground; 
Tho Storms of Thunder rattl'd o'er their Head, 
Vet all was ſafe beneath their Guardian Shade. 

Or ſure Hiſtorians on our Faith impoſe, þ* > 
And never ſucha Race of Men aroſe; * © 
Or Nodding Nature to a Period draws ; g 
Or Providence, incens'd by guilty Times, 
With-holds its Grace, and dooms us to our Crimes. 

Pardon (for Harmony will bring Relief, 

Will ſooth thy anxious Cares, and charm thy Grief) 
If. my condoling mournful Muſe preſume 
To viſit thy Marcellus Sacred Tomb. 
For his Hereditary Gifts alone (don y 
Could have retriev'd thy Fame, and carry 
The Glorious Scene of Triumphs Anna has begun. 5 
O may thy Angel guard her Royal Mind, 
That Fav'rites nor ſeduce, nor Trimmers blind. 
For tis on Her thy Church and State depend, 
With Her will flouriſh, and with her will end. 
But my ſhock'd Thoughts the ſad Idea ſhun, 
(The ſad Idea gives eternal Moan) es 
When ſhe ſhall late, but ah ! too ſoon comply 
With Nature, to adorn her kindred Sky. 
For who can then pretend to wear her Crown? 
Who repreſent the Mother, but the Son ?. | 
O] had the Pow'r, that governs human Fate, 
His Years extended to a * Date. ho s : 
„ | F 
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To what tranſcendance had his Genius ſprung, 


— — " 
3 
- 4 mais WH. * FR EX _ 
_u - —— ——— eee - _— — ＋1— —— 8 
« - N * — 
2 7 7 * 
* 
- 1 4 


, . 
; 


POEMS m 


Which was ſo ripe, ſo perfect, yet ſo young 


But when freſh blooming Youth ſeem'd to proclaim 


The laſting Structure of his Beauteous Frame, 
When Health and Vigour with a kind Preſage, 


Promis'd the hoary Happineſs of Age 
Then with a momentary ſwift Decay, 


Thy Pride, thy darling Hope was ſnatch'd away. 
So by the Courſe of the revolving Sphears, 
Whene'er a new diſcover'd Star appears; 


Aſtronomers with Pleaſure and Amaze 


Upon the Infant Luminary gaze. (thence 
They find their Heav'n inlarg'd, and wait from 
Some bleſt, ſome more than common Influence, 


But ſudgenly alas ! the fleeting Light (Night. 


Retiring leaves their Hopes involv'd in endleſs 


1 — 


Moderation Diſplay, 4 Poem, 1705. 
By the Author of Faction Diſplay d. 


A Gain my Muſe—— Nor fear the * Flight, 
Purſue the Fury thro the Realms o 


Whence the New Scheme of Moderation roſe. 
Now Fadion re-aſſum'd her Native Throne, 

Which proſtrate Fiends with awful Homage own ; 

A Crown of cating Flame her Temples bound, 

Darting a blew malignant Radiance round. 

An Iron Scepter in her Hand ſhe bore | 

Emblem of Vengeance and deſtructive Pow'r. 


A bloody Canopy. hung o'er her Head, 1 
Where the four falling Empires are r 7 
00 


Monarchs depos'd beneath her Foot-{tool lie, 
And all around it Hell and Anarchy. _ 


| Night; 
| Explore the Depth of Hell, the Secret Cauſe, 


Whilſt | 
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Whilſt thus ſhe tow'ring ſat, the Subject Train 
With Shouts proclaim'd the Triumphs of her Reign. 
Then they the Chaos ſung, and Nature's Jars, 
How the firſt Atoms urg'd their Medly Wars. 
How Civil Diſcord, and Inteſtine Rage, 
Have boil'd in ev'ry Nation, ev'ry Age. 

They ſung divided Albion's hapleſs State, (Fate. 
Her Claſhing Senate's Feuds, her lab'ring Church's 
And, as her coming Ruin they expreſt, 

A ſullen Rapture ſwelld inev'ry Breaſt. 

For ſuch the Bent of their diſtorted Will, 

Only to know Delight in Thoughts of Ill. 
Baut on a ſudden, Lo! deſcending flew 

A Meagre Ghoſt, which ſoon the Fury knew; 

Cethego newly Dead, her Darling Pride, 
Whoſe firm unwav'ring Faith ſhe long had try'd : 
Long in her ſecret Councils had retain'd, 


By which her Empire o'er our Iſle ſhe gain'd. 


No ſooner was arriv'd the welcome Gueſt, 
But him in ſoothing Terms ſhe thus addreſt. 
Hail beſt belov'd of all my Sons, receive 
What Praiſe, what Joy theſe gloomy Realms can 
For 'tis to thy ſucceſsful Arts I owe - (pive. 
My Reign above, my Triumph here below. 
This ſaid, th'unbodied Shade obſequious kneePd, 
Struck with Amazement, and with Rapture fill'd. 
O Mighty Queen! Permit me to adore. | 
Thy Awful Shrine, thy all-informing Pow'r, 
Whoſe nearer Influence my Breaſt inſpires 
With glorious Rage, and miſchievous Defires, | 
"Twas in thy Cauſe I ſunk a mouldring Frame, 
Unequal to the hardy Task of Fame. ; 
But ſtill my Mind, releas'd from mortal Pains, 
Her innate Faculty of Ill retains. - | 
More he had ſaid, but the ſurrounding Throng, 
Impatient of Delay, purſu'd their Noiſy Song, 
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Mean time the Fiend revolving 1 in her Thought 
The mighty Change Cethego's Death had wrought, 
Reſolv'd atilength to ſummon to her Aid + 
Each Plotting Devil, each Seditions Shade. 
She gave the Signal, and a dreadful Sound 
Ran bellowing thro all th' Abyſs profound. 
Then thus ſhe eas'd her anxious Soul 
O deareſt Friends! O faithful Miniſters ! 
Fe mutual Partners of my Joys and Cares; | 
New Ways, new Means my reſtleſs Thoughts im- 
How Albion to reduce, her Peace deſtroy. (ploy, 
Long have I labor'd, but Alas ! in vain, 1 
For now ſucceeds the Heavenly Anna's Reign 3 
Who watchful guards a Stubborn Peoples Good, 
By Fears not ſtagger'd, nor by Force ſubdu'd. 
Such are the Gifts of her Capacious Mind, 
Where Juſtice, Mercy, Piety are join d. 
As Motion, Light and Heat combin'd in one, 
Make up the glorious Eſfence of the Sun. 
But ſtill She Mortal is, nor will I ceaſe, 
Till my Revenge be crown'd with wiſh'd Succeſs. 
Firſt then, ſuppoſe we ſhould deveſt the Throne 
Of Friends, whoſe Souls are kindred to her own. 
Celſus diſgrac'd, Hortenſio next appears, 
Whoſe vigilance ſtill baffles all my Cares; 
To whom by Right of Anceſtry belong 
A Loyal Heart, and a Perſwaſive Tongue. 
Now Plots are form'd, and Publick Tempefts rowl, 
He boaſts a ſtrange unſhaken ſtrength of Soul. 
Fearleſs againſt their Foes the Church ſuſtains, 
Alike their Friendſhip and their Hate diſdains ; 
Diſdains their Clamour and Seditious Noiſe, 
Secure in the Applauding Senate's Voice. 
Of Noble Stem, in whoſe Collat'ral Lines 
Virtue with equal Force and Luſtre ſhines. 
When Suada Pleads, Succeſs attends the Cauſe, 
Suada the Glory of the Britiſh Laws. 
N Not 
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Not the fam'd Orators of Old were heard 


With more attentive Awe, more deep Regard, 
When thronging round them, their charm'd Au- 


(dience hung 
On the attacking Muſick of their Tongue. 
Nor Hell to Lælio can her Praiſe refuſe, _— 
Whoſe Worth deſerves his own recording Muſe ; 
Who in Sophia's Court with juſt Applauſe, (Cauſe. 
Maintain'd his Sov'reign's Rights, his Country's 
For 'tis in him, with Anguiſh, chat! find | 
All the Endowments of a Gen'rous Mind, 8 
Whate'er is Great and Brave, whate'er Refig'd. 
For tis in him Fame doubly does commend - 
An active Patriot, and a faithful Friend, 
Then from his near Attendance be remoyv d 
Urbano, tho by all admir'd and lov'd: 
bo his ſweet Temper and obliging Port, 
Become his Office, and adorn the Court. 
He ſeems by Nature form'd Mankind to pleaſe, 
So Free, ſo unconſtrain d in his Addreſs, 
Improv'd by ev'ry Vertue, ev'ry Grace. 
Senato too, who bravely does deride 
Sempronia's little Arts, and Female Pride; 
Whoſe lofty Look, and whoſe Majeſtick Mien- 
Confeſs the tow' ring God like Soul within. 
A Speaker of vnparallePd Renown, 
Long in the Senate, long in Council known. 
Ally'd to Celſus by the Nobleſt Claim, 
By the ſame Principles, by Worth the ſame. 
Old as he is, ſtill firm his Heart remains, 
And dauntleſs his declining Frame ſuſtains. 
So, pois'd on its own Baſe, the Center bears 
The Nodding Fabrick of the Univerſe. 
Be theſe, and ſuch as theſe, diſcharg'd from 
The Better Genii that the Crown ſupport. (Court, 
Then, in their ſtead, let Mod rate Stateſmen reign, 
Practiſe their new pretended Golden Mean. 
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A Notion und eſinꝰd in Virtue's Schools, 

Unrecommended by her ſacred Rules. 
A Modern Coward Principle, deſign'd 

To ſtifle Juſtice and unnerve the Mind, 

A Trick by Knaves contriv'd, impos'd on Fools, 

But ſcorn*d by Patriots and exalted Souls: 

For Mod' rate Stateſmen, like Camelions, wear 

A diff rent Form in ev'ry diff'rent Air. 

They ſtick at nothing to ſecure their Ends, 

Careſs their Enemies, betray their Friends. 

Their Medly Temper, their amphibious Mind 

Is fraught with Principles of every kind; 

Nor ever can from Stain and Error free, 

Aſſert its Native Truth, and Energy. 

As the four Elements ſo blended were 

In their firſt Chaos, ſo united there, 

That ſince they neꝰer could fully be disjoin d, 

Each retains ſomething of each other's kind. 

Nor this is wholly Air, nor that pure Flame, 

But ſtill in both ſome Atoms are the ſame. 
Let Jano, ſecond of this Trimming Band, 

Next to Volpone deck d with Honors ſtand. 

Like him for ſecret Policy renown'd, 

Like him with all the Gifts of Cunning crown'd. 

None better can the Jarring Senate guide, 

Or lure the flying Camp to either fide. 

Of an invert rate old Fanatick Race, 

Of canting Parents, ſprung this Child of Grace. 

In ſhow a Tory, but a Whig in Heart; 

. For Saints may ſafely act the Sinners Part. 

Once he was ours, and will be ours again, 

For Art to ſtifle Nature ſtrives i in vain: 

For ev'ry thing, when from its Center born, 

Still thither tends, ſtill thither will return. 

Let him with theſe Accompliſhments ſupply 

 Hortenſwo's ſteddy Faith, and * 


Bruchus, 
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Bruchus, for he has Wealth to buy a Place, 15 
Shall wear Urbano's Key, his Poſt diſgrace. 


A Worthy Son, in whom collected ſhine 


The Follies of his mad and Ideot Line. 


Lord of the woful Countenance, whoſe Skin 


Seems ſear'd without, and putrify'd within, 

A Dapper Animal, whoſe Pigmy ſize 
Provokes the Ladies Scorn, and mocks their Eyes. 
But Balls and Mulick are his greateſt Care, ' 

So willing is the Wretch to pleaſe the Fair. 

'Tis ſtrange, that Men, what Nature has deny'd, 
Should make their only Aim, their only Pride. 

Let Britono, who from the Parent Moon 
Derives his Welſh Deſcent directly down, 

Succeed Senato in his High Command, 

And bear the Staff of Honour in his Hand. 

A flutt'ring empty Fop, that ev'ry Night, 


Sits laughing loud, and jeſting in the Pit, 


W hilſt a ſurrounding Croud of Whores and Bawds, 

His ſpritely Converie, and his Wit applauds. 

An Atlas proper to ſuſtain the Weight | 

Of an incumber'd, and declining State. 

Let theſe, as uſeful Tools, a while poſſeſs 

The Court-Preferments, and indulge their Eaſe. 

But they ſhall fly, like Miſts, before the Sun, | 

When my Deſign'sto full Perfection grown, (own. 

Exert their Power, and make the ruin'd World my 

When thus the Fury had her Scheme diſplay'd, 

Aſſenting Hell a low Obeiſance paid. | 

- Molech, Protector of the Papal Chair, 

Author of Maſlacres and Chriſtian War, 

Was now convinc'd that Sanguinary Laws 

Could neꝰer the Reformation's Growth oppoſe, 

Could ne'er in Albion's Church advance his Cauſe. 
He therefore urg'd with his old conſtant Hate, 

By Modrate Means conſents to work her Fate, 
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He finds how ſoon by Toleration's Aid, 5 
Her Power is weaken d, and her Rights betray'd. 

Nor doubts: Occaſional Conformity ee {ae ects 

Will by degrees her Eſſence quite deſtroy. 

Then Satan, Prince of the Fanatick Train, 

Who form'd the Conduct of their glorious Reign, 

Approv'd the Scheme, not hoping to reſtore 

His Subjects to their late unbounded Pow?r, 

For well he knew their Avarice and pride 

Had wean'd the Bankrupt Nation from their ſide. 

But theſe Auſpicious Moderation Times, | 

By not detecting, ſanctify their Crimes 

By batlling Juſtice, and eluding Law, 

Make Vice inſult, and Sin triumphant grow; 

Nay, ſuch th* Effects of Moderation are, 

The Guilty to reward, as well as ſpare. 

Hence Foes to Prelacy are clad im Lawn, 

Hence Rebels are the Fav'rites of the Throne. 

W hat could they more deſire, than thus to paſs 

The bleſt Remainder of their happy Days, 5 

Fatted with Plunder, and diſſolv'd in Eaſe? | 

Nor Belial, th* Atheiſt's Patron, could complain, 5 


* 


For Moderation would enlarge his Reign, 

Where all unpuniſh'd talk, and live profane; 
Where Irreligion Providence denies, (Skies. 
Nor dreads the Laws of Earth, nor Thunder of the 
Mammon, the Trader's and the Courtier's God, 

No ſooner heard the Project, but allow'd; 

For hence his Vot'ries uncontroulꝰd might live, 
And endleſs Frauds commit, and endleſs Bribes re- 

But moſt Cethego the Deſign approves, (ceive. 

Who dead and living in Mzeander's moves, 

He knew how he deluded hapleſs James, 

By the ſame wily Arts, and ſubtle Schemes. 
Propoſes then, that he alone be ſent, 

To execute the Fury's New Intent. 


' When 
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Wu ben he had ended, thus he ſoon replies: 
Bleſt be the Shade, that can ſo well adviſe, 
On thee thy Goddeſs ſmiles, on thee relies. 
Fly, nimbly to thy Native Soil repair, 
Urge and inforce the well-form'd Counſel there. 
Occaſion favours, the Cabal is met ; 
At thy own Manſion, thy belov'd Retreat, 
The Muſes Darling Theme, the Graces Seat. 
There Clodio's and Sigillos Anxious Thoughts 
Are brooding oer Imaginary Plots. 
Whilſt Bibliopolo with his aukward jeſts 
Deſerves his Dinner, and diverts the Gueſts. 
Batbilio, in his own unborrow'd Strains, 
Young Sacbariſſa's Angel Form profanes: 


Whilſt her dull Husband, ſenſleſs of her Charms,“ 


Lies lumpiſn in her ſoft encircling Arms. 
For he to Wiſdom makes a grave Pretence, 
But wants, alas ! his Father's Depth of Senſe. 
 Howe'er ſupplying all Defeats of Wit, 
He ſhews a true Fanatick Zeal and Heat. 
She ſpoke——the Spectre in a Moment gains 
- Altropia's Balmy Air, the Flow'ry Plains. 
At his Approach the Dome's Foundation ſhook, 
When ' midſt their Revels ruſhing in he broke. 
Involv'd in Wreaths of Smoak, a while he ſtood, 
Seeming at diſtance an unſhapen Cloud. 61 
But ſoon, the Cloud aſcending to the Skies, 
He manifeſt was ſeen before their Eyes. 


But Bibliopolo moſt his Fears expreſt, 
Fainting he tumbled — Paſs we oer the reſt. 


Horror and Guilt ſhook ev'ry Conſcious Breaſt, 8 


Clodio alone, ſix d and unmov'd appear'd, 
And what the Phantom ſaid, undaunted heard. 


Forbear, my Friends, your hot Perſuits reſtrain, 
Behold your lov'd Cethego once again. 


From Faction's dark unþottom'd Cell i come, 
Fraught with Britannia's Fate, and final _— 7 
web . or, 
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For, meditating Vengeance in her Mind, 
At length a finiſh'd Plan ſhe has deſign . 

Nor doubts by mod' rate Methods to obtain, 
What ſhe by rougher Arts has ſought in vain, 
That Whigs ſhould triumph in a Tory Reign. 

Thus he began, and then proceeds to tell 
What Faction had before reveal'd in Hell. 
Clodio was raptur'd, and in Terms like theſ 
His Joy and Approbation did expreſs. 3 
Since thy divided State permits, be thou, 

As once a Friend, a Guardian Genius now. 

Give us to execute this grand Deſign, | 
Thine be the Conduct, and the Glory thine. 
Attempts that often baffle human Care, 
By aiding Spirits ſoon effected are; 

Their Knowledg in immediate Intuition lies, 
Nor does, like ours, from long Deductions rife. 
Pleas'd with this Anſwer, the retiring Ghoſt - 
| Condens'd the ambient Air, and in a Cloud was loſt. 
Niere ceaſe thy Satyr, Muſe, and form thy Tongue 
Io louder Numbers, and Heroick Song: 
Here celebrate, unbyaſs'd as thou art, 8 


The Triumphs of Sempronia's other Part, 
Nor let her ſtain the Hero's high Deſert. 

Now the Imperial Eagle hung her Head, 
Drooping ſhe mourn'd, her wonted Thunder fled. 
Now was ſhe fitted for a foreign Yoke, 

- Her Scepter nodded, her Dominion ſhook. 

Such was the tott”ring State of antient Rome, 

When conq'ring Hannibal pronounc'd her Doom. 
When yet the fatal Capua was unknown, 
That blaſted all the Laurels C annæ won. 

Where ſhall ſhe Succour ſeek ? or whither fly ? 
Shall ſhe for ever in Confuſion lie? 

Shall the firſt Kingdom of. the Chriſtian World 
Be un- reliev d, in endleſs Ruin hucfd? © 


Not 
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Not ſo! Her Aid Auſpicious Anna brings, 
Anna the Angel of unhappy Kings. 
She ſends Camillo with an Engliſh Force, 
To ſtem the Ravaging Invader's Courſe. 
France and Bavaria now in vain combine, | 
In vain their Fierce unnumbred Legions joyn. 
In vain the Thunderbolts of War oppoſe; 
Eugenio and Camillo are their Foes. 
Like Cæſar, both for Stratagems renown'd, 
Like Alexander, both with Martial Fury crown'd. 
At length the great deciſive Day drew near, 
On which alone depended all the War. 
At length the Fight began, the Cannon roar'd, 
Nor knew the Empire yet her Sov'reign Lord. 
But ſoon Camillo with reſiſtleſs Arms, 


With double Rage, the Hoſtile Troops alarms ; * 
The Troops that thought no Valor match'd their 


_ (own 

Till Engliſh Courage bore them headlong down. 

| Before his conqu ring Sword they vanquiſn'd fly, 
Or in the Field, or in the Danube die. 

The Danube reeking, ran a Purple Flood, 

Swe ll'd and diſtain'd with Deluges of Blood. 

O were I Poet equal to my Theme ! (Stream, 


The future World ſhould wond'ring read this | 


Where many Thouſand Warriors more were 
Or than on Xanthus Banks, or the Pharſalian Plain: 
Tho theſe to all Exploits are far prefer * 
One by the Grecian, one the Roman Bard. 
Hence is the Empire to it ſelf reſtor'd, 
Revolting Nations recognize their Lord. 

Lewis no more ſhall Godlike Titles claim, 

Nor Europe aw'd and trembling dread his Name. 
Hence a new Scene of Happineſs appears, 
A long Succeſſive Train of Golden Years. © 

So ſay'd Demetrius the Athenian'State, # 


Oppren's by Foes, and ſunk with adverſe Fate: | 


No 
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No ſoonsr was the bloody Battel won, 
But all his Fame with Adoration own; 
But on the mighty Victor they beſtow'd 
The ſacred Stile and Honours of a God. 
But tho no Altars we profanely raiſe, 

But tho a leſs, we pay a juſter Praiſe ; | 
All but the blind Idolatry intend, (commend. 
Which ridicules the glorious Worth it would 

When with his Eaſtern Spoils returning Home, 
"Auguſtus enter d his applauding Rome, 
Virgil and Horace waited on his Fame, 

Glad to record the Muſes Patron's Name; 

And well could they in-ever living Strains, 

- Deſcribe his Triumphs, and reward his Pains. 

But modern Heroes, tho as truly brave 

As thoſe of old, not equal Poets have. 

No Virgils now, nor Horaces to raiſe 

Trophies proportion'd to their deathleſs Praiſe. 
An Addiſon perhaps, or Tate may write; 
Volpone pays them for their Yenal Wit. | 
But ſince my Muſe, warm'd with a gen'rous Flame, 
Unbrib'd would eternize Camillo's Name; 
Let him accept ſuch Homage as ſhe brings, 
Nor think that wholly uninſpir'd ſhe ſings. 
But, Goddeſs, ſtill one Labor more rema ns, 

Still Nereo claims thy Tributary Strains; 
Tune thy Harmonious Voice to Nereos Praiſe, 
A Subject pregnant with immortal Lays. 5 
Tis he extends the Heav'nly Anna's Reign 
 Highas the Stars, unbounded as the Main. 
"Tis he, whoſe Valour the Batavian Wars 
Inur'd to Glory from his greener Years. 

"Tis he La Hogue's oppoſing Ord'nance bore, | 
Nor fear'd the Lightning Blaſts, nor Thunders roar. 
*Tis he with Scipio, Darling of our Ile, 

From vanquiſh'd Vg fore d the Indian Spoil. 


Ti 
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Tis he the Straits Defence ſo lately ſtormd. 
A Town by Nature fortity'd and arm'd, 
*'Tis he, unequal far in Force, o'ercame © 
A Fleet ſecureof Conqueſt and of Fame, 
A Fleet by vaſt Expence for War prepar'd; © 
At once the Spaniards Terror and their Guard 


For what can Engliſh Bravery withſtand ? | 
When Nereo or Camillo do command, 


i 


It vindicates the Sea and triumphs o'er the Land. 2 


Tis he Detraction's baleful Breath has born, 
But with a Noble and Heroick Scorn, | 
For let his Foes this Juſt Monition have, 


Envy's the Coward's Homage to the Brave. a 


So Ariſtides long with Malice ſtrove, 


Nor could his Vertue win a Factious People's Love! 


—_— 


— 


The French King's Lamentation for the 
Loſs of the Occaſional Bill, +4. - "A 


Think I ſhall never deſpair, 's 
I Tho-beaten at Hochſtet full ſore, + + 

Since have gotten ſomewhere 4 

130 and 4. F 
Tho Malbro has ruin'd my Cauſe, 
Ill ſoon that matter reſtore, 
For amongſt the Makers of Laws 

I've 130 and 4. 
The Cub that I've cheriſh'd fo long, 
In time will pay off his ſcore, 


:. EI find his Party is ſtrong, 


SEE oo et wt. 5 

I'll fend him home to his Throne, oh 

Which his Father abandon'd before, —— 

I'm ſure he will. be maintain'd 
"fe By the 130 and 2 
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The Alliance had all been diſſolv'd, 
And 1 had got all in my Power, 
Had then the Queſtion been carry'd_ 1350 
By the 130and 4. 
My Son had been tack'd unto Spain 
Much faſter than ever before, 
Had the great Deſign but gone on - 
Of the 130 and 4. 
But they have put ſome of my n 
Into Places of Profit and Power, 
Orelſe the Queſtion had gone LIE 
With the 130 and 4. 


There's H nd, and H t, and H—w, 
And St. F——#n, and M——1, and M—re, | 
| Have now forſaken their Friends, 


The 130 and 4: 
I think my Affairs at Sea 
Look better than ever before, 
Some —_— are of the Mind | | 
18 Of the 13o and 4. 
Some Capt ins have made me a Preſent, 5 
Of ſome of their Ships of War, . 1 0 
And theſe are all of a piece 
With the! * — 2 4. 
pn fit out an Engliſh Fleet, 
To the Number of half a Score, 
And theſe ſhall all be employ'd' | | 
Poor the 130 and 4. | 
Am not I a politick Prince, 
Who have ruin d Mankind with my Power, 
To have i in a Proteſtant Land 
130 and 4 ? 
I have had my Cabals in that Nation 
Theſe 45 Years, and more, 
And I find rm not yet out of Faſhion 
2M With the r 30 and 4. 


With 
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With Wenches I doz'd an old Stallion, 
| He Dunkirkreſign'd fora Whore, 
And I play a new Game of Rebellion 4 
. 1 With the 130 and 4» oy 
I govern'd and gull'd Brother Femmy, „ 
He firmly believd what I ſwore, 1 
Till they baniſh'd him hither to ſee me, Bs 3.0 
| | From the 130 and 4. 
I maintain now their dear Prince of Wales, S 
As I did his old Father before, | „ 
Tho I wiſh he was gone from Verſailles, 
| | Io his 130 and 4. 
Now to keep theſe brave Allies in heart, | 
I'm glad my Friend Tallard's gone ore, 
hope he'll again do his Part | 
| | With the 130 and 4. 
Tho he ſheath'd his Sword with Diſgrace, 
Vet he knows how to draw a Lud O, 
And that Weapon ſhall always have place | 
8 : _ Withthe 130 and 14 
Anjou muſt be left in the lurch, | 
(The moſt Catholick Son of the Whore) _ 
Till he's rais'd by ſuch Sons of the Church, - 
| | | As the 130 and 4. 
When my Troops were ſent all a packing, 
No Plaiſter ſo fitted my Serre. 
As the Brawling and Wrangling and Tacking 
15 N 2 Of the 130 and 4. 
The Kings of the Spaniards and Romans, | 
Muſt be humbled and turn'd out of Doors, 
If I get but another Houſe of Commons 
RN 3 Like the 130 and 4. 
Nor ſhall my ſtrong Hopes ever faulter, 
Tho I'm ſqueez d and drain'd very Poor, 
Till Juſtice is tack'd with a Halter 
„% 53, Senn 
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or the dee Fight between Sir G. R. and = 
Tolouſe, 1704. 223 


W H 0 does not extol our Conqueſt M Marine ? 

Wer e and Conduct, Rook and Tolouſe, 
Twas the ſhar pe Engagement that ever ſeen, 
Courage, Go. 
An Action ſo glorious was never yet known, 


Courage, ©c 


Where no Ship was taken, and no Trophy won, 


Courage, Cc. 
Tis plain that the French by Sir George were out-ſhot, 
Courage, Oc. 
They only thy Advantage, we Victory got, 
Courage, Cc. 
Their Fleet a whole day we did terribly maul, 

Courage, Cc. 

And purſu'd them two more without Pouder or Ball, 

| Courage, Cc. 

The Flag-man that madly the cloſe Fight began, 
Courage, Ge. 

Had loſt all his Squadron and not rd a Man, 
Courage, Cc. 

Had not the Cool Admiral to Prudence inclin'd, 
Courage, Cc. | 

The diſtance maintain'd in ſpight of the Wind, 

„„. 

We conquer d the French, but had they been beat, 
Courage, &c. 
Our Conqueſt tho glorious had been more compleat, 
Courage, Cc. 8 

If our Hero abroad no Laurels has got, 
Courage, Cc. 


Veet he triumphs at home, and is Victor by vote, 


133 Courage, Cc. h 


tt tat. 


2 


7 4 Smg on the or 


8 brave Sir Rooke Tholouſe did beat, 
So brave Tholouſe beat him; 

But whenſoc'er they meet again, | 
George will his Jac Fim. 

They both did fight, they both did beat, 
They both did run away; 

They both did ſtrive to meet again 

The quite contrary way. 


6 


2 


On the Colours in Weſtminſter· all 10 


AS Hodge and Dick, who lately came 

| From Lichfield, and from Nottingbam, 

Walk'd up the long Litigions Hall, 

Where Knaves at one another bawl ; be 0 

Quoth Hodg, Adzookers ! what are theſe 

That hang aloft as thick as Bees? 

Dick who (beſides his Country Tri 

Was hugely vers'd in Politicks, 

And never miſsd a Market-day 

Io. read what Jones and Dyer ſay, | 

Thus gravely anſwer'd: Friend, quoth he.” 

I marl at thy Stupidi 

If thou had'ſt read, as I ave done, 

The News that weekly comes to Town, 

Thou dſt not been ignorant; but now 

Liſten a while and thou ſhalt] know. | 

Theſe on the right are what were took 
From French-men by the Noble Rooks 


6 


1 Thoſe 
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Was plaguily concern'd to ſee + - 
Ty * . Noble . 


A New Ballad to the Tae; Which no ol 


For thus, in moſt of your Addreſſes, 


The Matter wonderfulexpreſs is. 


They tell you plainly how that we 
Obtain'd a double Victor, 
Firſt one at Land, then one at Sea. 

A Jolly Red- Coat ſtanding by. 
Cry'd out, You Whoreſon that's a Lye; 


Come up you Dog, and then look back, 


Here's neither Pendant, Flag nor Jack. 

With that, an honeſt Tar ſteps in, 

Before a Quarrel could begin, 2 2 
And cry'd, Hold faſt Brother, that i is true, 
Theſe Trophies all belong to you. 792 


Would not be beat, but run away, 
And ſo did we another day. 


We fought the French indeed, but they | 5 5 


8 


We ſaw their Flags, but could not catch 'em; 30S - 


But Shove/'s going now to fetch em. 


They all ſhook hands but Dick, and he 4) 17 | 
| 
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Hen firſt, Royal NY was mounted the 
Lord, how. Wer hozza'd. her in Country 
(and Town! 


Which no body Rows 1 d . Gen C4 


„ 6 She 


Danese lov 
Thoſe on the left from Blenbeim came. 
Where Marlborough encreas'd his Fame. 
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Now wg ſear ſhe's more fitfora BibnhanaCrown. C 
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she flatter'd the Commons with a true Engliſh Heart, 
And told them how nicely the Church ſhe'd ſupport, 
But Words are but Wind, and ſo i is a Fart, 
Which, Goc. 
Io the Commons at firſt ſhe was wou#roas civil, 
Denying em nothing were't good, or were t Evil, | 
Now the Mnoy-bill's paſs'd they may go to the Devil 
Which, &c. 
And never have Senate ſo groſiy miſtook 
In denying $0004. to ſupport a Great Duke, 
Tho at his New Title they were N to puke. 
Which, Cc. 25 
It is what muſt move both to Spewing and Laughter, 
Io ſee a great Dutchefs old Jg his Daughter, 
And little Fack Ca==1 ere of the Garter. 
Which, Ge. | 
No Child ever ſtood in more awe of a Rod, 
Than Me doth of s very Looks or a Nod, 
It was well if ſhe ſtood as much in fear of her God. | 
Which, @c. 
She ranſacks her Pockets as well asranges her Parks, 
Like Jack-ina Lanthorn ſhe leads her ith” Das 
And vaws ſhe'll ne'er leave her whilſhywoMh but a 
| Which, 9 „ e OO  (groat. 
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= "Die own- 11 
A. lhurth —_ 2 Po "oY þ He. go. 
; Way with your Ballads,be gon with old Simon, 
A What a Rope can you find fo delightful to 
| (rhime on? 
What ſignifies Hundreds, and Thirties, and Fours, 
When the Bill they have brooded is caſt out of doors ? 
I cannot indeed diſown their Good Nature, 
1 3 N- defign'd well, but thut makes no matter. 


v. 
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ms POEMS m 
Had the Bill been japan'd into one that gives Mony, 


| Then the Queen _ recelv'd ſome Gall with her 


Hony, - (Kience 
The Tax muſt be rais'd with ſqueezing the' Con- 
(Some thought this was neither Injuſtice nor Non- 
But now lam gravel'd in all my Devices, ſenſe) | 
My-Policy's found'red; my Scheme*sall in pieces. 
The Archbiſhop of Paris, my great Cater-Couſin, 
Will ſcarce hogs his Fiddle in Tune without Roſin. 
You know when my Forces make Enemies flee ? em, 
The Choire and the Cardinal roar a Te Deum. 
' Nay tho I am trounc'd and made to diſgorge, 
Or make a Draw- Game owt (as Idid with SirGeorge) 
Vet all theſe Defeats I can prudently gild (Field. 
With the Name of a Triumph on the Sea, or the 
When my Gains are the ſhorteſt, my Songs are the 
% Conseſt, 
The Gazette ** Biſhop wil call ĩt a Conqueſt. 
But here's a Miſcarriage above all Diſguiſe, - + 
To prove this Good News needs a.Buſhel of Lies. 
The Crime of Diſſenting I ſtrive to inhance, 
To damn the Indulgence with the Edict of 3 - 
To bring down the Whigs, and the Men of the 
Fbow- Church, (Church ; 
I retain'd all the papiſts, and the Atheiſts of No- | 
They that were moſt famous for ſwearing and 
(ſtorming, 
Suſtain'd the Diſpute againſt Partial Conforming : 
The Reaſons they for the BilPs Piety bring, 
Are ſuch as prove me the moſt Chriſtian King; 
For this is moſt eaſy, when Men ſet their deſire om t, —- 
To make a Virtue of Rage, and a Saint of a Tyrant: 
Don't ſay that a Church-Perſecution looks odly, 
Pye a hundred Divines that ſay this is godly. 
It's ſtuff for to preach up Accord and Allyance 
With Lon-Cherchand Round-heads, hold em all 
( Defiance, 
Hang 


— 
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Hang out bloody Flags for the Men that do ever. ills | 


Live up to the Doctrine of Pious Sacheveril. _ 
The Church is a falling, and theſe Men muſt prop 


By fixing a Crime on each Inter loper. A her. 
The Commons took care of their Bill, like good | 
Nurſes, ___ Curſes) 


(Tho in that Houſe *twas plagu'd with Reaſons and 
But when it went up for their Lordſhips Concur- 
rence, (horrence, 
They read it, and then kick'd it ont with Ab- 
Its Advancement was only like that of thee Fel. 

: (10WsS, "—Y 
Who riſe up the Ladder, to hang on the Gallows. 
It's true, Pad my Champions i in that upper Houſe, 
Who ventur'd their Credit this Cauſe to eſpouſe, 
And had rather be laugh'd at than ſmother their 
Fur 
(Theſe pics look fine in my Books I'll af of y 0) 
Great W. a bully'd the Lords with a huff, | 
And An ſpoke more Rhetorical ſtuff; | 
My Lord's Grace of E ſhook his Head with the A 
| (Hair on't, 
And ſaid, the Religion of this Bill's apparent, 5 
| (And he was rel right owr, for no Church cer, 
| (. ſtood 
More firmly than ours that's cemented with Blood) 
But the Politick Iſfues are things that he leaves 
To ſuch of the Peers a 2% in no Lawn - Sleeves. 
My good Lord of Le, in very odd Faſhion, 222 
Stood up for to mer pithy Oration, Len 
But (whether the Duns and the Bailiffs had ſcar'd 8 


him) 
He mutter'd ſo low that ſcarce any one heard him, 
Tho had he been audible, few would regard him. 
1n the heat of theſe Argnments learned and able, 
The Nn was e out on its Death-bed, the 
| 4 (Table. 5 
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- ne By puſhing it forwards I've but caught a Tartar. 
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Tor alas, all theſe Topicks of Flattery and Error, 


Were banter'd and martyr'd to my very great 
5 (Horror. 
That this brave Contrivance again ſhould miſcarry-a, 
Comes heavily after the Stroak at Bavaria; 
My Veteran Troopsat Hochſtet were routed, 
My Veteran Agents in England are flouted. 
| There's Sommers and Wharton, with others in vogue, 
And Orford who puts me in mind of La Hopue, 
With Peterborough, Hallifax, Sarum, and Mobun, 
In all to the Number of Seventy one; 
As ſome of the Commons would have tack'd it, 
(ſo they 
Firſt read it, than rack di it, and packt it away. g 
The Bill was Aſthmatick quite thro the Debate, 
And bloated with Venom, lay waiting its Fate. 
Sometimes it wou'd redden, and my Agents wou'd 


(ſmile on't, 
Till the Vollies of Reaſon made i it faint, and then 
. . (ſtated, 


But the worſt of all came when the Queſtion was © 


Then it fetch'd along Gaſp and humbly departed. 
What I took for a Champion's no more than a 


(Martyr, 


| -. > aa 5 
Sir S. G's Petition to, the EY! Top: of” ; 
Ag=ſham. | 


v petition, good people of 4 e 
For now my Heart aches, and my Head's full 


(of Care; 


For | find I have too much Reaſon to fear 05 
That you mil not chuſe me a Member. 
My 


, 9 
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My Qualifications I will rehearſe, Py 
Which pray you amongſt my Eleckors diſperſe, 
And to ſhew you my Parts I will do it in Verſe. 

1 hope you will chuſe me a Member. 


Since a Knighthood got, and an Alderman's Gown, 


With theſel ſetup for to bully the own, 


Known; 
Tho ſome ſay l'm the arranteſt Coxcomb that's 
O therefore pray chuſe me a Member, 


: The Marks of my Church you may ſee in my Face, 
I've the Wit of a Gooſe, and the Brains of an Aſs, 
(Braſs; - 
| And my Phiz—— has been often rubb'd over with 
© therefore. pray chuſe me a Member. 


1 could ſhow youlmny Love to the Young, Prince of 
But J am afraid 7000 be telling of Tales, (Wales, 

By my Actions you ſte I look to'ard Ver ſailles; 

| O therefore pray chuſe me a Member. 


But Sir Thomas's Work-houſe afflicts me full ſore, 
Who obliges the Town by employing the Poor; | - 
But I and my Lord will deſtroy 't to our Pow'r. 

O therefore pray chuſe us both Members, 


If a Fool and a Knave you've a mind to obtain, 
You will find that your labour will not be in vain, 
If we the Electiog do happen to gain, 

By being both choſen your Members. 


——_—_ 
* 


The Lamentatian of Hi igh- Church 1 704; 


Hus God Joes bleſs our Sovereign - Anne, 
Makes her a glorious Queen, 
For by her Arms ſuch Feats are done, 


4 like was never ſeen. | 
EN + She 


| 


— 
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1 She for the «flog did provide, 


Which was full well I trow; 
And now we muſt be on her ſide, 
Whether we will or no. 


Bra But Mdderitiod is. ber Tear; 

Which ſhe does fo explain, 

That we ſhall ſorely be perplext 
How to turn Tale again.” 


For my Lord Doke, and my Lord Sy, we 
Both join in with the Gourt, 

And they are lifred up ſo high - 

They'l make us but their Sport. 


The Duke the Victory did obtgi 
Or elſe h'had got a Tartar ; 
If he had been beaten back again, 
Perhaps he had been ſhorter, | 


And now they take the Sons of the Church, 
And pnt them into Places, 

Which makes them leave us in the lurch, 
Oh ! this the very Caſe is. 1 | 


Our rich and conſtant 4 now, 
Since they a Place have gave. him, 
He votes not as he us'd to do, 
But jaſt as they would have nim. 


Our Bully- back Fack H—w, alas! 
| Since he is made Pay-Maſter, 
What my Lord Sly will have him do, 
Hel do it in Ave haſt Sir. 155 
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Young H—— d too, that talkt ſo ma 

Io bring the Lords to Trial, 

He minds not Us, nor Them, nor Church, 
But minds the Navy-Royal. - 


Our prating Ar—v M—e, whom we 
Always rely'd on ſtill, 

For ſeven hundred Pounds a Year 
Does vote againſt the Bill, 


That Cunning Fox the Speaker too, 
That us'd to trick and trim, 

Wherein his Intereſt is concern'd, 

© The Church may ſink or ſwim. 


Thus you may ſee that Sons of Church = 
The Places are prefer'd to; | NM 

And that the Queen might pleaſe usall, 

 Stasoblig'd the Sacred Herd tas. 


And yet the Whigs vote for the Queen 
More heartily than we do; 
And is noe this as ſad a oxng 


As any Man can ſee to? 


Now the Cauſe I will explain, 5 

Why we do grumble ſtill, 

we cannot perſecute a 
, Altho we have the Will — 


We thought when their Dutch King wasdead, 
We ſhould have leave to ſmite em, 


But now our Hands — Sigh C | 
We cannot Gibeaite en r 


* 85 
7 

* 

1 
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And now they 15 the Houſe of Lords *% 236 

Do's keep em all from Ruin, 

Whilſt to bring home our Natural Prince 
'Fth tother Houſe is brewing. $ 


Thus ſorrowfully muſt we ſing, 


Or mournfully may ſay, 
Our Queen is ſo much Uke ren rie, 


_ and well-aday. 


2 % — 4 
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The Royal Sha or the od ts & 1 ew 
b «oo for the CONTI Game, me 


— 


E RE we to play this Match prepare, | 
Let $ Know, firſt, who together are. 
Holland. 


| Let England deal the Cards about, 
The four Knaves Play, the reſt ſtand out,” xs 
raus. 
France is a Gameſter, and muſt fall, 
Elſe Odds will beat the Devil and all 
FE _ France, * 
| What 1 have won I'll venture fil, 
I will give nothing but the Deal. . 
| England. D nk 
Play fair then, and it is agreed: 5 
The two black Knaves againft the Red; b 
The Kings ſhall hold another Sett. 
And the four Queens ſnall ſet the Bett 
The Knaves of Fraue and Spain are black; | 
Sb e muſt hold the Pack. 


F. 


Germany. 
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Germany. . | 
Give me the Cards, the Deal is mine, 
Diamonds are Trumps, Who betts this time? 
eee 
J II bold ten Thouſand Livers by | 
*Gainſt France and Spain; Pl! tell you why, 
Becauſe the Odds are ten to 8 
They“ certain be both undone. 
33% > SAQOp- © 
I'll take you up, with you Pl] lay, * 
That France and ber will hold you Pye” 
| Denmark. 


ru nothing bett on either ſide; | 
Peortugal. e my,” 
Nor l until I ſee them try'd. N 
„ 
I know on which fide I would bett, 
But will not tell my Mind as yet. 
- Sweden, 
Nor E but ſtill win Neuter ſtand, 
And do them Service underhand. 
Paoland. 
oOne ſingle Game with Swedes I'll try, | 
I'll make the ſmooth-fac'd Youth eee, < 
| Fenice. = 


oe on, and proſper all, ſay I. 
Te Firſt Game, 1702. 


GS held good Cards,and play'd them well, 15 
; * — — Tricks and Honours, and ſome 
Dea « | | 
The ** Deal France held the Cards,and then | 
The Game ſeem'd two to one for France & Spain, 
But in a little time they turn'd again. 
For Fortune now old Zewts's. Side forſakes, 


wen all, but Holland drew the Stakes. EY 
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+ The Second Game, 1703. 


| T HE Second Game Bavaria took their Parts, 
And the firſt Deal turn d up the King of Hearts, 

Got the Court Cards and Trumps into his Power, 

And put the Slip upon the Emperor. 

And well it was for France he ſerv'd him ſo, 

For Lewis elſe had quickly been brought low; 

Germany fretted thus to ſee it go. - 

England ſtill play'd its Part, and won ſome Tricks, 

And fairly brought the Game up Eight, to Six. 

But Germany had no good Cards to play, 

And by ill Fortune gave the Game away, 

Savoy did from France and Spain divide, 

And ventur'd all on the contrary Side; | 

| Loſes ſome Stakes, but England lends him more, 
And Portugal does for that ſame declare. | 


- The Third Game, 1704, 


U vex'd to ſee the Buſineſs done by halves, 
England and Holland took the Cards themſelves, 


Germany laid his laſt Stake down to play - 
75 


France cut the Cards, and Holland led the wa 

But all the Streſs upon the Dealers lay. 

The firſt Deal from the Cards Bavaria loſt, 
And fear'd that now his great Deſigns are croſs'd. 
Holland deals next, France the firſt Trick did get, 
But England by the Honours won the Sett. 
Bavaria ruin'd threw the Cards away, 

And had not left another Croſs to play. 


W The Fourth Game, 1705. 
I Rance to the laſt Stake brought, & Spain the ſame, 


Tu But Germany revok'd and ſpoil'd the Game; 


* 


Which made the other Gameſters for to ſwear, 
He did not play at all upon the Square. 
England chang'd Sides, and took the Dutch again, 
Wbilſt Portugal play ſingle hand with Spain. 
But after many Deals, and mighty croſss | 
Between them both, there little was but loſt. 
Now England deals about for the laſt Stake, 
And had a hand that made Great Aonſieur quake. 
But when the Sett to a Concluſion came, 
Holland loſt Dealing, and quite baulk'd the Game. 


J. Conquering Game, 1706. a; | 


Ngland deals next, and France is fain 
Io lend a loſing Stake to Spain. 
Savoy betts all, France threatens hard 
To take from him his Leading Card: 
But Engla#d all the reſt reſtore, 
And tell him they will lend him more. 
Now on all Sides the Stakes are down, RW 
And Spain plays briskly for the Crown: + 
And Portugal ſome Betts doth lay, s 
Which England does, and Holland pay. 
The firſt Deal Spain three Tricks does loſe, 
Which doth old Lewis much confuſe. = 
France ſhuffles next, more Stakes doth bett, 
And threatens hard to win the SSett, 
E' re Germany his Cards can ſort, BY 
While Yenice laughs and likes the Sport, 
England ſays nothing all the while. 
But plays ſuch Cards makes Halland ſmile. 
France wins a Stake or two at firſt, 
And Swedes would back them if they durſt: 
But Poland holds him to't as yet, 
And hopes to gain his laſt loſt Bett. 
France with his beſt Court-Cards begins, 
While Spain loſe faſter than he wins. DN 
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The Lot grows warm, brisk Play is ſhown, 
And Savoy lays his laſt Stake down, | 
But Germany with Trumps ſupply'd, 
Soon turns the Game on t'other fide. | 
France with the Ace of Hearts doth join, 
But England plays the King and Queen. 
Old Lewis vex'd, yet looking grave, 
With ſpeed throws down another Knave, > 
And queſtions not the Game to ſave. 
While Portugal, with Anger then, 
Plays down another Single Ten: 
At which the Gameſters ſeem'd to ſmile, 
And ſtood amaz'd a little while. 
But when he ſome Excuſe did make, 
They paſs it by as a Miſtake. 

_ Venice at laſt for Holland betts, 

And holds ten thouſand Pounds on thi'sett, | 
France offers now to part the Stakes, 
And Spain the kel lane Proffer makes : 2 
But England will to neither ſtand, 
For all the Honours are in their Handle - 
France plays a Trump then, for to il 1 

In whoſe Hand all the others lim 
Which he ſoon found unto his Coſt; 

When Spain perceiving all was loſt, | 
| Throwsdown the Cards, & gives theSett for gone, 
Bavaria takes it up and plays it ou eu 8 
But England ere one, & ſo __ Game i is won. 
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Juſt ſuch a Piece as that, for ſize, Id have, 
But for each Hero there pourtray a Xnavee: 4 
Each Traytor's Guilt diſcover in his Face, s 
And let juſt Art detect their want of Grace. 
Draw Kobin Hood a plotting in a Chair, 2 


And Little John well pleagd: to fee him there, 
Brothers in Villany as next in Shire, 

Place H: next, and then let Y ch appear; 
Let Tallard's Gold and Sydney's Blood be there 
Then Kit the Trimmer, & when theſe you'vedrew, 7. 


* . 


The Merry Andrew of St. Bartbolomew 9 
Bring in with his Fool's Coat, and cloſe the Shew. 
But hold there are a Couple wanting yet, 7 
Whoſe Effigies thou art in England's Debt, 
Old Ned; and let me ſee a Coronet, 
A Hide- bound Carkaſs, that deſerves no Name, 
But what of old in French from Dunkirk came; 
When his vile Sire that Fortreſs did betray, 
To thoſe his Son would ſell us all away. 
Now Auro Patriam for their Motto chuſe, - 
And ſay, We have a Right to ſpeak that loſe. 


© * 
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very Name of Drale 
8 Made the whole Spaniſh Nation quake. 

And ev'n of late, an Engliſh Rook Ray 

Scar*d all their Coaſt, and one Town took. 

Some ſay, they were more ſcar'd than hurt, 

And will not thank the Black-bird fort: 

Envying that one of his dark Feather | 
Shou'd guard the Roman Eagle thither ; 

And after that made all the Sail 

Of Spgiiiand France quite to turn Tail. 


? 


Tho 
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Tho Whiggiſh Malice will not ſay, 
This Noble Rook's a Bird of Prey; 
Yet Truth muſt make all Men allow, 
That he has been a good Scare-Crow, 
And left Tboulonſe in feartul pain, 
He'l pluck a Crow with him N 
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On * Charles 5 0 to Spain, b 704. 


| Pod with Confederate Force, the Auſtrian 


des, 
To find i in Spain ſtrong Friends, and feebler Foes, © 
But O unthinking have you a care, 
How. with your Troops you wage a diſtant War, 5 
___ Whilſt an apparent Danger dwells ſo near. 
And whilſt you wou'd a ſettled Prince dethre 
And dare diſpute his Title to a Crown, 28 
The World requires by what you hold your own. 

How long has our vile Gazetteer miſtook, 
* Firſt made a Monarch, then redubb'd a Dake . 
Philip was King of Spain two Months 
And now, the Lord be prais'd, Duke C «FF is ſo. 

Two Kings of Spainat once is all a Jeſt ; I 
Philip is King, whilſt Philip is poſſeſt. | 
Mere Title, Charles, will n&er thy Cauſe advance, 
Thou rt K. of Ong as 4.— is G_ France, 
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Britannia's Prayer for the Queen, 1706. 
* By Mr. Tate, Poet Aureat fo ber Ma- 
JB. 


H jultly now might Laſpire 
To Mighty Pindar's Force and Fire ! 
When Gods — God: like Kings he did rehearſe, 
And crown'd them with immortal Verſe, 
Worth all their Statutes, by the skilful'ſt Hand, 
That only could for ſhort-liv'd Ages ſtand. 
But the Poſſeſſion of the Golden Lyre, 
Where all the Charms of Harmony conſpire, 
The Muſe to Pindar did confine : 
Pindar alone ſhe does permit 
In Wit's ſublimeſt Orb to ſit, 
And, like the Sun, without a Rival ſhine. 


Zeal therefore ſhall perform the Muſe's Part, 
And Poetry's Deſiciences ſupply; 
Zeal, that ſhall vie with Art, 

And mount the Song as high. 


Beſides, my Theme, ſo Charming, ſo Divine? ET 
Without a Muſe, ſhall raiſe Poetick Fire; 
| A QUEEN, that can, beyond a Muſe, inſpire, 

A QUEEN more ſacred than the NIN E. 


O beſt of Sov? reigns! ! From your lofty Sphere, 
Vouchſafe your trembling Bard to chear, 
Vouchſafe your Votary to hear ; 

Who in ſincere, tho ſlender Lays, 
Attempts the Triumphs of your Praiſe, 
And to attempt is all 


For 
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For what raſh Mortal will pretend 
In Words to comprehend © 
' Vertnes, where Speech no Aid affords ; 
utc, beyond the narrow Bounds of Words 3 
Or number Royal Gifts that Number's Pow'r tran- 
(c ſcend? 
To You (her Sacred Guardian here) 
Happy Britannia ever will addreſs, 
And, with repeated Vows confeſs, 
That, in her Sov'reign Sphere, 
Your Equal never roſe, nor ſhall hereafter riſe. 
The beſt and greateſt Prize 
That Fate Cer gave, or ever ſhall beſtow ; 
And, yet for ought we Mortals know, 
Another Golden Seaſon may be ſeen, | 
A Second Golden Age, but never ſuch a QUEEN: „ 
* A QUEEN! Whom all United Vertues crown, 
That, ſingly, gave her Anceſtors Renown : 
She does their precious Ore ingroſs, 
Without rhe leaſt Remains of Droſs, 
So Sublimated, ſo Refin'd, 
That now Thoſe Sons of Light, 
So glorious in their Night, 
Languiſh like Stars by the Sun's Beams out-ſhin'd, 


= Amidſt theſe Triumphs of her State, 
iq | Advanc'd to ſuch a dang'rons Height, 
4 And jealous of her future Fate, ; 
Poſterity is now BRITANNI A's Care; 
For them ſhe prays — W hat therefore is her Pray re 
Not for Increaſeof Wealth, more Blenbeim-Spoils z 
1 More Trophies of her Hero's Tolls, 
= Io hear her Naval Thunder roar, 
1 Alarming all th? Atlantick Shoar; _ 
Great ANNAthere new Garlands win 3 
New Conqueſts there begin, | 
Where Hercules A Suc- 


. 
* 
— 


The True Vicegerent of the Deity; 


Then, ſince aſſur' d, whene'er You go, 


2 
o 
# , 


Vel. Siae-dffirs gu 


Succeßfulli for theſe ſhe has add colds 
But ſums her Wiſhes now in One Requeſt, - 


And does for that with utmoſt Ardour.call,. 
The mighty Bleſſing that includes them All. I 


That ſuch a Princeſs, ſo belov'd nm 
By Heaven, by Britain, and by All approv'd,. 

Whom every Nation wiſh their own, - _ . 
To bleſs her People long may long poſleſs her Throne: 


| Long may my Queen ſurvive to be 

By juſtice, Prudence, Conſtancy, 
Tocheriſh Peace, ſupport Allies, k 
And Haughty Tyrants to chaſtiſe, 1 
The Griefs of Europe to redreſs; ee 


The Univerſal Patroneſs. 


Live ANNA! for the Publick Welfare Live : 5 

And live to ſhare the Bleſſings that you give; 

In your Protection ſafe our Law remains, | 
Sweet Liberty, with You,her antient Rights regains, 
With you Religion's crown'd, with you Religion 


(reigns. 


Of everlaſting Welcome there, 


May your Return to Native Skies be flow FW, 
This is the Gen'ral Pray'r. | | 


; While You remain, our World is bleſt; 
When You remove 


; Leave the reſt. 
To be in Sighs Expreſt. 
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The Miſeries of England, from the Growing 
Power of her Domeſtick Enemies, 170 1. 
A LBIO N, diſcloſe thy drouſy Eyes, and ſce 


1 The Bondage that ſurrounds thy Liberty; 


Put on thy mourning Weeds, prepare to groan 

Beneath that Fate thy Foes are hurry'ng on: 
Thou haſt not only thoſe Abroad to fear, 

But worſe at Home that Favour's Badges wear; 
Who fond of Honours lurk beneath the Throne, 
And ſacrifice thy Welfare to their own: 

They envy Monarchy, thy Church they hate, 
And are but flatt'ring Sycophants of State; 
Who widen Diſcords, and Diſſenſions breed, 
Yet are, by Querks, from common Juſtice freed 
Upheld by Brethren partial to their Cauſe, 
J abuſe the Kingdom, and defy the Laws; 


Rais'd for ſome ſecret Services in State, 


From narrow Fortunes to be vaſtly Great. 
Theſe for new Wars may well expreſs their haſt, 
Who throve ſo ſtrangely in the fruitleſs laſt, 
And Mercenary-like delight in Broils, 
To fill their Cofters with the Kingdom's Spoils. 
So thoſe that live on Wrecks calm Weather hate, 
Becauſe they gain moſt when the Storm is great. 
Nations in trouble, like to Ships diſtreſs'd, | 
Often by thoſe that help them are oppreſs'd, 
Stateſmen, like Salvages, the Publick ſave, 
And for ſmall Service great Rewards will have. 
| | J 

Thoſe who with Hands unbrib'd, and Hearts 
Twixt Prince and People in a Medium ſteer, | 
Preſerve taat Ballance which ſupports the State, 
And makes the People Safe, and Monarch Great. 
Such worthy Patriots merit our Eſteem, 
vnd ſhine like Jems about the Diadem, a- 


Enjoying what they equally approve, 08 
Their Prince's Favor, and their Country's Love. 
But thoſe aſpiring Minions, who extend 
Their Maſter's Power, to ſerve their own by-End, 
Beyond thoſe Fences which the Laws have made, 
That neither Part ſhould t'other's Rights invade; 
Confound that Concord in the Soul of Pow'r, 
That makes the Whole harmoniouſly ſecure; 
Filling each Subject's Heart with Diſcontent, 
Weakning the pow'rful Frame of Government, 8 
By ſtraining all its Springs beyond their due extent. 5 
So th' active Man, too prodigal of Strength, 
Exerts his ſtrenuous Sine ws, till at length, 
Aiming to ſhow ſome wonderful Exploit, 
Amazing to the fond Spectator's ſight, 


He breaks in the attempt ſome Nerve within, 


And lamely leaves unfiniſh'd his Deſign ; 

Thus ſtrains himſelf beyond juſt Nature's Laws, 

And gains Contempt inſtead of vain Applauſe. 

So fare ambitious Miniſters of State, 

. Who ſtretch their Power to be unjuſtly Great. 
Some from Obſcurity ſtart up on high, 

And are made Great for none knows what, or why. 

To ill Compliance brib'd with golden Baits, | 

Glean from the Publick Treaſure large Eſtates; 

And for dark Stratagems perform'd by ſtealth, 


Alut their baſe Av'rice with the Nation's Wealth. 


Theſe are reſerv*d to pacify the age 
Of injur'd People in a prying Age; 
And muſt, when ſullen Times require, atone 
For other's Ills as tamely as their own, 
And with their Sanative Deſtruction heal 
The painful Wounds the angry Publick feel. 
Others born Great, more wary, and more wiſez 

Bulky in Wealth, and ſubtle in Advice, 
Run with the Crown for Honor and for Gold, 
But yet for Safety with their Country hold : 

| FE 1777 ©. _—_ 
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Betwixt them both their own By. ends perfue, 
By both much truſted, but to neither true; 


From Poſt to Poſt they unſuſpected ſlide, 
And in one Station never long reſide ; 


But in due Seaſon, to oblige the State, 


Make way for Favorites of a later Date. 


Some forward Tools, who haſty to aſpire, 
Will yield to all their Monarch can deſire 
And for unlawful Deeds obſcurely done, 


Are quickly rais'd and oft deſpis'd as ſoon : 


— Whilſt thoſe more cunning ſhift from Place to Place, 


And ſtill ſteer clear of Danger and Diſgrace ; 
Yet glean and plunder ſafely as they move, 
And raiſe their Minions thro Deſign not Love; 
Who ſtand as Skreens that interrupt the Lighr, 


Io hide their Patrons Ills from human fight ; 


Latouring where e'er they come to bellow forth | 
My Lord's grtat Honour, Honeſty and Worth; 


What mighty things for th' Publick he has done, 


What Univerſal Love his Deeds have won : 


VN hilſt thoſe that try my worthy Patriot find, 


He's Courtier true, all Words, and thoſe but Wind. 
Such Lords as theſe the hood wink'd Nation fleece, 


As if the People were their Sheep or Geeſe, 


And they the Foxes that the Flocks betray, 
Making th' unthinking Innocents their Prey. 
Theſe are the Men the Common- wealth abuſe, 


Plunder its Treaſure, and their Power miſuſe ; 
lo private Ends pervert their Publick Truſt, 


And for baſe Bribes ſubmit to things unjuſt. 

By their vaſt Fortunes we are Debtors made, 
Of Sums too mighty to be nam'd or paid; 

\V hoſe growing Int'reſt does ſo faſt accrue; 

The Nation ſcarce can raiſe it when its due. 

By what ſtrange Meaſures muſt we then prepare, 
New Sinews for a freſh more vig'rous War; 


Since 
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Since Debts we owe are too profuſely large, 
Without the People's Murmurs to diſcharge ? 
Beſides, if we project no wiſer ways | 

I apply and husband what the Publick raiſe, 
How ſhould old Debts be otherwiſe than due, 
Since ev'ry Tax we raiſe begets a New? . 

What Man, who with the Eye of Reaſon ſees, 

Can juſtify Enormities like theſe ? 
Or what blind partial Ideot can plead, 

That ſuch Miſconducts no Inſpection need? 

What Tool, but he who does his Country hate, 

Would labour ſuch Faults to extenuate; 

Or ſtrenuouſly oppoſe what's clear as Light, 

To make ſuchdark Intrigues of State look white ? 

What cloſe clandeſtine Service can atone 

For Ills like theſe to the whole Publick done? 

Or who but Guilty Favorites make Delays 

Of common Juſtice by uncommon Ways; | 

Whoſe very Friends their Crimes with Horror ſee, h 

'Thro the dim GlaſF of Partiality : 

Tho pleas'd and proud their Leaders are ſo great, 


And buſy Actors on the ſtage of State, 


Yet the whole Faction ſome Concern muſt feel, 
To ſee full Sharers play their Parts fo ill; 
Having no more in their Behalf to ſay, 

But only plead th' Advantage of Delay, 
Believing they have manag'd Things awry, 
And done what Juſtice cannot juſtify , 
ObjeQing, that alone the great Affair, 
Relating to the new Impending War, 

Does at this Juncture juſt Precedence claim, 
And ought to be the Senate's only Aimz © + 
W hilſt ſuch ſmall Trifles unredreſt ſhould ly, 
Or be at leaſt defer'd till by and by, 

And all ſuch petty Faults neglected be, 

© "Fw ſome more proper Opportunity. 
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. Wholeſom Advice, and wiſely urg'd by tho ſe; | 


Who ſide for Intereſt with Domeſtick Foes, 
And frightning us with Foreign Ills to come, 
Wound fain encourage thoſe we find at home. 
Shame on Forbearance ! ſhall the Commonweal 


Endure with Patience, Miſchiefs that they feel, 


And arm againſt thoſe Ills we only fear, 


Neglecting preſent Wrongs the Publick bear? 


If Men in Truſt ſhall fink the Nation's Aid, 
And common Juſtice by a Trick evade : 

If ſuch a Latitude as this we give, 

How can our Arms ſucceed, or Nation thrive ? 
What is't that made our Funds deficient prove, 
And caus'd thoſe Debts we cannot yet remove ? 


What is't of late prevented our Succeſs, 


And made France greater and old England leſs 2 
Why is the payment of the Fleet delay d, 


And why the Tranſport- Service yet unpay d? 


Why is the Army in ſuch large Arrears, 

That ſerv'd us in the late ſucceſleſs Wars? 
Wbo rais d Eſtates miraculouſly ſoon. 
And left theſe National Concerns undone ? 


Why not thoſe Perſons from their Poſts remov'd, 


By the laſt Senate blam'd, and diſapprov'd ? 

And why not, if known guilty of a Fault, 

Without delay to common Juſtice brought ? 
Neglect of ſuch Miſguidance in the State, 

Brought Rome to Ruin which was once ſo great 
Hier publick Treaſure being miſapply'd, | 

Forc'd her to ſtoop to thole ſhe once defy'd. 

If ſuch Abuſes are excus'd ſo long, 

_ Till Common Practice juſtifies the Wrong; 

hat careleſs Nation does it {elf betray, 
Laying a Ground-work for its own Decay; 

And like the Pellican expends its Blood, 
Jo fledg a greedy, wor thleſs, callow Brood. 


— 


Vet 


* That our great Hopes no better Iſſue had? 
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Vet from ſome partial Penman have we heard, _— 
Errors ſo {mall deſerve not our Regard; | 2 
Or elſe that we ſuch Trifles ſhould defer, 

To be the laſt dull Siftings of our Care. 

In the late Wars they cannot but allow, 
That France was nothing near ſo ſtrong as now; 
The fatal Union which ſo much we dread, 
Tho long ago foreſeen, was then unmade: 
And wealthy England, when the War began, 
More rich in Coin, and numerous in Men, 
With Voice united cry'd, To Arms, To Arms, 
| And every Pulſe beat nothing but Alarms. 
The People's Hearts and Purſes open lay, | 
Some fond to fight and others free to pay; | = 
The forward Rabble needed no Decoy, — 
But freely enter d, and embark'd with Joy. 3 
Each tipling Hero o'er his Belch would ſwear, 
He'd have a Vineyard of his own next Year; 
And doubted not but fo far to advance, 

That in a Cup of Soldier's Cordial Nants, 

He'd drink to England in the midſt of France. 5 
Strong foreſight of Succeſs the Nation fed, 

And mighty hopes the Common People led; 

The Kingdom rich, andev'ry Native free 

To hazard all to curb French Tyranny. - | 

Thus wanting neither Mony, Men nor Will, 

The faithleſs French to conquer, or to kill; 

But all things made a kind auſpicious ſhow, 

And lookꝰd more fortunate by much than now: 

Threatꝰ' ning our miſcall'd cow'rdly Enemy, 

With ſad Deſtruction both by Land and Sea. 

What then obſtructed the Deſigns we laid, 


What hinder'd us we humbl'd not our Foes, 
Nor then effected what we now propoſe ? * 
When the whole Kingdom richer was by far, 
And ev'ry Genius well inclin'd to War. g 
i 28 What 
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What then obſtructed our deſir d Succeſs, 
But ſome Miſconducts we may now redreſs ? 
What made our long expenſive Wars prove vain; 
And leave us worſe than if theyꝰd ne er began? 
= What made us give the Gallick Tyrant Breath, 
!! Wa Io gain his Ends by Ferdinando's Death? _. 
ö | Thus by a Peace miſ-tim'd we ſooth'd our Fate, 

And made th” aſpiring Foe juſt twice as Great. 
What made our Taxes, tho profuſely large, 

Always too ſlender to ſupport the Charge? 

Such worthleſs Numbers gleaning from our Funds 

Private Rewards, the Publick Int'reſt wounds. 

Some climb to Poſts of Profit misbeſtow'd, 
And, haſty to be Great, grow rich by Fraud : 
Others by begging private Boons and Grants, 

Swallow what ſhould relieve the Nation's Wants. 
Thus from ſmall Merits make a wondrous Riſe, 
And become huge State-Monſters in a trice: 
Hatch'd up and fledg'd beneath a bounteous Throne, 
From callow Wrens to mighty Eagles grown: 
Having no Herald their Deſerts to prove, 

But the large Badges of Imperial Love. 
Such Men as theſe the Nation's Wealth ingroſs, 
Gaining vaſt Riches by the Kingdom's Loſs. 

And ſhall we now a War like Madmen make, 
With theſe Domeſtick Dangers at our Back ? 
Shall mercenary Tools in Truſt remain, 

To cheat the Kingdom o'er and o'er again? 

- Muſt we run headlong to a dubious War, 

To make rich Minions, and our Country poor? 
And neer look back on thoſe Enormities 
That caus'd our Debts, and our Deficiencies ? — 

Which did our Arms obſtruct, our Meaſures break, 

When we were ſtronger, and our Foes more weak? 
Pray, What Succeſs can we in War expect, 
If we thoſe Ills as frivolous reject, 


Which ; 
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Which Rain'd our Conduct, & our Arms diſsrac d, | 
By rend'ring us ſucceſleſs in the laſt ? 
One Cauleof theſe did our late Ends prevent, 
Our Foes great Strength, or our Miſmanagement: 
If our Miſconduct, we ſhould then take care 
To mend our Faults before we make the War; 
Remove thoſe ſelfiſh mercenary Props 
That ſtop'd our Speed, and mar'd our mighty Hopes. 
Or when our Swords ſhall for the Laurel ſtrive, 
What Proſpect can unbiaſs'd Reaſon give, 
That England with her Arms ſhall now do more, 
And finiſh what ſhe left undone before? 
No, we mult firſt thoſe Obſtacles remove, 
T hat made our late long Conteſt fruitleſs prove, 
If our Foes Strength ſuperior was to ours, 
And ſtem'd the Force of our United Pow'rs 
And we too feeble for our great Deſign, 
When we abounded moſt in Men and Coin; 
And France, as tis beliey'd, now ſtronger grown, 
By its late Union with the Spaniſh Throne : 
Tis then high time our Fury ſhould abate, 
For no Succeſs on our Attempts can wait, 
Except kind Providence proves our Confederate.\ 
I be Coffee-Politician, grave and wiſe, 
To this objects, and warmly thus replys : 
W hat if the French by Spain are ſtronger made, 
We're {till ſuperior by the German Aid! 
And if but England, with a gen'rous Heart, 
Would ar one puſh her utmoſt Strength exert, 
We might o'er France be Conquerors with eaſe, 
And make the Tyrant truckle as we pleaſe. 
But ſhould the Nation this Advice receive, 
And yield the utmoſt ſhe at once could give, 
Yet notaccompliſh what we now project, 
And humble France fo ſoon as we expect, | 
But further Strength, and more Supplies ſhall need, 
Than we Can raiſe t effect the Glorious Deed ; 


What 5 
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What Mis'ries muſt our vain Attempts attend, 
If Fortune crown not with Succeſs the End ? 


into what Slav'ry muſt the Nation fall, 


lf to no purpoſe we ſhould ſpend our All? 
Contempt and Poverty we then ſhould find, 
Inſtead of Spoils and Trophies we deſign'd. 
Then our long Conteſt fora time mult ceaſe, 
And fruitleſs end in an Inglorious Peace. 
Who firſt want Mony, firſt muſt ſheath their 
For War no Forma Pauperis affords: (Swords, 
Therefore let's think of Means, e er we proceed 
To raiſe Supplies ſo great a War mult need. | 
One pow'rful Party has declar'd-for Arms, 
And ev'ry Factious Pamphlet ſounds Alarms: 
But above all, they ſhow the greateſt haſt, 
Who by foul Dealings proſper'd in the laſt, 
And would involve us headlong in a War, | 
To thrive by Crimes which yet unpuniſh'd are; 
Who furniſh'd France in the late Wars with Lead 
For Ball, to knock our Army on the head: 
Thus rais'd vaſt Riches by ſuch Ills as theſe, 
And dealt, unpunifh'd, with our Enemies. 
- Theſeare the Wolves who ſo impatient are, 
And ſuch a hideous howling keep for War ; 
Stretching their noiſy Throats where e'er they run, 
Crying Arm, Arm, or England thou'rt undone. 
Ihus a Necellity they ſtrongly plead, 
To break that Peace fo lately we agreed ; 
Which if delay'd had ſtrengthen'd our Allies, 
Show'd France leſs Pow'r ful, & our felves more Wiſe. 
By Arms prevented what without prevaiPd, | 
And ſtop'd that War for Ages now intail'd. 
Europe has long her Obſervation made, 
Of what Deſigns her proſp'rous Foe has laid: 
Our preſent State might eas'ly be foreſeen, 
And by right Meaſyres might have hindred been. 


The 
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The fatal Union ſhould have prov'd but weak, 

Which now requires a vigorous War to break. 

But ſince our Foes to ſuch a height are grown, 

From our Neglect, or Conduct of theirownz - 
No matter which or whether made thus great, 

By Chance, Induſtry, or Decree of Fate: 

Yet from the Danger of their Pride and Pow'r 

We're fartheſt off, and ſtand the moſt ſecure ; 


And therefore ſhould be careful how we run 


Raſhly to meet thoſe Miſchiefs we may ſnun; 


But with due Patience and Diſcretion wait 


Till our Rich Neighbours, more expos'd to Fate, 

Shall crave our Aid, to free them from their Fears, 

On the ſame Terms they lately gave us theirs. 

We were the Suff 'rers, they Advantage made, > 

And little leſs than all the Charge we paid, 5 | 

Beſides a liberal Preſent for their uſeleſs Aid. ; 
Which in their Bank, Rich as an Indian Mine, 

Lies bag'd and bury'd cloſe in Enghſh Coin. 
England be wiſe, and make thy ſelf amends, 
Return the coſtly Favours of thy Friends; 

Let now thy Juſtice to thy Self be ſeen, 

And be as kind as they to Us have been; 

Neither be aw'd, or yet by Flatt'ries drawn, 

Tho our Foes threaten, and our Neighbours fawn, 

To call a diſtant Evil on our Heads, 

And take upon our ſelves what Holland dreads: 

But make the Charge, e er we the War begin, 

Juſt equal to the Danger we are in; 

And it aſſiſt our Friends with further Aid, 

To be allow'd, and that Expence repay'd. 5 

For why ſhould we, that have leaſt Cauſe to fear, 

Defend a Neighbour whom the Danger's near; 

And we endure the Toil, and pay the Coſt, 

When they, without our Help, muſt needs be loſt? 
Firſt pay our Debts, and we ſhall ſee how far 
We're able to maintain a vig'rous War, 


* 
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And every fatal Obſtacle removes. 


That made our Taxes ſo deßcient prove; 
Or we ſhall toil beneath a tireſom Weight, 
And but with half our Engliſh Courage fight, 


Like Tinkers Dogs, with Budgets on their Backs, 85 
_ Carriers Horſes laden with their Packs. 


eſſions unforeſeen we ſoon ſhall feel, 

with hard Dealers we ſhall hardly deal: 
Weary of War repent our laviſh'd Pounds, 
And court Balſamick Peace to heal our Wounds. 

But ſince ſach Motives of a ſpeedy War, 

On every ſide engagingly appear, 
That as our fierce impaticat Heroes ſay, 
Both Shame and Danger muſt attend Delay; 
Our forward Nation no Expence muſt grudg, 


To fave our wiſer kind Allies the Dutch; 


And next revenge the great Diſhonour done 


By the French Tyrant to the Engliſh Throne: 
Therefore, good People, ſince for cauſe well known, 


England's ſharp Sword a ſecond time is drawn, 
*Tis dangerous now todote upon your Coin, Y 
Your love of Wealth may baulk the great Deſign. 5 
Millions are Sinews that exert the Sword, 
Therefore Supplies without regret afford ; 
Ballet in War is grown a Modern Cheat, 8 


- Silver, not Lead, mult do the mighty Feat, (pleat 
Mony muſt bleſs our Arms, and our Succeſs com- 


Therefore your Aid moſt willingly 1 impart, 
And draw your Purſeſtrings with a gen'rous Heart, 


What you're aſſeſꝰd with chearful Spirits give, 
- Good Will makes every thing the better thrive. 


. Beſides, conſider, tho the Tax runs high, 


Juſt at this Juncture for a large Supply; 


War cannot always laſt, *twill one day ceaſe, 
And if notendin Conqueſt, *twill in Peace; 
And Peace alone in ev'ry good Man's Senſe, 


What 
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What Niggard then can at a War repine, _ 

Carr d on with ſuch a peaceable Deſign ? 

Beſides, what Albumazar can foreſee, 

What the bleſt Iſſue of our Arms may be? 
Who knows but we may force aſpiring France 

To low'r the Prizes of her Cordial Nants, 
And cauſe French Claret to become leſs dear 
In England, than our home-brew*d Ale and Beer? 

For certain ev'ry Engliſhman 'twould pleaſe, 

To ſee our Quarrels end in ſuch a Peace, Cheſs 


That would produce at laſt ſuch glorious Days as) _ 


— — 
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The Rape of Lucrece. Written by Mr. 


o 


William Shakeſpeare, and dedicated 


to the Right Honourable the Barl of 


Southampton. 


The Argument. 


1 uclus Tarquinius (for his exceſſive Pride ſur- 
nam d Superbus) after be bad caus d bis own fo--- 


ttzhber in- Lam Servius Tullius to be cruelly murder d, 
and contrary to the Roman Laws and Cuftoms, not 
requiring or ſtaying for the People's Suffrages, bad 


poſſeſſed himſelf of the Kingdom; went accompany'd with 


his Sons and other Noblemen of Rome to beſiege Ardea: 


during which Siege, the principal Men of the Army 


meeting one Evening at the Tent of Sextus Tarquinius 
tbe King's Son, in their Diſcourſes aftor Supper, every 
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one commended the Vertues of bis own Wife ; 


whom Colatinus extoFd the incomparable Chaſtity of 


© bis Wife Lucrece. Ia that pleaſant Humor they all 


poſted to Rome, and intending by their ſecret and 


ſudden Arrival, to make trial of that which every one 


had before avouch' d, only Colatinus finds his Wife (tho 
it were late in the Night) ſpinning amongſt ber Maids, 


the other Ladies were found all dancing and revelling, 


or in ſeveral Diſports. Whereupon the Noblemen yield- 
ed Colatinvs the Victory, and bis Wife the Fame. At 
that time Sextus "Tarquinws being inflam'd with Lu- 
crece's Beauty; yet ſmothering bis Paſſions for the 
preſent, departed with the reſt back to the Camp, from 
whence be ſhortly after privily withdrew himſelf, and 


was (according to his ſtate ) royally entertain d and 


lodg d by Lucrece at Colatium. The ſame night, he 


+ treacberouſly ſtealeth into her Chamber, violently ra- 


viſh'd her, and early in the Morning ſpeedeth away. 


Lucrece in this lamentable plight, baſtily diſpatcheth 


Meſſengers, one to Rome for her Father, another to the 
Camp for Colatine. They came, the one accompanied 
with Junius Brutus, the otber with Publius Valerius: 


and finding Lucrece attir'd in Mourning Habit, de- 
 manded the Cauſe of her Sorrow. She firſt taking an 
Oath of them for her Revenge, reveal'd the Actor, and 
whole Matter of bis Dealing, and withall ſuddenly 


ftabl'd her ſelf. which done, with one Conſent, they 
all yow'd to root out the whole hated Family of the Tar- 
quins : and bearing the dead Body to Rome, Brutus 
acquainted the People with the Doer and Manner of the 
vile Deed, with a bitter InveFive againſt the Tyranny 
of the Ring; wherewith the People were ſo mov'd with 


one Conſent, and a general Acclamation, that the Tar- 


quins were all exiF'd,and the State-Government chang'd 
from Kings to Conſuls. 5 
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Luſt- breathed 7 arquin leaves the Roman loſt „ag chaſt, 
And to Colatium bears the lightleſs Fire, vertuous 


Which in pale Embers hid, lurks to aſpire, aud heau- 


And girdle with imbracing 1 75 


quin en- 


of Colatine s fair Love, lan the chaſt. amor, h 


Haply that Narhe of Chalt, unhaply ſet 

This bateleſs Edg on his keen appetite : 

When Colatine unwiſely did not let | 

To praiſe the clear unmatched Red and White, 

Which triumpb'd in that Sky of his Delight, 
Where mortal Star,as bright asHeaven Beauties, 
With pure Aſpects did him peculiar Duties. 


For he the Nig ht before in Tarquin' $ Tent, 
Unlock'd the Treaſure of his happy ſtate : 


What Prizeleſs Wealth the Heavens had him lene, 


In the Poſleſſion of his Beauteous Mate; 
Reckoning his Fortune at ſo high a rate, 

That Kings might be eſpouſed to more Fame, 

But King nor nns to ſuch a petrleſs Onan [ 


0 Happineſs enjoy'd but of a for, e 
Aud if poſſeſt, as ſoon decay'd and done! 

As if the Morning's ſilver melting dew, 

Againſt the golden Splendor of the Sun, 
A date expir d, and cancel'd &er vegan. 


* Honour 


Born by the rrultleſs Wings of falſe The prai- 
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3825 Honour * Beauty in the Owner's Arms; 
— AreweaklyTortreſt from a World of Harms. 


Beauty it ſelf, doth of it ſelf perſuade 
The Eyes of Men without an Orator; _ 
What needed then Apologies be made 
To ſet forth that which is fo ſingular ? 
Or why is Colatine the Publiſher 
Of that rich Jewel he ſhould keep unknown 
From thieviſn Cares becauſe it is his own? 


Perchance his boaſt of Zucrece Sox reignty, | | 
o  Sngpeſted this proud Iſſue of a King; f | 
'A For by our Ears our Hearts oft taiated be: 4 
1 . that navy — fully d 4 ng 
raving com iſdainfu in 
| E oe ; Chould var vant 
His high pitcht Thoughts, that meaner Men 
The Golden Hap which chtheir Superiors want. 


But ſome untimely Thought did inſtigate 
His all too timeleſs ſpeed; if none of thoſe, 
His Honor, his Affairs, his Friends, his State, 
Neglected all; with ſwift Intent he goes 
To queach the Coal which in his Liver glows. 
O raſh falſe Heat, wrapt in ntant cold ! _ 
Thy haſty Spring ſtill blaſts,a d ne'er grows old. 


2. When at Colatia this falſe Lord arriv'd, 
Tarquin Well was he welcom'd by theRomanDame, 
welcowdby Within whoſe Face Beauty and Vertue 
LA . (ſtriv'd, 
Which of them both ſhould underprop her Fame: 
When Vertue brag?d, Beauty would bluſh for ſhame ; 

When Beauty boaſted bluſhes, in-deſpight 
Vertue would ſtain that o'r with-Silver white. 
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But Beauty in that White intituled, 
From Venus Doves doth challenge that fair Field; 
Then Vertue claims from Beauty Beauty's Red, 
Which Vertue gave the Golden Age to dull | 
Her Silver Cheeks, and calPd it then their a, 3 
Teaching them thus to uſe it in the Fi | 
When Shame alſald, the Red ſhould | = the 
5 N (White. 
This Heraldry in Tarte Face was eng tl. 
Argu d by Beauties red and Vertues white, 
Of either's Color was the other Queen; 
Proving from World's Minority their Right, 
Vet their Ambition makes them ſtill to fight: Jt 8 
The Sov'reignty of either being ſo great, 
That oft they interchange each other's r, 


This ſlent War of Lilies and of Roſes, 
Which Tarquin view'd in her fair Face's Field,” 

In their pure Ranks his Traitor Eye incloſes ; 
Where leſt between them both it ſhould be kill'd, 
The Coward Captive vanquiſhed doth yield 

To thoſe two Armies that would let him 80, 
Rather than triumph in ſo falſe a Foe. 


Now thinks he that her Hosband's ſhallow Tongue 
The niggard Prodigal that prais'd her ſo, 
In that high Task hath done her Beauty wrong, 
Which far exceeds his barren Skill to ſhow. 
Therefore that Praiſe which Colatine doth owe, 
Inchanted Tarquin anſwers with Sur miſe, 
In ſilent Wonder of ſtill gazing Eyes. po] 


This earthly Saint adored by this Devil, 
Little ſuſpected the falſe Worſhipper; 
© For Thoughts unſtain'd do ſeldom — on Evil, 
© Birds never limb'd, no ſecret Buſhes fear: 
So guiltleſs ſhe ſecurely gives good Chear, 


is PoE, 


b wevetend Welcome to her Princely Guelt; - 4 
hoſe inward tems outward Harm an. 


For that he colord with his high Eſtate, 
Hiding baſe Sin in pleats of Majeſty : 
That nothing in him ſeem'd inordinate, 
Save — too much Wonder of his Eye, 
Which having all, all could not ſatisfy , 
But pqorly rich ſo wanteth in his Rory! 1 
That 0 with much, he pineth {ſtill for more. 


But ſhe that never cop'd with ſtranger Eyes, | 
Could pick no meaning from their parling Looks, 
Nor gead the ſubtle ſhining Secrecies 
Writ in the Glaſſy Margents of ſuch Books: 
She touch'd no unknown Baits, nor fear d no Hooks, 
Nor could ſhe moralize his wanton light, 
More than his Eyes were open'd to the light. 
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He ſtories to her Ears her Husband's Fame, 
Won in the Fields of fruitful ltalyz ; 
And decks with Praiſes Colatine's high Name, 
Made glorious by his manly Chivalry, 

With braiſed Arms and Wreaths of Victory; 
Her Joy with heay'd-up hand ſhedoth expreſs, 
And wordleſs fo greets Heay' n for his Succeſs. 


| Far-ſgom the purpoſe of his coming thither, 

He makes Excuſes for his being there; 

No cloudy ſhow of ſtormy bluſtring Weather 

Doth yet in his fair Welꝭin once appear, 

Till ſable Nighr, ſad ſource of Dread and Fear, 
Upom the World dim Darkneſs doth diſplay, 
Andi in her vanity Priſon ſhuts the Day. 


For then is t,.rquin brought unto his Bed, 
; latending Weariüeſs With heavy Sprite: WS. 
or 
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For after Supper long he queſtioned 
With modeſt Lucrece, and wore out the Night: 


Now leadenSlumber withLife's ſtrength doth fight, 
And every one to reſt themſelves betake, (wake. 
ave Thieves, and Cares, and troubled Minds hot 


As one of which, doth Tarquin lie revolving . 


The ſundry Dangers of his WilPs obtaining, 
Yet ever to obtain his Will reſolving, 


Tho weak. built Hopes perſuade him to abſtaining, 

Deſpair to gain doth traffick oft for gaining; 
And when 2 reat Treaſure is the Meed propoſed, 
Tho Death be adjun@#, there's no Death ros d 


Thoſe that much covet are with gain ſo fond, 

That oft they have not that which they poſſels; 5 

They ſcatter and unlooſe it from their Bond. 

And ſo by hoping more they have but leſs; 

Or gaining more, the Profit of Excess 
Isbut to ſurfeit, and ſuch Griefs ſuſtain, + + 
That they prove bankrupt in this poor rich Gain. 


| The aim of all, is but to nurſe the Life 


With Honor, Wealth and Eaſe, in waining Age: 
And in this aim there is ſuch thwarting ſtrife, 1813 


hat one for all, or all for one we gage: 
As Life for Honor, in fell Battels rage, 


Honor for Wealth, and oft that Wk doth col 
The Death of all, and altogether loſt. 


50 that in venturing all we leaveto be 
Thethings we are, for that which we expect: 
And this ambitious foul Infirmity, 

In having much, torments us with defect 


Of that we have: ſo then we do neglect 


The thing we have, and all for want of vvit, 


_ Make ſomething nothing, by — it. 
L. 3 Such 
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Such hazard now muſt doting Tarquin make, 
Pawning his Honor to obtain his Luſt : * 
Aud for himſelf, himſelf he muſt for ſake. 
Then where is Truth, if there be no ſelf. Truſt? 
When ſhall he think to find a Stranger juſt, 
hen he himſelf himſelf confounds; betrays 
To ſlandrous Tongues the wretched hateful Lays ? 


Now ſtole upon the time the dead of Night, 
When heavy ſleep had clos'd up mortal Eye; 
No comfortable Star did lend his light, _ 

No noiſe but Owls and Wolves death-boding cries : 
Now ſerves the Seaſon that they may ſurprize 

: The filly Lambs, pure Thoughts are 


. , 
Jui ; ys (dead and ſtill : 
Apes Whilſt Luſt and Marder wakes to ſtain 
, at f. | 200 
laſt refplves E T9 2) 2 20H (and kill, 
5 [i And now this luſtful Lord leapt from his 


Throwing his Mantle rudely o'er his Arm, 
Is madly toſt between Deſire and Dread; 
Th one ſweetly flatters, the other feareth Harm: 
But honeſt Fear, bewitch'd with Luſt's foul Charm, 

Doth too too oft betake him to retire, 
_ Beaten away by brainſick rude Deſire. 


His Fauchion on a flint be ſoftly ſmiteth, 
That from the cold ſtone ſparks of Fire do fly, 
Whereat a waxen Torch forthwith he lighteth, 
Which muſt be Load-ſtar to his luſtfol Eye: 
And to the flame thus ſpeaks advifedly; © 
As from this cold flint I enforc'd this Fire, 


£ $0 Lucrece muſt 1 force to my deſire. _ 
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Here pale with Fear, he doth premeditate _ 
The Dangers of his loathſom Enterpriſe :  *' 
And in his inward Mind he doth debate, 
What following Sorrow may on this ariſe : © 
Then looking ſcornfully he doth defpiſe 
His naked Armor of ſtill ſlaughter'd Luſt, 
And juſtly thus controuls his Thoughts unjuſt. 


Fair Torch burn out thy Light, and lend it not 
To darken her whoſe Light excelleth thine : 


And die unhallow'd Thoughts before you blot 


With your uncleanneſs that which is Divine: 
Offer pure Incenſe to ſo pure a Shrine: 
Let fair Humanity abhor the Deed, (Weed. 


That ſpots and ſtains Love's modeſt ſnow-white 


O ſhame to Knighthood, and to ſhining Arms! 
O foul Diſhonour to my Houſhold's Grave! 
O impious Act including all foul Harms, 

A martial Man to be ſoft Fancy's ſlave! 

True Valor ſtill a true Reſpe& ſhould have: 
Then my Digreſſion is fo vile, fo baſe, 
That it will live engraven in my Face. 


Yes, tho I die the Scandal will ſurvive, 
And be an Eye- ſore in my Golden Coat: 
Some loathſom Daſh the Herald will contrive, 
To cipher me how fondly I did dote : 
That my Poſterity ſham'd with the Note | 
Shall curſe my Bones, and hold it for no Sin, 
To wiſh that I their Father had not been. 


What win Lif I gain the thing I ſeek? 
A Dream, a Breath, a Froth of fleeving Joy, 
Who buys a Minute's Mirth to wail a Week? 
Or ſells Eternity to get a Toy? | 
For one feet Grape who will the Vine deſtroy? 
Lia Pg L | 4 | i 
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Or what fond Beggar, but to touch the ND? | 
Would with the Scepter ſtrait on ſtrucken down * 5 


If Colatinus dream of my intent, 
Will he not wake, and in a deſperate rage 
Poſt hither, this vile purpoſe to prevent ? 
This Siege that hath ingirrt his Marriage, 

This Blur to Youth, this Sorrow to the Sage, 
Ihis dying Vertue, this ſurviving Same, 
Whole Crime will bear an ever. during Blame. 


' O what Excuſe can my Invention make, | 
When thou ſhalt charge me with ſo black a Deed ! ', 
Will not my Tongue be mute, my frail Joints ſhake ? ? 


Mine Eyes forgo their light, my falſe Heart bleed? 


The Guilt being great, the Fear doth ſtill exceed, 
And extreme Fear can neither fight nor flie, 
But Coward like with trembling Terror die, 


Had Colatinus kild my Son or Sire, 
Or lain in Ambuſh to betray my Life ; 
Or were he not my dear Friend, this Deſire 
Might have excuſe to work upon his Wife, 
As in Revenge or Quital of ſuch ſtrife : 
But as he is my Kinſman, my dear Friend, 
The Shame and Fault finds no Excuſe nor End. 


Shameful it is, if once the Fact be known; 
Hateful it is, there is no Hate in loving; 

I'll beg her Love, but ſhe is not her o.＋õͥ n: 

The worſt is but denial, and reproving. 


My Will is ſtrong, paſt Reaſons weak removing; 
Who fears a Sentence or an old Man's Sawe, 


Shall by a painted Cloth be kept i in awe. _ - / 


Thus (graceleſs) holds he Diconzation,. 117 
T frozen Conſcience and hot-burging wil i, 


N 1 
) jp 14 
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And with good Thoughts makes Diſpenſation, 


* Urging the worſer Senſe for Vantage ſtil}, 


Which in a moment doth confound and kill 
All pure Effects, and doth ſo far proceed, 
That what is vile ſhe ws like a vertuous Deed. 


Quoth he, ſhe took me kindly by the Hand, 
And gaz'd for Tidings in my eager Eyes, 
Fearing ſome bad News from the warlike Band 
Where her beloved Colatinus lies. 
O how her Fear did make her Colour riſe! 

Firſt red as Roſes that on Lawn we lay, 
Then white as Lawn the Roſes took away. 


And now her Hand in my Hand being lockt, 
Forc'd it to tremble with her Loyal Fear: h 
Which ſtrook her ſad, and then it faſter rockt, 


Until her Husband's Welfare ſne did hear, 


Whereat ſhe ſmiled with ſo ſweet a Chear, 
That had Narciſſus ſeen her as ſhe ſtood, 
Self. love had never drown'd him in the Food. 


Why hunt 1 then for Colour or Excuſes ? 

All Orators are dumb, when Beauty pleads ; 

Poor Wretches have remorſe in poor Abuſes, - 

Love thrives not in the Heart that ſhadows dreads; ; 
Affection is my Captain, and he leads: 

And when this gaudy Banner is diſplay'd, 

The Coward fights, and will not be diſmay' d. 


Then childiſh Fear avant, debating die, 
Reſpect and Reaſon wait on wrinkled. Age : 

My Heart ſhall never countermand mine Eye, 
Sad Pauſe and deep Regard beſeems the Sage; 


My Part is Youth, and beats theſe from the Stage, 


Deſire my pilot i is, Beauty my Prize, 


Then who fears ſinking where ſuch Treaſure lies? 
| nn 
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As Corn &er-grown by Weeds, ſo heedful Fear 

Is almoſt cloak'd by unreſiſted Luſt; 

Away he ſteals with open liſt'ning Ear, 

Full of foul Hope, and full of fond Miſtruſt: 
Both which as Servitors to the unjuſt, 

So croſs him with their oppoſite Perſuaſion, 

That now he vows a League, and now Invaſion. 


Within his Thought her heavenly Image ſits, 
And in the ſelf-ſame Seat fits Colatime - 
That Eye which looks on her, confounds his Wits; - 
That Eye which him beholds, as more Divine, 
Unto a view ſo falſe will not incline: 

But with a pure Appeal ſeeks to the Heart, 
Which once corrupted takes the worſer part. 


And therein heartens up his ſervile Powers, 
Who flatter'd by their Leaders jocund ſhow, 
Stuff up his Luſt, as Minutes fill up Hours. 
And as their Captain fo their Pride doth grow, 
Paying more flaviſh Tribute than they owe. 
By reprobate Deſire thus madly led, 

The Roman Lord doth march to Lucrece Bed. 


The Locks between her Chamber and his Will, 
Each one by him enforc'd, recites his Ward; 
But as they open, they all rate his Ill 
Which drives the creeping Thief to ſome regard. 
The Threſhold grates the Door to have him heard, 
» Night-wandring Weezels ſhreek toſee him there, 
They fright him, yet he till purſues his Fear. 
As each unwilling Portal yields him way, 
| Throlittle Vents and Crannies of the place, 
The Wind wars with his Torch to make him ſtay, 


And 
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And blows the Smoke of it into his Face, . 
Extinguiſhing his Conduct in this Caſe. | 
But his hot Heart, which fond Defire doth ſcorch, 
Puffs forth another Wind that fires the Torch. 


And being lighted by the Light, he ſpies 
Lucrecia's Glove, wherein the Needle ſticks; 

He takes it from the Ruſhes where it lies, 
And griping it, the Needle his Finger pricks : 
As who ſhould fay, this Glove to wanton Tricks 

Is not inur'd ; return again in haſt, 
| Thou ſeeſt our Miſtreſs Ornaments are chaſt. 


But all theſe poor Forbiddings could not ſtay him, 
Hie in the worſt Senſe conſtrues their Denial; 
The Doors, the Wind, the Glove that did delay him, 
He takes for accidental Things of Trial, 

Or as thoſe Bars which ſtop the hourly Dial; 
Who with a ling'ring ſtay his Courſe doth let, 
Till every Minute pays the Hour his Debt, 


. 
So, ſo, quoth he, theſe Lets attend the Time, 
Like little Froſts that ſometime threat the Spring, 
To add a more rejoyeing to the Prime, 
And give the ſneaped Birds more cauſe to ſing. 
Pain pays the Income of each precious thing; 
Huge Rocks, high Winds, ſtrong Pirats, Shelves 
and Sands, ; 9 
The Merchant fears, ere rich at home he lands. 


Now is he come unto the Chamber Door, 
That ſhuts him from the Heaven of his Thought, 
Which with a yielding Latch, and with no more, 
Hath bar d him from the bleſſed thing he ſought. | 

So from himſelf Impiety hath wrovght, - © 

That for his Prey to pray he doth begin, 
As if the Heayens ſhould countenance his _ : 
: : ” 
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But in the midſt of his unfruitful Prayer, 
Having ſollicited th Eternal Power, - _ 
That his foul Thoughts might compaſs his fair Fair, 
And they would ſtand auſpicious to the Hour, 
Even there he ſtarts, quoth he, I muſt deflour : 
The Powers to whom pray, abhor this Fact, 
How can they then aſliſt me in the AQ ? ; 


Then Love and Fortune be my Gods, my Guide, 
My Will is back'd with Reſolution: n: 
Thoughts are but Dreams till their Effects be try'd, 
Black Sin is clear'd with Abſolution; | 
Againſt Love's Fire, Fear's Froſt hath diſſolution. 
The Eye of Heaven is out, and miſty Night 
Covers the Shame that follows ſweet Delight. 


This ſaid, his guilty Hand pluck'd up the Latch, 
And with his Knee the Door he opens wide, 
The Dove ſleeps faſt that this night-Owl will catch. 
Thus Treaſon works e'er Traitors be eſpy'd: 
Who ſees the lurking Serpent ſteps aſide ; | 
But ſhe, ſound ſleeping, fearing no ſuch thing, 
Lies at the mercy of his mortal Sting. 


Into the Chamber wickedly he ſtalks 
And gazeth on her yet unſtained Bed 18 

The Curtains being cloſe, about he walks, 

Rolling his greedy Eye-balls in his Head, . 
By their high Treaſon is his Heart miſled, (ſoon, 


Which gives the Watch-word to his Hand too 


Io draw the Cloud that hides the Silver Moon. 


look as the fair and fiery pointed Sn, 
Ruſhing from forth a Cloud, bereaves our ſight: 
Even ſo the Curtain drawn, his Eyes begun 
«NIC e tfounn bl: | og: 5; 8 
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| To wink, being blinded with a greater Light: Were” | 
Whether it is that ſhe reflects ſo bright JT 
That dazleth them, or elſe ſome Shame ſippor's; 
But blind they are, and keep! themſelves inclos'd. | 


0 had they in that darkſom Priſon died, 20 1 
Then had they ſeen the Period of their in; no 


Tben Colatine again by Lucrece ſide. 


In his clear Bed might have repoſed {till : 5 


But they muſt ope this bleſſed League to kill; ; 


And holy-thoughted Zacrece to their fi ight 
Muſt ſell her Joy, her Life, ker World's abe 


Her lilly Hand her roſy Cheeks lies under, 
Cozening the Pillow of a lawful Kiſs, © 
Who therefore angry, ſeems to part in under, 
Swelling on either ſide to want his Bliſs, 5 
Between whoſe Hills her Head intombed i © WM 
Where like a virtuous Monument ſhe lies, 
To be admir'd of lend unhallowed Eyes. 


Without the Bed her other fair Hand was 

On the green Coverlet, whoſe perfect White 

Shew'd like an April Dazy on the Graſs, 

With pearly Sweat, reſembling Dew of Ni bt. 

Her Eyes like Marigolds had ſheath'd their Fieke, 
And canopy'd in Darkneſs ſweetly lay, 
Till they might open to adorn the Day. ; 


Her Hair like golden Threds plaid with her Breath, 
O modeſt Wantons, wanton Modeſty! / 
Showring Life's Trium ph in the Map of Death, 
And Death's dim Look in Life's Mortality. 1 
Each in her ſleep themſelves ſo beautif , 
As if between them twain there were no ſtriſe, 
But that Life liv'd in Death, and Death in Life. 


Her c 
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Her Breaſts like Ivory Globes circled with Blew, | 
A pair of Maiden Worlds unconquered : | 


Saxe of their Lord no bearing Yo ce they knew, 


And him by Oath they truly honoured. 

Theſe Worlds in Tarquin new Ambition bred, 
Who like a foul Ulurpe r went about, 
From this fair Throne to have the Owner out. 


What could he ſee but mightily he noted? 
What did he note, but ſtrongly he deſit'd? 
What he beheld, on that he firmly doted, 

And in his Will his wilful Eye he tid. 


With more than Admiration be admir'd 


Her Azure Veins, her Alabaſter Skin, 
Her Coral Lips, her Snow-white dimpled Chin. 


As the Grim Lion fauneth o're his prey, 
Sharp Hunger by the Conqueſt ſatisfy d: 
So ore this ſleeping Soul doth Tarquin ſtay, 

His rage of Luſt by gazing qualify'd, _ 
Slack'd, not ſuppreſt ; for ſtanding by her ſide, 
His Eye, which late this Mutiny reſtrains, 

Unto a greater Uproar tempts his Veins. 


Aid they like ſtragling Slaves for Pillage fighting, | 
Obdurate Vaſſals fell Exploits effecting, 
In bloody Death and Raviſhmenc delighting, (i 2 
Nor Childrens Tears, nor Mothers Groans reſpe 
Swell in their Pride, the Onſet ſtill expecting. 
Anon his beating Heart alarum ſtriking (ing. 
Givesthe dot Charge, and bids W their lik- 


Eis drumming Heart chears up his burning Eye, 
His Eye commends the leading to his Hand: 


His Bend as * of ſuch a Dignity, | 
Smok- 
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Smoking with pride, marcht on to make his ſtand 
On her bare Breaſts, the Heart of all her Land, 

Whoſe Ranks of blew Veins as his Hand did ſcale, 
Left their round Turrets deſtitute and bale: 2 


They muſtring to the quiet Cabinet, 

Where their dear Governeſs and Lady lies, 

Do tell her ſhe is dreadfully beſet, | 

And fright her with Confuſion of her Cries. 

She much amaz'd breaks ope her lockt up Eyes; 
Who peeping forth this Tumult to behold, 
Are by his flaming Torch dim'd and contrord. 


Imagine her as one in dead of Night, 

From forth dull Sleep by dreadful Fancy waking, 

That thinks ſhe hath beheld ſome gaſtly Sprite, 

Whoſe grim Aſpect ſets every Joint a ſhaking, 

What Terror *tis : bot ſhe in worſer taking, 
From Sleep diſturbed, heedfully doth view 
The fight which makes ſuppoſed Terror 1 rue. 


Wrapt and confounded in a thouſand 3. 
Fears, _ Lucretia 
_ to à new: kind Bird ſhe trem- en an 
ing lies: ounded to 
She dares not look, yet winking there 1 ſunx Fu 
. 
Quick | ſhifting Anticks ugly in her Eyes, 
Such Shadows are the weak Brain's Forgeries 3 
Who angry that the Eyes fly from their Lights, 
In Darkneſs daunts them with more dreadful 
(Sights. 
His Hand that yet remains upon her Breaſt, 
(Rude Ram to batter ſuch an Ivory Wall) 
May feel her Heart (poor Citizen) diſtreſt, 
Wounding it ſelf to death, riſe up and fall, 
Beating her Bulk, that his Hand es nithal, = 


| 160 »POEMS oo 
This moves in him more Rage, and leſſer Pity, 
To make the Breach, and enter this ſweet City. 


irſt like a Trumpet doth his Tongue begin 
To ſound a Parley to his heartleſs Foe, 
Who ore the white Sheet peers her whiter N 
The reaſon of this raſh Alarm to know, 
Which he by dumb Demeanor ſeeks to ſhow : 
But ſhe with vehement Prayers urgeth ill, 
Under what Colour he commits this III. 


Thus he replys, The Gatobri in thy Face, 
That even for Anger makes the Lilly pale, 
And the red Roſe bluſh at her own Diſgrace, 
Shall plead for me, and tell my loving Tale. 
Under that Colour am I come to ſcale 
Thy never-conquer'd Fort, the Fault is thine, 
For thoſe thine Eyes betray thee unto mine. 


Thus I foreſtal thee : if thou mean to chide, 

Thy Beauty hath inſnar'd thee to this Night, 

Where thou with patience muſt my Will abide, 

My Will that marks thee for my Earth's Delight, 

Which I to conquer ſought with all my Might. 
But as Reproot and Reaſon beat it dead, 
By thy bright Beauty it was newly bred. 


I ſee what Croſſes my Attempts will bring, 
I know what Thorns the growing Roſe defends, 
I think the Hony guarded with a Sting, 
All this before-hand Counſel comprehends 

But Will is deaf, and hears no heedful Friends. 
Only he hath an Eye to gaze on Beauty, = 
And dotes on what he looks, Sainſt Law or Doty. 


I re) debated evenin my Soul, (breed. 
What Wrong, what Shame, what Sorrow I ſhall 
Lars £ 2 | * 
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But nothing can Affection's Courſe W 

Or ſtop the headlong Fury of his Speed; 

I know repentant Tears inſue the Deed, 


Reproach, Diſdain, and deadly Enmity, | 
1 ſtrive to imbrace mine Infamy. | 


This aid, he makes aloft his Roman Blade, 
Which like a Faulcon tow "ring in the Skies, 
Couchet the Fowl below with his Wings ſhade, 
Whoſe crooked Beak threats, if he mount he dies: 
So under his inſulting Fauchion lies 
Harmleſs Lucretia, marking what he tells, | 
With trembling F car, a. Fo hearTaulcon sBells. 


Lucrece, quoth he, this Night I muſt injoy thee, 

If thou deny, then Force muſt work my way; 

For in thy Bed I purpoſe to deſtroy thee. 

That done, ſome worthleſs Slave of thine I'll lay, 

To kill thine Honour with thy Life's decay. 
And in thy dead Arms do I mean to place him, 
Swearing | flew him ſeein 8 thee imbrace him. 


80 thy ſurviving Husband ſhall remain, 

The ſcornful Mark of every open Eye; 

The Kinſmen bang their heads at this diſdain, 
Thy Iſſue blur'd with nameleſs Baſtardy : 

And thou the Author of their Obloquy, _ 
halt have thy Treſpaſs cited up in Rhimes, : 
And ſung by Children in ſucceeding Ti imes. 


dot if thou yield, I reſt thy ſecret Friend, * 

The Fault unknown is a Thought unacted; 

A little Harm done to a great good End, 

For lawful Policy remains enacted. 

The poiſanous Simple ſometimes is com pacted 
In pureſt Compounds ; being ſo apply'd, 
offs Venom in effect is 3 | 1 : 
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Then for thy Husband, and thy Childrens ſake, 
Tender my Suit, bequeath not to their Lot 

The Shame that from them no Device can take, 
The Blemiſh that will never be forgot, 
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Worſe than a laviſh Wipe, or birth-hour's Blot: 


For Marks deſcrib'd in Mens Nativity, 
Are Nature's Faults, not their owninfamy. 


Here with a Cockatrice dead-killing Eye, 
He rouſeth up himſelf, and makes a pauſe 
While ſhe, the Picture of pure Piety, 


Like a white Hind beneath the Gripe's ſharp Claws, 


* 


Pleads in a Wilderneſs. where no Laws 


To the rough Beaſt, that knows no gentle Right, ; 
Nor ought obeys but his foul Appetite. | 


But when a hlack-fac'dCloud theWorld does threat, 


In his dim Miſt th? aſpiring Mountain hiding, 
From Earth's dark Womb ſome gentle Guſt does get, 


Which blow theſe pitchy Vapors from their biding, 


 Hindring their preſent Fall by this dividing. 


So his unhallowed haſt her Words delays, 
And moody Pluto winks while Orpheus plays. 


Yet foul night-waking Cat he doth but dally, 
While in his hold-faſt foot the weak Mouſe panteth; 
Her ſad Behaviour feeds his Vulture Folly, 2 
A ſwallowing Gulf that e'en in Plenty wanteth, 
His Ear her Prayers admits, but his Heart granteth 
No penetrable entrance to her plaining, (ing. 
Tears harden Luſt, tho Marble wears with rain- 


Her pity-pleading Eyes are ſadly fix'd 

In the remorſleſs Wrinkles of his Face: 
Her modeſt Eloquence with Sighs is mix'd, 
Which to her Oratory adds more Grace. 
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She puts the Period often from his Place, 
And midſt the Sentence ſo her Accent breaks, 
That twice ſhe doth begin &er once ſhe #; peaks, 


She conjures him by high Almighty T2 6. 


TJove, Lucrece 


By Knighthood, Gentry, and ſweet. 2 i oe 


Friendſhip's Oath, | Chaſtity, and 


By her untimely Tears, her Husband's exprobrates bis 


Lowe, uncivil Luſt, 

By holy human Law, & common Troth, 
By Heaven and Earth, and all the Power of both, 
That to his borrow'd Bed he make retire, 
And ſtoop to Honour, not to foul Deſire. 


Quoth ſhe, reward not Hoſpitality 

With ſuch black paiment as thou haſt pretended, 

Mud not the Fountain that gave Drink to thee, 

Mar not the Thing that cannot be amended : 

End thy ill Aim, before thy ſhoot be ended. | 
He is no Woad- man that doth bend his. Bow, 
| To ſtrike a poor unſeaſonable Doe. 


My Husband is thy Friend, for his ſake ſpare me ; 

Thy ſelf art mighty, for thine own ſake leave me; 

My ſelf a Weakling, do not then inſnare me; 
Thou look'ſt not like Deceit, do not deceive me. 

My Sighs like Whirlwinds labour hence to Ip 

(these: 

If ever Man was mov'd with Womet's Moans, 


Be moved with my Tears, my Sighs, my Groans. 


All which together, like a troubled Ocean, 
Beat at thy rocky and wreck-threataing Heart, 
To ſoften it with their continual Motion; 

For Stones diſſolv'd to Water do convert. 
9 1 no harder than a Stone thou art, 
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Io privilege Diſhonour in thy Name. 


Melt at my Tears, and be compaſſionate, 
Soft Pity enters at an Iron Gate, 


In Tarquin's Likeneſs I did entertain thee, _ 
Haſt thou put on his Shape to do him ſhame ? 
To all the Hoſt of Heaven I complain me; 
Thou wrong ſt his Honour, wound'ſt his Princely 
Thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt ; and if the ſame, 
Thou ſeem'ſt not what thou art, a God, a King, 
For Kings like Gods ſhould govern every thing. 


How will thy Shame be feeded in thine Age, 
When thus thy Vices bud before thy Spring? 
If in thy Hope thou dar'ſt do ſuch Outrage, 
What dar?ft thou not when once thou art a King ? 
O be remembred, no outragious thing %E 
From Vaſſal Actors can be wip'd away, 5 
Then Kings Miſdeeds cannot be hid in Clay. 


This Deed ſhall make thee only lov'd for Fear, 
But happy Monarchs ſtill are fear'd for Love: 
With foul Offenders thou perforce muſt bear, 
W hen they in thee the like Offences prove: 
H but for fear of this, thy Will remove. 
For Princes are the Glaſs, the School, the Book, 
Where Subjects Eyes do learn, do read, do look. 


And wilt thou be the School where Luſt ſhall learn? 
Mult he in thee read Lectures of ſuch Same? 


Wilt thou be Glaſs wherein it ſhall diſcern 


Authority for Sin, Warrant for Blame ? 


Thou back'ſt Reproach againſt long-living Laud; | 
And mak ſt fair Reputation but a 4 Ye | 5 3 
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Halt they commanteg? by Him that gave it thee, 


From a pure Heart command thy rebel Will: 


Draw not thy Sword to guard Iniquity, 

For it was lent thee all that Brood to kill, 

Thy Princely Office how canſt thou fulfil, 
When pattern'd by thy Fault, foul Sin may fay; 
He learn'd to lin, and thou did teach the way? 


| Think but how vile a SpeRtacle i it were, 

To view thy preſent Treſpaſs in another: 

Mens Faults do feldom to themſelves appear, 
Their own Tranſgreſſions partially they ſmother : 
ThisGuilt would ſeem death-worthy in thy Brother. 
O how are they wrapt in with Infamies, (Eyes! 
That from their own Miideeds askaunce their 


To thee, to thee, my heav d up Hands appeal, 
Not to ſeducing Luſt thy raſh Reply : 
I ſue for exil' d Majeſty's Repeal; 
Let him return and flattering Thoughts retire. 
His true Reſpect will priſon falſe Deſire, 
And wipe the dim Miſt from thy doting Eyes, 
That thou ſhalt ſee thy aw and pity mine. 


Have done, quoth he, my uncontrou- TER 
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Small Lights are ſoon blown out , huge . 
| Fires abide, eth the inclo· 
And with the Wind i in greater Fury ors þ 2 
, x "naps Force. Big 
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Totheir ſaltsovereign with their freſh falſe haſt, 
Add to o This Flow, but alter not the Taſte. 
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Thou art (quoth ſhe) a Sea, a Sovereign King, 
And jo! there falls into thy boundleſs Flood 
Black i.uſt, Diſhonour, Shame, Miſgoverning, - 
Who ſeek to ſtain the Ocean of thy Blood. 
If all theſe petty Ills ſhould change thy Good, 
Thy Sea within a puddle Womb is burs'd, 
And not the Puddle in thy Sea diſpers'd. 


So ſhall theſe Slaves be King, and thou their Slave: 
Thou nobly baſe, they baſely dignified ; 
Thou their fair Life, and they thy fouler Grave: 
Thou loathed in thy Shame, they in thy Pride, 
The leſſer thing ould not the greater hide. 
The Cedar ſtoops not to the baſe Shrub's Foot, 
But low Shrubs wither at the Cedar's Root. 


So let thy Thoughts low Vaſſals to thy State. 
| 5 more, quoth he, by Heav'n Iwill not hear thee : 
Yield to my Love; if not, enforced Hate, | 
| Inſtead of Love's coy Touch, ſhall rudely tear thee: 
. That done, deſpitefully I mean to bear thee 
| | Unto the baſe Bed of ſome Raſcal Groom, 
1 To be thy Partner in this ſhameful Doom. 


This ſaid, he ſets his Foot upon the Light, 
For Light and Luſt are deadly Enemies: 
Shame folded up in blind concealing Night, 
When moſt unſeen, then moſt doth tyrannize. 
The Wolf has ſeiz'd his Prey, the poor Lamb 
FCC Ccries, 
Till with her own white Fleece her Voice con- 
G E 393 33 (trol'd, 
lIlntombs her Outcry in her Lips ſweet fold, 
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for with the mighty Linen that ſhe wears, 
| He pens her piteous Clamors in her Head, 
Cooling his hot Face in the chaſteſt Tears, * 
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That ever modeſt Eyes with Sorrow ſhed. 
O that foul Luſt ſhould ſtain ſo pure a Bed! 
The Spots whereof could Weeping purify, 

Her Tears ſhould drop on them perpetually. 


Btt ſhe hath loſt a dearer thing than Life, | 


And he hath won what he would loſe again; 
This forced League doth force a further ſtrife, 
This Momentary Joy breeds Months of Pain, 


This hot Deſire converts to cold Diſdain : 


Pure Chaſtity is rifled of her ſtore, 
And Luſt, the Thief, far poorer than before. 


Look as the full-fed Hound or gorged Hawk, 
Unapt for tender Smell or ſpeedy Flight, 
Make flow purſuit, or alcogether balk 
The Prey wherein by Nature they delight : 
So ſurfeit-taking Tarquin fears this Night; 
His Taſt delicious, in Digeſtion ſouring, 


Devours his Will, that liv'd by foul devouring. 


O deeper Sin than bottomleſs Conceit 
Can comprehend in ſtill Imagination! 
Drunken Deſire muſt vomit his Receit, 
E'er he can ſee his own Abomination. 
W hile Luſt is in his Pride, no Exclamation 
Can curb his Heat, of reign his raſh Deſire, 
Till, like a Jade, Self. will himſelf doth tire. 


And then with lank and lean diſcolor'd Cheek, 
With heavy Eye, knitBrow, and ſtrengthleſs Pace, 


Feeble Deſire all recreant, poor and meek, 

Like to a Bankrupt Beggar wails his Caſe : 

The Fleſh being proud, Deſire dos fight with Grace. 
For there it revels, and when that decays, 
The guilty Rebel for Remiſſion prays. 
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So fares it with this Fault-full Lord of Rome, 
Who this Accompliſhmeat ſo hotly chas'd ; 
For, now againſt himſelf be ſounds this Doom, 
That thro the length of time he ſtands diſgrac'd : 
* Beſides, his Soul's fair Temple is defac'd, 
8 To whoſe weak Ruins muſter Troops of Cares, 
10 ask the ſpotted Princeſs how ſhe fares. 


She ſays, her Subjects with foul Inſurrection 
Have batter'd down her conſecrated Wall, 
And by their mortal Fault brought in ſubjection 
Her Immortality, and made her thrall 
To living Death and Pain perpetual. 
Which in her Preſcience ſhe controled ſin, 
But her Foreſight could not foreſtall their Will 


8 E'eninthis Thought thro thedarknight be ſtealeth, 

| A Captive Victor that hath loſt in Gain 
Z Bearing away the Wound that nothing healeth, 

| ij The Scar that will deſpight of Cure remain ; 

F Leaving his Spoil perplext in greater Pain. 

11 She bears the load of Luſt he left behind, 

7 And he the Burden of a guilty Mind. 


He like a thieviſh Dog creeps ſadly thence, 
She like a weary'd Lamb lies 1 there; 
| He ſcowls and hates himſelf for his Offence, 
j She deſperate, with her Nails her Fleſh tack tear. 
f - He faintly flies, ſweating with guilty Fear ; 
| | She ſtays exclaiming on the direful Night, | 
2 8 He runs and chides his vaniſht loath'd ne 


He thence departs a heavy Convertite, 

She there remains a hopeleſs Caſt-away: 

He in his ſpeed looks for the Morning Li ght, 

She prays ſhe never may behold the Day, 
For Day, 128 ſhe, night-ſcapes Noth open lay: = 
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And my true Eyes have never practis'd how 
Io cloak Offences with a cunning Brow. 


. bey think not but that every Eye can ſee 
The ſame Diſgrace which they themſelves behold 3 
And therefore would they ſtill in Darkneſs lie, 
To have their unſeen Sin remain untold: 
For they their Guilt with weeping will unfold, 
And grave, like Water that doth eat in steel, 
Upon my Cheeks what helpleſs ſhame 1 feel. 


Here ſhe exclaims againſt Repoſe and Reſt, 
And bids her Eyes hereafter ſtill be blind : = 
She wakes her Heart by beating on her © 


2 a abu- 
Breaſt, fed, come 
And bids it leap from thence, where it may plains of = 
_ her Miſery, | 


Some purer Cheſt tocloſe ſo pure a Mind. 
Frantick with Grief, thus breathes ſhe forth her 
Againſt the unſeen Secrecy of Night. 9 


O comfort- killing Night, Image of Hell! 
Dim Regiſter and Notary of Shame! 
Black Stage for Tragedies and Murders fell ! 


s 
1 


; Vaſt Sin-concealing Chaos, nurſe of Blame! 


Blind mufff'd Baud, dark Harbour of Defame! 
Grim Cave of Death, whiſpring Conſpirator 
With cloſe· tongu d T reaſon and the Raviſher ! 


O hateful, vaporous and foggy Night! 1 2 
Since thou art guilty of my cureleſs Crime, 
Muſter thy Miſts to meet the Eaſtern Light, 
Make War againſt proportion'd Courſe of Time : 
Or if thou wilt permit the Sun to climb 
- His wonted height, yet e er he go to bed, 
Knit 3 Clouds about his golden Head, 


= 
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With rotten damps ravifh the Morning: Air, 
Let their exhaPd unwholeſom Breaths make ſick 


The Life of Purity, the ſupreme Fair, 


ier he arrive his weary Noon - tide prick: 


And let thy miſty Vapors march ſo thick, 


That in their ſmoaky Ranks his ſmother'd Light 


May ſet at Noon and make perpetual Night. 


Were Tarquin Night as he is but Night's Child, 

The Silver. ſhining Queen he would diſdain, 

Her twinkling Handmaids too (by him defil'd) 

Thro Night's black Boſom ſhould nor peep Zain. 

So ſhonld | have Copartners in my Pain; 
And Fellowſhip in Woe doth Woe aſluzze, E 
As Palmers that make ſhort their Pilgrimage. 


| Where now I have no one to bluſh with me, 


Tocroſs their Arms and hang their Heads with mine, 
To mask their Brows and hide their Infamy. 

But I alone, alone muſt fit and pine, 3 
Seaſoning the Earth with Showers of Silver Brine, 


— Mingling my Talk with Tears, my Grief with 


| | : (Groans, 
Poor waſting Monuments of laſting Moans, 


oO Night! thou Furnace of foul-recking Smoke, 


Let not the jealous Day behold that Face, 
Which underneath thy black all-hiding Cloak 


Immodeſtly lies martyr'd with Diſgrace. 


Keep ſtill poſſeſſion of thy gloomy Place, 
That all the Faults which in thy Reign are made, 
May likewiſe be ſepulchred in thy Shade. | 


Make me not Object to the tell · tale Day, 


The Light ſhall ſhew character'd in my Brow 
The Story of ſweet Chaſtity's Decay, 1 
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The impious breach of holy Wedlock's Vow. 
Yea, the Witerate, that know not ho?7 

Io cipher what is writ in Learned Books, 
Will quote my loathiom Treſpaſs in my Looks. 


x 


The Nurſe to ſtill her Child will tell my Story, 
And fright her crying Babe with Tarquin's Name: 
The Orator to deck his Oratory, Agr 
Will couple my Reproach to Tarquin's Shame. 
Feaſt-finding Minſtrels tuning my Defame, 

Will tie the Hearers to attend each Line, 

How Tarquin wronged me, I Colatine, 


Let my good Name, that ſenſeleſs Reputation, 
For Colatine's dear Love be kept unſpotted : 
If that be made a Theme for Diſputation, 
The Branches of another Root are rotted, 
And undeſerv'd Reproach to him allotted, 3 
That is as clear from this Attaint of mine, 
As 1 &re this was pure to Colatine. FP 


O unſeen Shame, inviſible Diſgrace! — -— 
© unfelt Sore, creſt-wounding private Scar! 
Reproach is ſtampt in Colatinus Face, 
And Tarquin's Eye may read the Mote afar, 

How he in Peace is wounded, not in War. 
Alas, how many bear ſuch ſhameful Blows, 
Which not themſelves but he that gives them 
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If Colatine, thine Honor lay in me, 
From me by ſtrong Aſfault it is bereft; 
My Hony loſt, and Ia drone-like ee 
Have no Perfection of my Summer left, 
But rob'd and ranſack d by injurious Theft. 
In thy weak Hive a wandring Waſp hathcrept, 
To And ſuck'd the Hony which thy chaſt Bee kept. 
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Vet am guilty of thy Honor's wrack; 
Vet for thy Honour did i entertain him; | 
Coming from thee, I could not put him back; 
For it had been Diſhonor to diſdain him, 
Beſides, of Wearineſs he did complain him, 
And talk of Vertue (O unlook'd for Evil!) 
When Vertue isprofan'd in ſuch a Devil. 


Why ſhould the Worm intrude the Maiden Bud? 
Or hateful Cuckows hatch in Sparrows Nets ? 
Or Toads infect fair Founts with Venom Mud? 
Or Tyrant Folly lurk in gentle Breaſts? 
Or Kings be Breakers of their own Beheſts ? 
But no Perfection is fo abſolute, 
That ſome Impurity doth not pollute. 


i The Aged Man that coffers up his Gold, (Fits; 
4 Is plagu'd with Cramps, and Gouts, and painful 
1 Aud ſcarce hath Eyes his Treaſure to behold, 5 
= But like ſtill pining Tantalus he fits, 

And uſeleſs Banns the Harveſt of his Wits: 
Having no other Pleaſure of his Gain, 
| But Torment that it cannot cure his Pain, 


Sothen, he hath it when he cannot uſe it, 
And leaves it to be maſter'd by his Young, - 
W bo in their Pride do preſently abuſe it: 
| Their Father was too weak, and they too ſtrong, 
| To hold their curſed bleſſed Fortune long. 
The Sweets we wiſh for turn to loathed Sours, 
| | ____ Een in the moment that we call them ours. 
| 
| 


Unruly Blaſts wait on the tender Spring, (ers: 
Unwholeſom Weeds take root with precious Flow- 
The Adder hiſſeth where the ſweet Birds ling : 


. What 
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What Vertue breeds, Iniquity devours: 
Wie have no Good that we can ſay is ours: 

But ill-annexed Opportunity, 

Or kills his Life, or clſe his Quality, 


Oo Opportunity ! thy Guilt is great; 17 
is thou that execut'ſt the Traitor's Treaſon :- 
Thou ſetſt the Wolf where he the Lamb may get: 
| Whoever plots the Sin, thou pointſt the Seaſon, _ 
*Tis thou that ſpurnſt at Right, at Law, at Reaſon ; 
And in thy ſhady Cell, where none may ſpy her, 
Sits Sin to ſeize the Souls that wander by her. 


Thou mak'ſt the Veſtal violate her Oath ; 

Thou blowſt the Fire when Temperanceisthaw'd; 
Thou ſmotherſt Honeſty, thou murderſt Troth : 
Thou foul Abettor, thou notorious Baud! 
Thou planteſt Scandal, and diſplaceſt Laud. 
Thou Raviſher, thou Traitor, thou falſe Thief! 
Thy Hony turns to Gall, thy Joy to Grief. | 


Thy ſecret Pleaſure turns to open Shame, 

Thy private Feaſting to a publick Faſt; | 
Thy ſmothering Titles to a ragged Name; 3 
Thy ſugar'd Tongue to bitter Wormwood Taſte: 

Thy violent Vanities can never laſt. Bates F200 
Hao comes it then, vile Opportunity, | 
Being ſo bad, ſuch Numbers ſeek for thee ? 


When wilt thou be the humble Suppliant's Friend, 
And bring him where his Suit may be obtain d? 
hen wilt thou ſort an Hour great Strifes to end. 
Or free that Soul which wretchedneſs hath chained 1 
Give Phy ſick to the ſick, eaſe to the pained?ꝰ 
The Poor, Lame, Blind, Halt, Creep, ery out 
e 
But they neꝭer met with Opportunity. 
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The patient dies while the phyſt cian . 3 

The Orphan pines while the Oppreſſor feeds: 

Juſtice is feaſting while the Widow weeps: 

Advice is ſporting while Infection breeds, 

Thou grant'ſt no time for charitable Deeds : 
Wrath, Envy, Treaſon, Rape, and Murder rages, 
Thy heinous Hours wait on them as their Pages. 


When Truth and Vertue have to do with thee, 

A thouſand Croſſes keep them from thy Aid 

They buy thy Help, bot Sin ne'er gives a Fee, 

He gratis comes, and thou art well apaid, 

As well to hear, as grant what he hath ſaid. 

My Colatine would elſe have come to me, 
When Tarquin did, but he was ſtaid by _ 


Guilty thou art of Murder and of Theft, 
Guilty of Perjury and Subornation, 
Guilty of Treaſon, Forgery and Shift, 


Quilty of Inceſt that Abomination; 


An Acceſſary by thine Inclination | 
Io all Sins paſt, and all that are to come 
From the Creation to the general Doom. 


Miſhapen time, Copeſmate of ugly Night, 
Swift ſubtle Poſt, Carrier of griſly Care, 

Eater of Youth, falſe Slave to falſe Delight, 

Baſe Watch of Woes, Sin's Pack-horſe, Vertue's 


(Snare; 

Thou ail all, and murderſt all that are. . 
O hear me then, injurious ſhifting Time! 
Be guilty of my Death, ſince of my Crime, 


Why hath thy Servant Opportunity 588 
Betray d the Hours thou ga v ſt me to repoſe? 


| Cancel d my Fortunes an inchained . b | 
Ta 
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To endleſs Date of never-ending Woes? 5 
Time's Office is to find the hate of Foes, 

To eat up Error by Opinion bred, _ 

Not ſpend the Dowry of a lawful Bed. 


Time's Glory is to calm contending Kings, 
Tounmask Falſbood, and bring Truth to Light, 
Toſtamp the Seal of Time in aged things, 

To wake the Morn and centinel the Night, 
To wrong the Wronger till he render Right, 
To ruinate proud Buildings with thy Hours, 
And ſmear with Duſt their glittering golden 
X (. (Towers. 
To fill with Worm: holes ſtately Monuments, 
To feed Oblivion with Decay of things, 
To blot old Books, and alter their Contents, 
To pluck the Quills from antient Ravens Wings, 
To dry the old Oak's Sap, and cheriſh Springs, 
Io ſpoil Antiquities of hammer'd Steel, 
And turn the giddy round of Fortune's Wheel, 


To ſhew the Beldame Daughters of her Daughter, 

To make the Child a Man, the Man a Child. 

To ſlay the Tyger that doth live by Slaughter, 

Io tame the Unicorn and Lion wild, 

To mock the Subtle in themſelves beguild 3; . 

To chear the Plowman with increaſeful crops, _ 
And waſte huge Stones with little Water-drops. 


Why work'ſt thou Miſchief in thy Pilgrimage, 
Unleſs thou conld'ſt return to make amends? _ 
One poor retiring Minute in an Age,  _ 
Would purchaſe thee a thouſand thouſand F ciends, 
Lending him Wit that to bad Debtors lends, . 
O this dread Night, wouldſt thou one Hour one | 
I could prevent this Storm and ſhun this 9 
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Thou ceaſeleſs Lacky to WN 


With ſome Miſchance croſs Tags in his Flight, 


Deviſe Extremes beyond Extremity 


To make him curſe this curſed crimeful Night: 


Let ghaſtly Shadows his leud Eyes affright, 
And the dire Thought of his committed Evil 
Shapes every Buſh a hideous ſhapeleſs Devil. 


Diſturb his hours of Reſt with reſtleſs Trances, 
Afflict him in his Bed with bedrid Groans: + 


Let there bechance him pitiful Miſchances, 

To make him moan, but pity not his Moans : 

Stone him with harden'd Hearts harder than ſtone, 
And let mild Women to him loſe their Mild neſs, 
Wilder to him than Tygers in their Wildneſs. 


Let him have time to tear his curled Hair, 
Let him have time againſt himſelf to rave, 
Let him have time of Time's help to deſpair, 


Let him have time to live a loathed Slave: 


Let him have time a Beggar's Orts to crave, 
Ad time to ſee one that by Alms do live, 


Diſdain to him diſdained Scraps to give. 


| Let him have time to ſee his Friends his Foes: 
And merry Fools to mock at him reſort : 


Let him have time to mark how flow Time goes 
In time of Sorrow, and how ſwift and ſhort 
His time of Folly, and his time of Sport. 
And ever let his unrecalling Time a en 
Have time to wail th abuſing of his Time. 5 


O Time, thou Tutor both to Good and Bad, 


Teach me to curſe him that thon taughtſt this tn, 
At bis own Shadow let the Thief run Na 


Him: N 


* 
25 0+ 
* * 
1 
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Himſelf, himſelf ſeek every Hour to kill; (ſpill. 
Such wretched Hands, ſuch wretched Blood ſhould 


For who ſo baſe would fuch an Office have, 
As ſlanderous Deaths- man to ſo baſe a Slave? 1 


The baſer is he, coming from a King, 

To ſhame his Hope with Deeds degenerate ; 

The mightier Man, the mightier is the thing, 

That makes him honour'd, or begets him Harte : 

For greateſt Scandal waits on greateſt State, 
The Moon being clouded, preſently is miſt, 
But little Stars may hide them when they liſt.” 


The Crow may bathe his cole- black Wings in Mire, 
And unperceiv'd fly with the Filth away; 
But if the like the ſnow-white Swan deſire, 
The ſtain upon his ſilver Down will ſtay. (Day, 
Poor Grooms are ſightleſs Night, Kings glorious 
Gnats are unnoted whereſoe er they fly, 
But Eagles gaz'd upon with every Eye. 


Our idle Words, Servants to ſhallow Fools, 
Unprofitable Sounds, weak Arbitrators, 

Buſy your ſelves in skill-contending Schools, 
Debate where leiſure ſerves with dull Debators : 
Io trembling Clients be you Mediators : 

For me, I force not Argument a ſtraw, - _ 
Since that my Caſe is paſt all help of Law. 


In vain I rail at Opportunity, WS 
At Time, at Tarquin, and unſearchful Night: 
In vain I cavil with mine Infamy, 
In vain I ſpurn at my confirm'd Deſpight : N 
This helpleſs ſmoke of Words doth me no right; 

The Remedy indeed to do me good, 

Is to let forth my tool defiled Blood. 

1 N 


Poor 
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Poor Hand, why quiverſt thou at this Decree? 


Honour thy ſelf to rid me of this Shame, 


For if I die, my Honour lives in thee; 
But if I live, thou liv'ſt in my Defame; 2 
Since thou couldſt not defend thy Loyal Dame, 
And waſt afraid to ſcratch her wicked Foe, 
Kill both thy ſelf and her for yielding ſo. 


This ſaid, from her betumbled Couch ſhe ſtarts, 

- To find ſome deſperate Inſtrument of Death! 

But this no Slaughter-houſe, no Tool imparts, 

| To make more vent for paſſage of her Breath, 
Which thronging thro her Lips ſo vaniſheth _ 
As Smoke from etna, that in Air conſumes, _ 

Or that which from diſcharged Cannon fumes. 


In vain (quoth ſhe) I live, and ſeek in vain + 
Some happy Mean to end a hapleſs Life: 
I fear'd by Tarquin's Fauchion to be ſlain, 
Vet for the ſelf. ſame Purpoſe ſeek a Knife: 
But when I fear'd, I was a Loyal Wife, 
So am [I now: Ono, that cannot be, AY 
Of that true Type hath Tarquin rifled me. 


O that is gone, for which I ſought to live, 

And therefore now I need not fear to die; _ 

Io clear this Spot by Death (at leaſt) I give 

A Badg of Fame to Slaunder's Livery, 

A dying Life to living Infamy, 
Poor helpleſs help the Treaſure ſtoln away, 
To burn the guiltleſs Casket where it lay. 


Well, well, dear Colatine, thou ſhalt not know 
The {tained taſt of violated Troth : | 

I will not wrong thy true Affection ſo, 
To flatter thee with an infringed Oath, 


This 
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T bis baſtard Graſs ſhall never come to growth; 
He ſhall not boaſt who did thy Stock pollute, 
That thou art doting Father of his Fruit. 


* 


Nor ſhall he ſmile at thee in ſecret Thought, 

Nor laugh with his Companions at thy ſtate: 

But thou ſhalt know thy intereſt was not bought 
Baſely with Gold, but ſtoln from forth thy Gate; 
For me l am the Miſtreſs of my Fate, N 
And with my Treſpaſs never will diſpenſe, 
Till Life to Death acquit my froſt Offence. 


- 
— 


I will not poiſon thee with my Attaint, 
Nor fold my Fault in cleanly coin'd Excuſes; 
My ſable ground of Sin Iwill not paint, | 
To hide the Truth of this falſe Night's Abuſes : 
My Tongue ſhall utter all; mine Eyes like Sluces, 
As from a Mountain Spring that feeds a Dale, 
Shall guſh pure Streams to purge my impure Tale. 
By this lamenting Philomele had end- 9. 
| ed | | Lucrece con- 
The well- tun d Warble of her night- an, egg 
Illy Sorrow, | putes whether 
And ſolemn Night with flow ſad Gate e ſbould K 


deſcended _ | her ſelf or no. 
To ugly Hell, when lo the bluſhing | 
Morrow (row. | 


Lends Light to all fair Eyes that Light would bor- 
But cloudy Lucrece ſhames her ſelf to ſee, 
And therefore ſtill in Night would cloiſtred be 


Revealing Day through every Cranny ſpies, _ 
And ſeems to point her out where ſhe ſits weeping, 
To whom ſhe ſobbing ſpeaks, O Eye of Eyes, (ing, 
Why pry'ſ thou thro Windy ? leave thy 2 
EE oc 
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Mock with thy tickling Beams, Eyes that are fleep- 

Brand not my Forehead with thy piercing es 
For Day hath nought todo what's done by Night. 


Thus cavils ſhe with ev'ry thing ſhe ſees ; 
True Grief is fond, and teſty as a Child, LY 
Whoway-ward once, his Mood with nought agrees, 
Old Woes, not Infant Sorrows bear them mild ; 
Continuance tames the one, the other wild, | 
Like an unpractis'd Swimmer plunging ſtill, 
With too much labour drowns for want of Skill. _ 


So ſhe deep drenched in a Sea of Care, 
Holds diſputation with each thing ſhe views, 
And to her ſelf all Sorrow doth compare, 
No Object but her Paſſions ſtrength renews, 
And as one ſhifts, another ſtraight enſues 
Sometimes her Grief is dumb, and hath no words; 
Sometime tis mad, and too much talk affords. 


The little Birds that tune their Mornings Joy, 
Make her Moans mad with their ſweet Melody; 
For Mirth doth ſearch the bottom of Annoy, 
Sad Souls are ſlain in merry Company, 
Grief beſt is pleas'd with Grief's Society: 
True Sorrow then is feelingly ſurpriz'd, _ 
When with like ſemblance it is ſimpathiz d. f 


*Tis double Death to drown in ken of Shore; 

He ten times pines, that pines beholding Food; 

Io ſee the Salve doth make the Wound ake more; 
Great Grief grieves moſt at that will do it good; 

Deep Woes roll forward like a gentle Flood, | 

Which being ſtopt, the boundingBanks o'er-flows z 

Brief dallie with; nor Law nor Limit knows. 


- 


As „ 
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You nockiag Birds, quoth me, your Tunes tomb 
Within your hollow ſwelling feather d 
And in my hearing be you ever dumb, 


13 My reſtleſs Diſcord loves no Stops nor Reſts; 


A woful Hoſteſs brooks not merry Gueſts: 
Reliſh your nimble Notes to pleaſing Ears, 
Diſtreſs likes dumps when Time is kept with Tears. 


come Philomele, that ng of Raviſhment, 
Make thy ſad Grove in my diſhevel'd Hair: 
As the dank Earth weeps at thy Languiſhment, 
So Iat each ſad Strain will ſtrain my Tear, 
And with deep Groans the Diapaſon bear: 
For Burden-wiſe I'll hum on Tarquin ſtill, 
While thou on Tereus deſcants better Skill. £ 


And whiles againſt A Thorn thou bearſt thy part, 
To keep thy ſharp Woes waking, wretched I 
To imitate thee well, againſt my Heart 
Will fix a ſharp Knife, to affright mine Eye, 
Who if it wink, ſhall thereon fall and die. 
Theſe Means as Frets upon an Inſtrument, 
Shall tune our Heartſtrings to trueLanguiſhment. 


| And for poor Bird, thou ſing'ſt not in the Day, 
As ſhaming any Eye ſnould thee behold: 
Some dark deep Deſart ſeated from the way, 
That knows nor parching Heat, nor freezing Cold, 
Will we find out; and there we will r 
To Creatures ſtern, ſad Tunes to change their 
(Kinds; 
Sire Men prove Beaſts, let Beaſts bear gentle 
(Minds. 


As the poor frighted Deer that ſtands at gaze, 
N W 8 way wk 7 
3 Or 


2 181 POE M&S on | 
| Or one incompaſt with a winding Maze, 
That cannot tread. the way out readily ; 3 
So wich her ſelf is ſne in mutiny, 


Io live or die, which of the twain were better, 
When Life is ſham'd & Death reproaches Decor: : 


To kill my ſelf, & noth ſhe, alack what were it, 
But with my Body my poor Souls Pollution? 
They that loſe half with greater patience bear it 
Than they whoſe whole is ſwallowed in confuſion. 
That Mother tries a mercileſs Concluſion, (one, 
Who having two {ſweet Babes, when Death takes 
Will ſlay the other, and be Nurſe to none. 


My Body or my Soul, which was the dearer ? 
When the one Pure, the other made Divine, 
Whoſe loveof either to my ſelf was nearer ? 
When both were kept for Heaven and Colatine. 
Ay me, the Bark peal'd from the lofty Pine, 
His Leaves will wither, and his Sap decay; 
So muſt my Soul, her Bark being peal'd away. 


Her Houſe i is fackt, her Quiet interrupted, 
Her Manſion batter'd by the Enemy, 
Her Sacred Temple ſpotted, ſpoil'd, . 
Groſly ingirt with daring Infamy. 
Then let it not be calꝰd Impiety, 

If in this blemiſht Fort I make ſome Hole, 

Thro which I may convey this troubled Soul. 


Yetdic I will not, till my Colatine 
Have heard the Cauſe of my untimely Death, 
That he may vow in that ſad Hour of mine, 
Revenge on him that made me ſtop my Breath; 
My ſtained Blood 10 Tarquin q. bequeath, 
Which 


1 
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Which by him tainted ſhall for him be ſpent, 


And as his due, writ in my Teſtament. 
My Honour I'll bequeath unto the Knife, 

That wounds my Body ſo diſhonoured : 
"Tis Honour to deprive diſhonoured Life, 
I Vbe one will live, the other being dead: 

So of Shame's Aſhes ſhall my Fame be bred; 

Tor in my death I Murder ſhameful ſcorn, 
My Shame ſo dead, my Honor is new born. 


Dear Lord of that dear Jewel I have loſt, 
What Legacy ſhall I bequeath to thee? 

My Reſolution, Love, ſhall be thy boaſt, 
By whoſe Example thou reveng'd mayſt be. 
How Tarqun muſt be us'd read it in me. 

My ſelf thy Friend will kill my ſelf thy Fo, 
And for my fake ſerve thou falſe Tarquin ſo. 


This brief Abridgment of my Will I make: 
My Soul and Body to the Skies and Ground, 
My Reſolution (Husband) do you take; 
My Honour be the Knife's that make my Wound 
My Shame be his that did my Fame confound ; 
And all my Fame that lives disburſed be - 
To thoſe that live and think no ſhame of me. 


Then Colatine ſhall overſee this Will, 

How was I overſeen that thou ſhalt ſee it ? 

My Blood ſhall waſh the Slander of mine Ill; 

My Life's foul Deed, my Life's fair End ſhall free it. 

Faint not faint Heart, but ſtoutly ſay, ſo be it. 

Yield to my Hand, and that ſhall conquer thee 
Thou dead, that dies, and both ſhall victors be. 


ky N 4 | | This 
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This Plot of Death, when ſadly, ſhe 
ee re- had laid, 
IA And wi ip'd the briniſh Pearl from her 
mines firſt to bright Eyes, 
| ſend her Huſ- With untun'd Tongue ſhe hoarſly 

band word, call'd her Maid, 

Whoſe ſwift Obedience to her Miſe 

treſs hies, | 

For fleet-wing'd Duty withThought” s Feathers flies. 
Poor Lucrece Cheeks unto her Maid ſeem ſo, 

As Winter -Meads When Sun dos melt Wr Snow. 


Her Miſtreſs ſhe doth give demure good- morrow, 
With ſoft flow Tongue, true Marks of Modeſty, 
And forts a ſad look to her Lady's Sorrow, | 
(For why her Face wore Sorrow's Livery) 
But durſt not ask of her audaciouſly, _ 
Why her two Sons were Clond-eclipſed ſo, 
Nor why her fair Checks over - waſnt with Mos. 


But as the Earth doth weep, the Sun being * 

Each Flower moiſtned like a melting Eye: 

Een ſo the Maid with ſwelling Drops gan wet 

Her circled Eyne enforc'd, by ſimpathy _ 

Of thoſe fair Suns ſet in her Miſtreſs Sky, _ 
Who in a ſalt - wav d Ocean quench their Light, 
Which makes the Maid weep like the dewyN ight, 


A pretty while theſe pretty Creatures ſtand, 
Like Ivory Conduits Coral Ciſterns filling: 
One juſtly weeps, the other takes in hand _ 
No Cauſe, but company of her Drops ſpilling 3 ©, 
Their gentle Sex to weep are often willing, 
Grieving themſelves to gueſs at other Smarts, 
Ang then they drown Oy: Eyes, or break their 
| | _ (Hearts, 
3 
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For Men. PLES Marble, Women waxen Minds, 
And therefore are they formꝰd as Marble will : 
TheWeak oppreſt, th? Impreſſion of ſtrange kinds 
Is form'd in them by Force, by Fraud or Skill, 
Then call them not the Authors of their [1], 

No more than Wax ſhall be accounted Evil, 
Wherein i is ſtampt the ſemblance of a Devil. 


T heir ſmoothneſs like a Champain Plain, 
' Lays open all the little Worms that creep 
In Men, as a rough grown Grove remain 


Cave, keeping Evils that obſcurely ſleep ; 


Thro Chriſtal Walls each little Mote will peep. 
Tho Men can cover Crimes with bold ſtern Look. 
Poor Womens Faces are their own Faults Books. 


No Man inveighs againſt the wither'd Flower, 
But chides rough Winter that the Flower has kibd: 
Not that devour'd, but that which doth devour 
1s worthy blame, O let it not be held 
Poor Womens Faults, that they are ſo fulfibd 
With Mens Abuſes, thoſe proud Lords to blame, 
Make weak- mad Women Tenants to their ſhame. 


The Preſident whereof in Tucrece view, 
Aſſail'd by Night, with Circumſtances ſtrong 
Of preſent Death and Shame that might —— 
By that her Death to do her Husband Wrong 3 4 
guch Danger to reſiſtance did belong. 
The dying Fear thro all her Body ſpread, 
And who cannat abuſe a Body dead? 


By this mild Patience did fair Zucrece 2 

To the poor Cqunterfeit of her complaining: 
My Girl, quoth ſhe, on what occaſion break (raining? 
Thoſe Tears from thee, that down thy Checks * 
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If thou doſt weep for Grief of my ſuſtaining, 
Know gentle Wench, it ſmall avails my Mood, 


I Tears could help mine, on would do me good. 


But tell me, Girl, when went (and there ſhe ſtaid, 
Till after a deep Groan) Tarquin from hence? 
Madam, e'er I was up (reply'd the Maid) 
The more to blame my ſluggard Negligence: 
Let with the Fault 1 thus far can diſpenſe, 

My ſelf was ſtirring e' er the break of day, 
And e'er I roſe was Tarquin gone away. 


But, Lady, if your Maid may be fo bold, 

She would requeſt to know your Heavineſs. 

O peace (quoth Lucrece) if it ſhould be told, 
The Repetition cannot make it leſs: 5 

For more it is than I can well expreſs, | 
And that deep Torture may be call'd a Hell, 

| When more is felt than one hath power to tell. 


Go get me hither Paper, Ink, and Pen; 

Fet ſave that labour, for I have them here: 

(What ſnhould I ay?) one of my Husband's men 
Bid thou be ready by and by to bear 

 Aletter to my Lord, my Love, my Dear; 

Bid him with ſpeed prepare to carry it, 

The Cauſe craves haſt, andit will ſoon be writ. 


Her Maid is gon, and ſhe prepares to write, 
Firſt hovering o'er the Paper with her Quill ; 
Conceit and Grief an eager Combat fight, 
What Wit ſets down is blotted ſtill with Will, 
This is too curious good, this blunt and ill; 
Much like a Preſs of People at a Door, | 
Throng her Inventions which ſhall go before. 


At 
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At laſt ſhe thus begins: Thou worthy Lord 
Of that unworthy W ife that greeteth thee; 
Health to thy Perſon, next vouchſafe afford 
(If ever, Love, thy Lucrece thou wilt ſee) + 
Some preſent ſpeed to come and viſit me. 
So] commend me from our Houle in grief, 
My Woes are tedious, tho my Words are brief. 


Here folds ſhe up the Tenor of her Woe, 
Her certain Sorrow writ uncertainly ; 
By this ſhort Schedule Colatine may know 
Her Grief, but not her Grief's true Quality; 
She dares not therefore make diſcovery, _ 
Leſt he ſhould hold it her own groſs abuſe, | 
E'er ſhe with Blood had ſtain'd her ſtain'd Excuſe, 


Beſides the life and feeling of her Paſſion, 

She hoards to ſpend, when he is by to hear her, 
When Sighs, and Groans, and Tears may grace the 
Of her Diſgrace, the better ſoto clear her (faſhion 
From that ſuſpicion which the World might bear 


JI To ſhun this Blot ſhe would not blot the * — RSS 


With Words, till Action might become them 
. bet 


To ſee ſad Sights, moves more than hear them told; 


For then the Eye interprets to the Ear 

The heavy Motion that it doth behold: 

When every Part a part of Woe doth bear, 

*Tis but a part of Sorrow that we hear. (Fords, 
Deep Sounds make leſſer Noiſe than ſhallow 

And Sorrow ebbs being blown with Wind of 


(Words, 
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Her Letter now is ſeal'd, and on it writ; 
At Ardea to my Lord with more than halt; % 
The poſt attends, and ſhe delivers it, 
Charging the ſour-fac'd Groom to hie asfaſt, 
As lagging Souls before the Northern Blaſt. 
Speed, more than Speed, but dull and flow ſhe 
Extremity ſtill urgeth ſuch Extremes, (deems, 


The homely Villain curſies to her low, 
And bluſhing on her with a ſtedfaſt Eye, 
Receives the Scroll without or Yea or No, $1 
And forth-with bafhful Innocence doth lie. 
| But they whoſe Guilt within their Boſoms lie, 
1 lmagine every Eye beholds their blame, 
r For Lucrece thought he bluſht to ſee her ſhame. 


When ſilly Groom (God wot) it was defect 
Of Spirit, Life, and bold Audacity; | 
Such harmleſs Creatures have a true reſpect 
To talk in Deeds, while others ſaucily 
: EX Promiſe more ſpeed, but do it leiſurely. 
[on Even ſo this Pattern of the worn-out Age 
8 Pawa'd honeſt Looks,but laid no Words to gage: 


| is His kindled Duty kindled her Miſtruſt, 

1 That two red Fires in both their Faces 'blaz'd: 
\ | She thought he'bluſht as knowing Tarquin's Luſt ; 
= And bluſhing with him, wiſtly on him gaz d, 
133 Her earneſt Eye did make him more amaz'd : 

1 Ihe more ſhe ſaw the Blood his Cheeks repleniſh; 
| 8 The more ſhe thought he ſpy'di in her ſome blemiſh. 


| | But A ſhe thinks till he return again, | 
F And yet the duteous Vaſſal ſcarce is gone; 
„ weary Time ſhe cannot entertain, 
For now tis ale! to ſigh, to —_ and grqan. 


—— — —  — — 
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So Woe hath wearied Woe, Moan tired Moan, 


That ſhe her Plaints a little while doth ſtay, | 
Pauſing for Means to mourn ſome newer way, 


At laſt ſhe calls to mind where hangs a piece 


Of skilful Painting made for Priam's Troy, 


Before the which is drawn the Power of Greece, 

For Helen's Rape the City to deſtroy, bile 

Threatning cloud-kiſling Ilion with Annoy 
Which the conceited Painter drew fo proud, 


As Heaven (it ſeem'd) to kiſs the Turrets bow d: 


A thouſand lamentable Objects there, 


In ſcorn of Nature, Art gave lifeleſs Life's © 


Many a dire Drop ſeem'd a weeping Tear, 

Shed for the ſlaughter'd Husband by the Wife. - 

The red Blood reek'd to ſhew the Painter's Strife, 
And dying Eyes gleem'd forth their aſhy Lights, 


Like dying Coals burnt out in tedious Nights. 


There might you ſee the labouring pioneer 


Begrim'd with: Sweat, and ſmeared all with Duſt; 


And from the Towers of Trey there would appear 
The very Eyes of Men thro Loop- holes thruſt; 
Gazing upon the Greeks with little Luſt, 


Such ſweet Obſervance in this work was had, 
That one might ſee thole tar off Eyes look ſad: 


: 1 great Commanders, Grace and Majeſty © 


You'might behold triumphing in their Faces; 
In Youth Quick-bearing and Dexterity : 
And here and there the Painter interlaces 


Pale Cowards marching on with trembling Paces, 


Which heartleſs Peaſants did fo well reſemble, 
That one would ſwear he ſaw them quake and 


- (tremble. 
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In 4jax and Ulyſſes, O what Art 
Of Phyſiognomy might one behold ! 
The Face of either cipher'd either's Heart; 
Their Face, their Manners moſt expreſly told. 
In Ajax Eyes blunt Rage and Rigor rolPd, 
But the mild Glance that ſhe Viy/ſes lent, 
Shew'd deepRegard and ſmiling Government. 


There pleading might you ſee grave Neſtor ſtand, 
As twere incouraging the Greeks to fight, 
Making ſuch. ſober Actions With his Hand, | 
That it begail'd Attention, charm'd the Sight: 
In Speech it ſeem'd his Beard, all ſilver white, 
Wag'd up and down, and from his Lips did fly 
Thin winding Breath, which purl d up to the Sky. 


About him were a Preſs of gaping Faces, 
Which ſeem'd to ſwallow up his ſound Advice; 
All jointly liſtning, but with ſeveral Graces, _ 
As if ſome Mermaid did their Ears intice, 
Some high, ſome low, the Painter wes ſo nice. 
The Scalps of many almoſt hid benind, 

To jump up higher ſeem'd to mock the Mind. 


Here one Man's Hand lean'd on another's Head, 
is Noſe being ſnadow'd by his Neighbour's Ear; 
Here one being throng'd bears back all boln and red; 
Another ſmother'd, ſeems to pelt and ſwear, 
And in their Rage ſuch Signs of Rage they bear, 
As bur for loſs of Neſtor's Golden Words, 
It ſeems they would debate with angry Swords, 
For much imaginary Work was there 
Conceit deceitful, ſo compact, fo kind, 
That for Achilles Image ſtood his Spear, 


f ; | 8 Grip'd 
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Grip'd in an armed Hand, himſelf behind | 
Was left unſeen, ſave to the Eye of Mind, 

A Hand, a Foot, a Face, a Leg, a Head, 
Stood for the Whole to be imagined. 


And from the Walls of ſtrong beſieged Troy, 
When their brave Hope, bold Hector, march'd to 


| | 0 (Field, 
Stood many Trojan Mothers, ſharing Joy 
Io ſee their youthful Sons bright Weapons wield, 
And to their Hope they ſuch odd Action yield, 
That thro their Light Joy ſeemed to appear 
(Like bright things ſtainꝰd) a kind of heavy Fear. 


And from the ſtrond of Dordan where they fought, 
„ To Simois reedy Banks the red blood ran, 
Whoſe Waves to imitate the Battel ſought 
With ſwelling Ridges, and their Ranks began 
To break upon the galled Shore, and then 
Ketire again, till meeting greater Ranks 
They join, and ſhoot their Fome at Simois Banks. 


To this well- painted Piece is Lucrece come, 
Io find a Face where all diſtreſs is ſtell'd: 
| Many ſhe ſees, where Cares have carved ſome, 
But none where all Diſtreſs and Dolor dwell'd ; 
Till ſhe deſpairing Hecuba beheld, 
3 Staring on Priam's Wounds with her old Eyes, 
Which bleeding under Pirrbus proud Foot lies. 


In her the Painter had anatomiz'd 
_ Time's ruin, Beauty's wrack, and grim Caresreign ; 
Her Cheeks with Chops and Wrinkles were diſguis'd, 
Of what ſhe was, no Semblance did remain, 
Her blew Blood chang'd to black in every Vein. 
Wanting the Spring that thoſe ſhrunk Pipes had 1 
Shew'd Life impriſon'd in a Body dead. hy > | 
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| On this fad ſhadow Lucrece en her Eyes, 


And ſhapes her Sorrow to the Beldame's Woes, 
Who nothing wants to anſwer her but Cries, 
And bitter Words to ban her cruel Foes, © 


Te Painter was no God to lend her thoſe ; 


And therefore Lucrece ſwears he did her wrong, 
To give her ſo much Grief, and not a Tongue. 


Poor Inſtrument (quoth ſhe) without a Sound, 


I'll tune thy Woes with my lamenting Tongue; 


And drop ſweet Balm in Priam's painted Wound, 

And rail on Pirrhus that hath done him wrong, 

And with my Tears quench Troy that burns ſo long ; 3 
And with my Knife ſcratch out the angry Eyes 
Of all the Greeks that are thine Enemies. 


 Shew me this Strumpet that began this ſtir, 


That with my Nails her Beauty | may tear: 


Thy heat of Luſt, fond Paris, did incur 


This load of Wrath that burning Trey did bear; 
Thy Eye kindled the Fire that burneth here. 
And here in Troy, for Treſpaſs of thine Eye, 
The Sire, the Son, the Dame, and Daughter die. 


| Why ſhould the private Pleaſure of ſome one D 


Become the publick Plague of many moe? 
Let Sin alone committed, light alone 
Upon his Head that hath tranſgreſſed ſo. 


Let guiltleſs Souls be freed from guilty woe. 


For ones Offence why ſhould ſo many fall? $75 1 it 
To plague a private Sin in general. 1 L 


Lo, bete weeps Hecuba, here priam dies! 
Here manly Hector faints, here Troylus Wonde 
Here Py _ Friend? in (bloody Channel lies, © 


TY 
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And Friend to Friend gives unadviſed Wounds, 
And one Man's Luſt theſe many Lives con founds. 
Had doting Priam check'd his Son's deſire, 
Troy had been bright with Fame, and not with Fire. 


Here feelingly ſhe weeps Troy's painted Woes: 
For Sorrow like a heavy hanging Bell, 
Once ſet a ringing, with his own weight goes; 


Then little ſtrength rings out the doleful Knell. 


So Lucrece ſet awork, ſad Tales doth tell 


Jo pencil'd Penſiveneis, and color'd Sorrow; 
She lends them Words, and ſhe their Looks doth 


(borrow. 


She throws her Eyes about the painted Round, 


And whom ſhe finds forlorn ſhe doth la ment: 

At laſt ſhe ſees a wretched Image bound, 

That piteous Looks to Phrygian Shepherds lent, 

His Face tho full of Cares, yet ſhew?d Content. 
Onward to Troy with theſe blunt Swains he goes, 
= mild that Patience ſeem'd to ſcorn his Woes. 


In him the Painter Iabour'd with his Skill 
To hide deceit, and give the harmleſs ſhow, 


An humble Gate, calm Looks, Eyes wailing ſtill, 
A Brow unbent, that ſeemꝰd co welcome W oe; 


Cheeks, neither red nor pale, but mingled fo, 
That bluſhing red, no guilty Inſtaoce gave, 
Nor aſhy pale, the Fear that talſe Hearts have, 


But like a conſtant and con fomed Devil, 
Heentertain'd a ſhow ſo ſeeming juſt, 


And therein fo inſcoaſt this ſecret . vil, 

That Jealouſy it ſelf could not miſtruſt, 

Falſe creeping Craft and Perjury ſhould thruſt 
Into ſo bright a Day ſuch blackfac'd Storms, 
Or blot with Hell-born Sia ſuch Saint-like Forms. 


0 The 


* 


. PO EMS m 


* 


194 


The well-skild Woman this wild Image drew _ 
or |perjar'd Sinon, whoſe inchanting Story 

The credulous old Priam after flew : 

W hoſe Words like wild-fire burnt the ſhining Glory 

Of rich- built Ilion, that the Skies were ſorry, 
And little Stars ſhot from their fixed Places, | 
When their Glaſs fell wherein they view'd their 

(Faces. 


This Picture ſhe adviſedly perus'd, 

And chid the Paiater for his wondrous Skill : 

Saying, ſome ſhape in Sinon's was abus'd, 

So fair a Form lodg'd not a Mind ſo ill: 

And ſtill on him ſhe gaz'd, and gazing ftill, 
Such Signs of Truth in his plain Face ſhe ſpied, 
That ſhe concludes, the Picture was belied. 


It cannot be (quoth ſhe) that ſo much Guile 
(She would have ſaid) can lurk in ſuch a Look: 
But Tarquin's ſhape came in her Mind the while, 
And from her Tongue, can lurk, from cannot, took 
It cannot be, ſhein that Senſe forſook, 

And turn'd it thus, It cannot be Had, 

But ſuch a Face ſhould bear a wicked Mind, 


For &en as ſubtle Sinon here is painted, 

So ſober ſad, ſo weary and fo mild, 

(As ifwith Grief or Travel he had fainted) | 

To me came Tarquin armed to beguild 

With outward Honeſty, but yet defid | 
With inward Vice; as Priam him did cheriſh, 
So did I Tarquin, ſo my Troy did periſh.” 


Look, look how liſtning Priam wets his Eyes, 
To ſee thoſe borrow'd Tears that Sinon ſheds: | 
Priam, why art thou old, and yet not wiſe? 


460% 


1 
8. 


ok 


For 


Vol. I V.  State= Affairs; 195 
For every Tear he falls, a Trojan bleeds: 
His Eyes drop Fire, no Water thence proceeds : 


Thoſe round clear Pearls of his that move thyPity 


Are Balls of quenchleſs Fire to burn thy City. 
Such Devils ſteal Effects from lightleſs Hell, 


For Sinon in his Fire doth quake with cold, 


And in that cold hot- burning Fire doth dwell; 


Theſe Contraries ſuch Unity do hold, 


Only to flatter Fools and make them bold: 
So Priam's Truſt falſe Sinons Tears doth flatter, 
That he finds means to burn his Troy withWater, 


Here all inrag'd ſach Paſſion her aſſails, _ 
That Patience is quite beaten from her Breaſt ; 


She tears the ſenſleſs Sinon with her Nails, 


Comparing him to that unhappy Gueſt, 
Whoſe Decd hath made her ſelf her ſelf deteſt. 
Atlaſt ſhe ſmilingly with this gives o'er, (ſore: 


Fool, Fool, quoth ſhe, his Wounds will not be 


Thus ebbs and flows the Current of her Sorrow, 


And Time doth weary Time with her complaining z 

She looks for Night, and then ſhe longs for Morrow, 

And both ſhe thinks too long with her remaining, 

Short time ſeems long, in Sorrows ſharp ſuſtaining t 
Tho Woe be heavy, yet it ſeldom ſleeps, 

And they that watch, ſee Time how ſlow it creeps, 


Which all this Time hath over-ſlipt her Thought, 
That ſhe with painted Images hath ſpent, 
Being from the feeling of her own Grief brought, 
By deep ſurmiſe of others Detriment, | 
Looſing her Woes in ſhews of Diſcontent : 

It eaſeth ſome, tho none it ever cur'd, 


To think their Dolour others have endur' d. 
0 2 ED 
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Dypon Luerece But now the mindful Meſſenger comes 
ſending fur back, | Het 


fc bf he Pn? his Lord, andother Com- 
with divers 0 5 es | T | 
bis Allies and Who finds his Lacrece clad in mourn- 


Friends, re- ing Black, 45 
turn; bome. And round- about her tear-diſtained 
Eye DT 


Blew Circles ſtream's, like Rainbows in the Sky, 
Theſe Watergalls in her dim Element, 
Foretel new Storms to thoſe already ſpent. 


Which when her ſad beholding Husband ſaw, 
Amazedly in her ſad Face he ſtares: e 
Her Eyes, tho ſod in Tears, look red and raw, 
Her lively Colour kiPd with deadly Cares. 
He has no power to ask her how ſhe fares, 
But ſtood like old Acquaintance Mm a Trance, 
Met far from home,wondring eachother's Chance. 


At laſt he takes her by the bloodleſs Hand, 
And thus begins: What uncouth ill Event | 
Hath thee befallen, that thon doſt trembling ſtand ? 
Sweet Love,what Spite hath thy fair Colour ſpent ? 
- Why art thou thus attir'd in Diſcontent ? 
Unmask, dear Dear, this moody Heavineſs, 
And tell thy Grief that we-may give redreſs. 


Three times with Sighs ſhe gives her Sorrow fire, 

E er once ſhe can diſcharge one word of Woe: 

At length addreſt to anſwer his deſire, _ 

She modeſtly prepares, to let them know 

Her Honour is ta'en Priſoner by the Foe; a. 
While Colatine, and his conſorted Lords 

Wich fad attention long to hear her Words: ⸗ 


Ce 
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ad now this pale Swan in her watry Neſt, 


Begins the ſad Dirge of her certain ending: 
Few Words, quoth ſhe, ſhall fit the Treſpaſs beſt, 


Wherein no Excuſe can give the Fault amending, 
In me more Woes than Words are now depending, 


And my Laments would be drawn out too long, 
To tell them all with one poor tir'd Tongue. 


Then be this all the Task it hath to ſay, 
Dear Husband, in the Intereſt of thy Bed 


A Stranger came, and on that Pillow lay 


Where thou waſt wont to reſt thy weary Head; 


And that Wrong elſe may be imagined, 


By toul Inforcement might be done to me, 
From that, alas, thy Lucrece is not free. 


For in thedreadful dead of dark Midnight, 


With ſhining Fauchion in my Chamber came 

A cr<: ping Creature witha flaming Light, 

And foftly cry'd, Awake, thou Roman Dame, 

And entertain my Love, elſe laſting Shame 

On thee and thine this Night I will inflict, 
If thou my Love's Deſire do contradict. 


For ſome hard- favour'd Groom of thine, quoth he, 
Unleſs thou yoak thy liking to my Will, 


Pl murder ſtreight, and then Ill laughter thee, 


And ſwear I found you where you did fulfil 
The loathſom Act of Luſt; and ſo did kill 


The Leachers in their Deed, this Act will be 
My Fame, and thy perpetual Infamy. 


With this I did begin to ſtart and cry, 

And then againſt my Heart he ſets his Sword, 

Swearing, unleſs I took all patiently, 

I 2 not le to 9 another word: 5 
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80 ſhould my Shame ſtill reſt npon Record, 


And never be forgot in mighty Rome 
Th en death of Lucrece and her Groom: 


Mine Enemy was ſtrong, my poor ſelf weak, 

(And far the weaker with ſo ſtrong a Fear) 

My bloody Judg for bad my Tongue to ſpeax, 

No righttul Plea might plead for Juſtice there : 
His Scarlet Luſt came Evidence to ſwear, 

Ihat my poor Beauty had purloin'd his Eyes; 
And when the Jadg 1 is rob'd, the Priſoner des 


O teach me how to make mine own Excuſe, 
Or, at the leaſt, this Refuge let me find z 
Tho my grols Blood be ſtain'd with this "Abuſe, 
Immaculate and ſpotleſs is my Mind, 

That was not forc'd, that never was inclin'd 
To acceſſary Yieldings, bur ſtill pure 
Doth in her poiſon'd Clotet yet indure. 


Lo here the hopeleſs Merchant of this Loſs, 
With Head inclin'd,and Voice dam'd up with Wo, 
With ſad ſet Eyes, and wretched Arms acroſs, 
From Lips new waxen pale, begins to blow 
The Grief away, that ſtops his Anſwer ſo. 

But wretched as he is, he ſtrives in vain, 

What he breathes out, his Breath drinks up again. 


As ico an Arch, the violent roaring Tide, 
Oat-runs the Eye that doth behold his haſt ; 
Yet in the Eddie boundeth in his Pride, | 
Back to the Strait that forcd him on ſo faſt ; 
In rage ſent out, recal'd in rage being paſt : 
Even ſo his Sighs, his Sorrows make a Saw, 


T 9 puſh Grief . and back the ſame ones draw. 
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Which ſpeechleſs Wo of his poor ſhe attendeth, 


And his untimely Frenzy thus awaketh : 


Dear Lord, thy Sorrow to my Sorrow lendeth 
Another Power, no Flood by raining llacketh; 


My Wo too ſenſible thy Paſſion maketh 


More feeling painful, let it then ſuffice 
To drown one Wo, one pair or weeping Ey s b 


And for my ſake when I might charm thee ſo, 


For ſhe that was thy Lucrece now attend me, 
Be ſuddenly revenged on my Foe, 


Thine, mine, his own; ſuppoſe thou doſt defend me 


From what is paſt, the help that thou ſhalt lend me 
Comes all too late, yet let the Traytor die; 
For ſparing Juſtice feeds Iniquity. 


But &er I name him, you fair Lords, quoth ſhe, 


(Speaking to thoſe that came with Colatine * 
Shall plight your honourable Faiths to me, | 
With ſwift purſuit to venge this Wrong of mine: 
For *tis a meritortous fair Deſign, | 
To chaſe Injuſtice with revengeful Arms, 


Knights by their Qaths ſhould right poor Ladies 


(Harms. 

At this Requeſt, with noble Diſpoli- Upon the Re- 

| tion, lation of Lu- 

Each preſent Lord began to promiſe Rope, 8 

| Aid, tine, and the 

As bound i in Knighthood to her Impo- reft, ſwear to 
= 55 ſition, revenge; but 
Longing fg hear the hateful roc be- Gul 1 

10 ſhe that yet her fad Task hath not 45. „ 
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The Proteſtation ſtops. O ſpeak, qnath ne, 


How may this forced Scain be wapeiirom me?? 


What! is the Quality of my Offence, | 
Being cooſtrain'd with dreadful Gircanffinees? * 


May my pure Mind with the tout Act diſpeuſe, 

My low declined Honour to advance ? 

May any Terms acquit me from this Chance? 
The poiſon'd Fountain clears it ſelf again 
And why not | from this compelled Stain? 


be bileth ber With this they all at once began to fay, 
ſelf, dere. Her Body's Sealy the Mind untainred 


rate them the 


(clears, 
| prog aro exog While with a Jjoyleſs: Smile ſhe turns 


(away 


The Face, that Map, which deep Impreſſion bears 
Of hard Misfortune carv'd it ia with Tears. 


No no, quoth ſhe, no Dame hereafter living, 
By my Excuſe? ſhall claim Excuſes giving. 


Here with a Sigh, as if her Heart would break, 


She throws forth T arquin's Name, He, he, ſhe ſays: 


But more than he, her poor Tongue could not ſpeak, 
Till after many Accents and Delays, 
Untimely Breathings, ſick and ſhort Aſſays, 

She utters this, He, he, fair Lord, cis he 


That guides this Hand to give this Wound to me. 


Even here ſheathed ; in her harmleſs Breaſt 


A harmfvl Knife, that thence her Soul unſheath'd, | 


That Blow did bail it from the deep unreſt 
Of that polluted Prifon where it breath'd 


Her contrite Sighs unto the Clouds bequeath'd 
Her winged Spright, and thro her Wounds doth 


Life S laſting Date from cancel d Deſtiny, (fly 


stone · 
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Stone-ſtill, aſtoniſh'd with this deadly Deed, 

Stood Colatino and all bis Eer diy Crew, 

Till Lucrece Father that beholds her bleed, 
Him elt on her ſelf flavghter'd Body threw + 
And from the put ple Fountain Brutus drew 

The murd/rous Kite ; and as it left the place, 
Her Blood in pure Revenge, held it in Chaſe. 


And-bubli ag from her Breaſt, it doth divide 
lu iwo tow Rivers. that the crimion Blood 
Circles her Body in on every Side, 
Who like a late fack'd Illand vat ly ſtood 

Bare and unpeoplcd in chis fear ful E lood. 
Some of her lood itil ure and red remain'd, 
And ſome look'd black, and that talſe Tarquin 
( {tain'd. 
About the mourning and congeslec Face | 
Of that black Blood,'a watry Riel goes, 
Which ſeems to weep upon the rainted Place; 
Aud ever ſince a pity ing Lucrece woes, 
Corrupted Blood ſome watry Token ſhows, 
And Blood untainted ſtill doth red abide, 
Bluihing at that which is fo putrify'd. 


Daughter, dear Daughter, old Lucretius cries, 
That Life was mine, which thou haſt here deprir'd ; 
It ta the Child the Father's Image lies, 

Where thall live, now Lucrece is antiv'g? ? 
Thou waſt not to this end from me deriv'd. 

If Children prædeceaſe Progenitors, 

We are their Off. ſpr ing and they none of ours. 


Poor broken Glaſs, often did behold 

In thy ſweet Semblance, my old Age new born; 
Bur now that fair freſh Mirror, dim and old, 
h me a nn, Death by Time out · worn 5 


DO from my Cheeks my Image thou haſt torn, 
And fhiver'd all the Beauty from my Glaſs, 
That I no more can ſee what once I was. = 


O Time, ceaſe thou thy Courſe and haſt no longer, 
If thou ſurceaſe to be that ſhould ſurvive: : 
Shall rotten Death make conqueſt of the ſtronger, 
And leave the foultring feeble Souls alive? 
The old Bees die, the young poſſeſs their Hive; 
Then live ſweet Lucrece, live again and ſee 
Thy Father die, and not thy Father thee. 


By this ſtarts Colatine as from a Dream, 
And bids Lucretius give his Sorrow place, 
And then in Key-cold Lucrece bleeding Stream 
_ He falls, and bathes the pale fear in his Face, 
And counterfeits to die with her a ſpace ; 
Till manly Shame bids him poſleſs his Brea 
And live to be revenged on her Death. e 
Ihe deep Vexation of his inward Soul 
Hath ſerv'd a dumb Arreſt upon his Tongue, 
Who made that Sorrow ſhould his uſe controul, 
Or keep him from heart- eaſing Wards ſo long, 
Begins to talk, but thro his Lips do throng (Aid, 
Weak Words, ſo thick come in his poor Heart's 
That no Man could diſtinguiſh what he ſaid. 


vet ſometime Tarquin was pronounced plain, 
But thro his Teeth, as if his Name he tore. 
This windy Tempeſt, till it blow up Rain, 
Held back his Sorrow's Tide to make it more, 
At laſt it rains, and buſy Winds give o'er : 
Then Son and Father weep with equal Strife, 
Who ſhould weep moſt for Daughter or for Wife. 


The 
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The one doth call her his, the other his, 
Yet neither may poſſeſs the Claim they lay. 
The Father ſays, ſhe's mine; O mine ſhe is, 
Replies her Husband ; do not take away 
My Sorrow's Intereſt, let no Mourner ſay 
Hie weeps for her, for ſhe was only mine, 

And only muſt be wail'd by Colatine. 


O, quoth Lucretius, 1 did give that Life 
Which ſhe too early and too late hath ſpibd. 
Wo, wo, quoth Colatine, ſhe was my Wife, 
l owned her, and *tis mine that ſhe hath kil'd. 
Ay Daughter and my Wife with Clamours fiPd 
The diſperſt Air, who holding Zucrece Life, 
Anſwer d their Cries, my Daughter and my Wife, 


Brutus, who pluckt the Knife from Lucrece Side, 
| Seeing ſuch Emulation in their Wo, 
Began to cloath his Wit in State and Pride, | 
Burying in Lucrece Wound his Follies ſhow : : 
He with the Romans was eſteemed ſo, 
As ſilly jeering Ideots are with Kings, 
For ſportive Words,and uttering fooliſhThings, 


oy now he throws that ſhallow Habit by, 

herein the Policy did him diſguiſe, 

And arm'd his long- hid Wits adviſedly, 

Io check the Tears in Colatinus Eyes: 

Thou wronged Lord of Rome, quoth he, ariſe; 
Let my unſounded ſelf, ſuppos'd goo, .- 
Now ſet thy long experienc'd Wit to School. 


Why Colatine, is Wo the Cure for Wo? (Deeds? 
Do Wounds help Wounds, or Grief help grievous 
Is it Revenge to give thy ſelf a Blow 

For his 6 Act „by whom thy fair * bleeds? k 
duc 
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Such childiſh Humour from weak Minds proceeds, 
Thy wretched Wife miſtook the matter ſo, 
 Toſlay her ſelf, that ſhould have ſlain her Foe, 


Couragious Roman, do not ſteep thy Heart 


ln ſuch lamenting Dew of Lamentations, 
But kneel with me, and help to bear thy part, 


To rouſe our Roman Gods with Invocations, 
That they will {uffer theſe Abominations 
(Since Rome herſelf in them doth ſtand diſgrac'd) 


By our ſtrong Arms from forth her fair Streets 


(chas'd. 


| Now by the Capitol that we adore, | | 


And by this chaft Blood fo unjuſtly ſtain'd, (Store, 


By Heaven's fair Sun that breeds the fat Farth's 


By all our Country Rites in Rome maintein'd, 


And by chaſt Lucrece Soul that late complain'd 
Her Wrongs to us, and by this bloody Knife, 
We will revenge the Death of this true Wife, 


This nid, he ſtrook his Hand upon his Breaſt, 
And kiſt the fatal Knife to end his Vow : 


And to his Proteſtation urg'd the reſt, 


Who wondring at him did his Words allow : 


Then jointly to the ground their Knees they bow, 
And that deep Vow which Brutw made before, 
He doth again repeat, and that they ſwore, 


When they had ſworn to this adviſed Doom, | 


They did conclude to bear dead Lucrece thence, 
To ſhew the bleeding Body throughout Rome, 
And ſo to publiſn Tarquin's foul Offence. 


Which being done, with ſpeedy diligence, 


The Romans plauſibly did give conſent, 
To Tarquin's everlaſting Baniſnment. 


YENUS 
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' VENUS al ADONIS,” | 
Written by Mr. Shakeſpear. 


VEN as the Sun with Purple colour'd Face, 
L Had ta'en his laſt leave of the weeping Morn, 
Roſe-cheekt Adonis hy'd him to the Chaſe : 
Hunting he lov'd, but Love he laught to Scorn: 
Sick-thoughted Yenus makes amain unto him, 
And like a bold-fac'd Suiter *gins to woo him. 


| Thrice fairer than my ſelf (thus ſhe began) 
The Fields chief Flower, ſweet above c re, 
Stain to all Nymphs, more lovely than a Man, 
More white and red than Doves or Roſes are: 
Nature that made thee with her ſelf at ſtrife, 
Saith that the World hath ending with thy Life. 


Vouchſafe, thou Wonder, to alight thy Steed, 
And rein his proud head to the {ſaddle Bow. 
If thou wilt deign this Favour, for thy Meed, 
A thouſand hony Secrets ſhalt thou know: 
Here come and fit, where Serpent never hiſſes, 
And being ſet, Il ſmother thee with Kiſſes. 


And yet not'cloy thy Lips with loathꝰd Satiety, 
But rather famiſh them amid their Plenty, 
Making themred and pale with freſh Variety : 
Ten Kiffes ſhort as one, one long as twenty, 
__ ASummer's Day will ſeem an Hour but hort, 
Being waſted in ſuch time - beguiling Sport. 


Wun 


206 P50 MS on 


With this, he ſeizeth on his ſweating Palin; 


The Preſident of pith and livelihood, 


And trembling in her Paſſion calls it Balm, 
Earth Sovereign ſalve to do a Goddeſs good: : 

. _ Being ſo inrag'd, deſire doth lend her Force; 

Couragiouſiy to pluck him from his Horſe. 


Over one Arm the luſty Coarſers rein, 
Under the other was the tender Boy, 

W ho bluſht and power d in a dull Diſdain, 
With leaden Appetite, unapt to toy: 

She red and hot, as Coals of glowing Fire; 
He red for Shame, but froſty in deſire. 


The ſtudded Bridle on a caged Bough, | 

Nimbly ſhe faſtens (O how quick is Love!) 

The Steed is ſtalled up, and even now 

To tye the Rider ſhe begins to prove: | 
Backward ſhe puſh'd him, as ſhe would be thruſt, 
And govern'd him in Strength, tho not in Luſt. 


So ſoon was ſhe along, as he was down, 
Each leaning on their Elbows and their Hips. 
Now doth ſhe-ſtroke his Cheek, now doth he frown, 
And 'gins tochide, but ſoon ſhe ſtops his Lips; 
And kiſſing ſpeaks, with luſtful Language broken, 
It thou wilt chide, thy Lips ſhall never open. 


125 He burns with baſnful Shame, ſhe with her Tears 


Doth quench the Maiden burning of his Cheeks ; © 
"Then with her windy Sighs, and golden Hairs, + 


To fan and blow them dry again ſhe ſeeks. 


He ſays ſhe is immodeſt, blames her Miſs, 
What follows more, ſhe ſinothers with a Kiſs: 
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Even 


Even as an empty Eagle ſtar by fat, 
Tires with her Beak on Feathers, Fleſh and Bone, 
Shaking her Wings, devouring all in haſt, 

Till either Gorge be ſtuft, or Prey be gone: Ke 
Even ſo ſhe kiſt his Brow, his Cheek, his Chin, 
And where ſhe ends, ſhe doth anew begin. 


Forc'd to content, but never to obey, 

Panting he lies, and breathing in her Face: 

She feedeth on the ſteam, as on a Prey, 

And calls it Heavenly Moiſture, Air of Grace, 
Wiſhing her Cheeks were Gardens full of Flowers 
So they were dew'd with ſuch diſtilling Showers. 


Look how a Bird lies tanga in a Net, 

So faſtned in her Arms Adonis lies: 

Pure Shame and aw?d Reſiſtance made him fret, 

Which bred more Beauty in his angry Eyes. 
Rain added to a River that is rank, 
Perforce will force it overflow the Bank. 


Still ſhe intreats, and prettily intreats, 
For to a pretty Ear ſhe tunes her Tale: 
Still he is ſullen, ſtill he lowrs and frets, 
*Twixt crimſon Shame and Anger aſhy pale; 3 
Being red ſhe loves him beſt, and being white, 
Her Breaſt is better'd with a more dic ans 


Look how he can, ſhe cannot chuſe but love, 
And by her fair immortal Hand ſhe ſmears, 
From his ſoft Boſom never to remove, 
Till he take truce with her contending Tears, 
Which long haverain'd, making herCheeks all wet, 


and one ſivert Kiſs Jo pay this countleſs Debt. 
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Upon this Promiſe did he raiſe his Chin. 
Like a Dive dapper peering throa Wave; 
Who being look d on, ducks as quickly in: 
So offers he to give what ſhe did crave, _ 
But when his Lips were ready for his Pay, 
He winks and turns his Lips another way. 


Never did Paſſenger in Summer's Heat 
More thirſt for Drink, than ſhe for this good turn; 
Her help ſhe ſees, but Help ſhe cannot get, 

She baches in Water, yet in Fire muſt burn: 
Oh pity, gan ſhe cry, flint-hearted Boy, 

Tis but a Kiſs [ beg, why art thou-coy'? 


I have been woo'd as I intreat thee now, 
Even by the ſtern and direful God of War, 
Whoſe Sinewy Neck in Battel neer did bow, 
Who conquers where he comes in every lar: 
Vet hath he been my Captive and my Slave, 
And beg d for that which thou unaskt ſhall have. 


Orer my Altars hath he hang his Launce, wy 
His batter'd Shield, his uncontrolled Creſt, | 
And for my fake hath learn'd to ſport and dance, 
To coy, to wanton, dally, ſmile and jeſt, 
Scorning his churliſh Drum and Enſign red, 
Making my Arms his Field, his Tent my Bed. 


Thus he that over-ruFd, I over- way d, 
Leading him Priſoner in a red Roſe - = 1 
Strong temper d Steel his ſtrongerStrength obey d. 
Vet was he ſer vile to my coy Diſdain. 

Oh be not proud, nor brag not of thy Might, 
2 thar foil'd the Godof Fight 


Touch 
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Touch but my Lips with thoſe fair Lips of thine 
(Tho mine be not ſo fair, yet are they red) F: 
The Kiſs ſhall be thine own as well as mine. 


What ſeeſt thou in the ground? hold up thy Head: 


Look in my Eye-balls where thy Beauty lies, 
Then why not Lips on Lips, ſince Eyes on Eyes? 


Art thou aſham'd to kjiſs?: then wink again, 
And will wink, fo ſhall the Day ſeem Night. 
Love keeps his Revels where there be but twain : 
Be bold to play, our Sport is not in fight. 
hheſe blue-vein'd Violets whereon we lean - 
Never can blab, nor know they what we mean. 


The tender Spring, upon thy. tempting Lip, 
Shews thee unripe; yet may'ſt thou well be taſted: 
Make uſe of time, let not Advantage ſlip ; 
Beauty within it ſelf would not be waſted 


Fair Flowers that are not gather'd in their prime, | 


Rot and conſume themſelves in little time. 


Were I hard!favoured, foul, or wrinkled old, 
Ill-natur'd, crooked, churliſh, harſh in Voice, 
_ Ofer-worn, deſpiſed, rheumatick and cold, 
 Thick-ſighted, barren; lean, and lacking juice, 
Then mightſt thou pauſe, for then | werenot for 


But having no Defects why doſt abhor me? (thee: | 


Thou canſt not ſee one Wrinkle in my Brow, 


Mine Eyes are grey, and bright, and quick in turning; 


My Beauty as the Spring doth yearly grow, 
My Fleſhas ſoft and plump, my Marrow burning: 
My ſmooth moiſt Hand, were it with thy Hand felt, 
Would in thy Palm diſſolve, or ſeem to melt. 


N Bid 
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Bid me diſcourſe, I will inchant thine Ear; 


Or like a Fairy, trip upon the Green; 


Or like a Nymph, with long diſhevePd Hair, | 


Dance on the Sands, and yet no footing ſeen. 


Love is a Spirit all compact of Fire, 


Not groſs to ſink, but light, and will aſpire. 


Witneſs this Primroſe Bank whereon I lye, 
The forceleſs Flowers like/ſturdy Trees ſupport me: 


Two ſtrengthleſs Doves will draw me thro the Sky 
From Morn till Night, even where I liſt to ſport me. 


Is Love ſo light, ſweet Boy, and may it be 
That thou ſhouldſt think it heavy unto thee? 


Is thine own Heart to thine own Face affected? 


Can thy right Hand ſeize Love upon thy left ? 
Then woo thy ſelf, be of thy ſelf rejected, 


Steal thine one Freedom, and complain of Theft. 
- Narciſſus ſo himſelf, himſelf forſook, | 
And died to kiſs his Shadow in the Brook. 


Torches are made to light, Jewels towear, 
Dainties to taſt, freſh Beauty for the Uſe, | 
Herbs for their Smell, and ſappy Plants to bear : 


Things growing to themſelves are growth's Abuſe. 


Seeds ſpring from Seeds, and Beauty breedeth 
Thou wert begot, to getit is thy Duty. (Beauty, 


Upon the Earth's Increaſe why ſhouldſt thou feed, 


Unleſs the Earth with thy Increaſe be fed? 
By Law of Nature thou art bound to breed, 
That thine may live, when thou thy ſelf art dead : 
And ſo in ſpight of Death thou doſt ſurvive, 
In that thy Likeneſs ſtil] is left alive. 


By 
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By this, the Love · ſick Queen began to ſw eat,; 

For where they lay, the ſhadow had for ſook them; 

And Titan tired in the mid-day Heat, 

With burning Eye, did hotly overlook them, 
Wiſhing Adonis had his Team to guide, 
So he were like him and by Venus ſide. 


And now Adonis with a lazy | pright, 
And with a heavy dark diſliking Eye, 


His lowring Brows o'erwhelming his fair Sight, 
Like miſty Vapours, when they blot the SKV, 


Souring his Cheeks, crys Fy, no more of Love, 
Ihe sun doth burn my Face, I muſt remove. 


Ah me (quoth Yenw) young and ſo unkind? 


What re Excuſes mak'ſt thou to be gone? 
Il ſigh Celeſtial Breath, whoſe gentle Wind 
Shall cool the Heat of this deſcending Sun, 


Tell make a Shadow for thee of my Hairs; 


If they burn too, I'll quench them with my Tears. 


The Sun that ſhines from Heaven ſhines but warm, 


And lo, 1 lie between the Sun and thee ; 
The Heat I have from thence doth little harm, 


Thine Eye darts forth the Fire that burneth me. 


And were | not immortal, Life were done 
Between this Heavenly and Earthly Sun. 


| Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as Steel? 
Nay more than Flint, for Stone at Rain relenteth. 


Art thou a Woman's Son, and canft not feel. 

What'tis to love, how want ot Love tormenteth? 
O had thy Mother born ſo bad a Mind, 

She had not brought forth thee, but died unkind. 


2 What 
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What am I that thou ſhouldſt contemn me this? 


Dr what great Danger dwells upon my Suit ? 
What were thy Lips the worſe 15 
Speak fair: bot ſpeak fair Words, or elſe be mute. 


or one poor Kiſs? 


Give me one Kiſs, VI give it thee again, 
And one for Int reſt, if thou wilt have twain. 


Fy, lifeleſs Piture, cold and ſenſeleſs Stone, | 


Well painted Idol, Image dull and dead, 


Statue contenting but the Eye alone; 


Thing like a Man, but of no Waman bred: 


Thou art no Man tho of a Man's Complexion, - 
For Men will kiſs een by their own Direction. 


This ſaid, Impatience chokes her hg ongue, 
And ſwelling Paſſion doth provoke a Pau | 
Red Cheeks and fiery Eyes blaze forth her Wrong; ; 
Being Judg in Love, ſhe cannot right her Cauſe. 


And no ſhe weeps,and now ſhe fain would ſpeak, 
And now her Sobs do her Intendments break. 


Sometimes ſhe ſhakes ber Head, and then bis Hand; 


Now gazeth ſhe on him, now on the Ground : 

Sometimes her Arms infold him like a Band ; 

She would, he will not in her Arms be bound: 
And when from thence he ſtruggles to be gone, 
She locks her Lilly Fingers one in one. 


F ondling, faith ſhe, ſince 1 have hemmꝰd thee here 
_Within the Circuit of this Ivory Pale, 


Ill be the Park, and thou ſhalt be my Deer, 

Feed where thou wilt on Mountain or in Dale; 
Graze on my Lips, and if thoſe Hills be dry, 
has x lower, where the pleaſant Fountains lie. 


V Within 
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Within this Limit is Relief enough, _ 1 
Sweet bottom Grals, and high delightful Plain, 
Round riſing Hillocks, Brakes obſcure and roughg 
To ſhelter thee from Tempeſt and from Rain: 

Then be me Deer, ſince I am ſuch a Park, 


No Dog ſhall rouze thee, tho a thouſand bark, 4 


At this Adonis ſmiles as in Diſdain, 
That in each Cheek appears a pretty dimple, _ 
Love made thoſe Hollows: if himſelf were lain, 
He might be buried in a Tomb ſo ſimple : A 
Fore-knowing well if there he came to lie, 
Why there Love liv'd, and there he could not die. 


Theſe loving Caves, theſe round inchanting Pits, 
Open their Mouths to ſwallow Venus liking: 
Being mad before, how doth ſhe now for Wits? 
Stroke dead at firſt, what needs a ſecond ſtriking ? 
Poor Queen of Love, in thine own Law forlorn, 
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Io love a Cheek that ſmiles at thee with Scorn! 


Now which way ſhall ſhe turn? what ſhall ſhe ſay 2. 
Her Words are done, her Woes the more increaſing : 

The time is ſpent, her Object will away, 
And from her twining Arms doth urge releaſing: 
Pity ſhe cries, ſome Favour, ſome Remorſe: 
Away he ſprings, and haſteth to his Horſe, 


But lo, from forth a Copps that neighbours by, 

A breeding Jennet, luſty, young, and proud, 

Adonis trampling Coarſer doth eſpy; 8 

And forth ſhe ruſhes, ſnorts, and neighs aloud : 
The ſtrong-neckt Steed being tied yntoa Tree, 


Breaketh his Rein, and to her ſtraight goes he. 


NS --j- 


14 
| 
" 
19 
N 
t 


* 


214 POEMS . 


Imperiouſly he lei he nel, he bounds : q 
And now his woven Girts he breaks aſunder, 


The bearing Earth with his hard Hoof he wounds, | 
| Whoſe hollow Wombreſounds like Heaven's Thun- 


The Iron Bit he cruſhes *tween his Teeth, (der : 3 
Controlling what he was controlled with. 


His Ears up prick't his braided hanging Mane, 
Upon his compaſt Creſt now ſtands an end, 
His Noſtrils drink the Air, and forth again 


As from a Furnace Vapours doth he lend: 


His Eye, which ſcornfully gliſters like Fire, 
'Shews his hot Courage, and his high Deſire. 


Sometimes he trots as if he told the ſteps, 
With gentle Majeſty, and modeſt Pride: 
Anon he rears upright, curvets and leaps; 


As who ſhould ſay, Lo, thus my ſtrength is tried. 


And thus I do to captivate the Eye 
Of the fair Breeder that is ſtanding by, 


What recketh he his Rider' 5 angry ſtur 
His flatt'ring Holla, or his Stand, I ſay ? 
What cares he now far Curb, or picking Spur, 
For rich Capariſons, or Trappings gay ? i. 
He ſees his Love, and nothing elſe he ſees: 
For nothing elſe with his proud light agrees. 


Look when a Painter would ſurpaſs the Life, 


In limning ont a well. proportion'd Steed, | 
His Art- with Nature's Workmanſhip at grits, 
As if the dead the living ſhould exceed: 


50 did his Horſe excel a common one, 
in Shape, in Courage, Colour, Pace, and Bone. 
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Round hooft, mort jointed, Fetlocks ſhag and long, 


Broad Breaſt, full Eyes, ſmall Head, and Noſtrilwide, 
High Creſt, ſnort Ears, ſtrait Legs, and paſſing ſtrong, 
Thin Mane, thick Tail, broad Buttock, tender Hide: 
Look what a Horſe ſnould have he did not lack, 
dave a proud Rider on ſo proud a Back. _ 


Sometimes he ſcuds far off, and there he ſtares; 

Anon he ſtarts at ſtirring of a Feather: 

To bid the Wind abaſe he now prepares, 

And where he run, or fly, they know not whether. 
For thro his Main and Tail the high Wind ſings, 
Fanning the Hairs, who have like feather'd Wings. 


He looks upon his Love, and neighs unto her : 
She anſwers him, as if ſhe knew his Mind: 
Being proud, as Females are, to ſee him woo her, 


She puts on outward ſtrangeneſs, ſeems unkind, 
S Spurns at his Love, and ſcorns the Heat he feels, 
Beating his kind Embracements with his Heels. 


Then, like a melancholy Male-content, 
He vails his Tail: that, like a falling Plume, 
Cool ſhadow to his melting Buttocks lent, 

He ſtamps, and bites the poor Flies in his Fume. 
His Love perceiving how he is inrag'd, 

Grew kinder, and his Fury was aſſwag'd. 


His teſty Maſter goes about to take him, 
When lo, the unbackt Breeder, full of fear, 
: om of catching, ſwiftly doth forſake him, 
With her the Horſe, and left Adonis there; 
As they were mad, unto the Wood they hie them, 


Out-ſtripping Crows that ſtrive to over- fly them. 
„„ 
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All ſwoln with ehaſing, down Adonis ſits, 
Banning his boiſtrous and unruly Beaſt : 
And now the happy Seaſon once more fits 
That Love-ſick Love by pleading may be hleſt. 
For Lovers ſay, the Heart hath treble wrong, 
When it is bar'd the Aidance of the Tongue. 
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An Oven that is ſtopt, or River ſtaid, 3 

Burneth more hotly, ſwelleth with more rage: 

So of concealed Sorrow may be ſaid; 

Free vent of Words Love's Fire doth aſſwage: 
But when the Heart's Attorney once is mute, 
The Client breaks, as deſperate in his Suit. 
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Isle ſces her coming, and begins to glow, 

BE Een as a dying Coal revives with Wind. 

|! And with his Bonnet hides his angry Brow, 
iS Looks on the dull Earth with diſturbed Mind 
[| N Taking no notice that ſhe is ſo nigh, | 
= --|- Far all aſcance he holds her in his Eye. 
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O what a ſight it was wiſtly to view, _ 
How ſhe came ſtealing to the wayward Boy! 
To note the fighting Conflict of her hiew, 
How white and red each other did deſtroy : 
But now her Cheek was pale, and by and by 
It flaſht forth Fire, as Lightning from the Sky. 
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Now was ſhe juſt before him as he ſat, 
And like a lowly Lover down fhe kneels ; 
Vith one fair Hand ſhe heaveth up his Hat, 
Her other tender Hand his fair Cheeks feels: 
His tender Cheeks receive her ſoft hands print, 
As apt as new-fallen Snow takes any dint. 
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1 Give me my Hand (ſaith he) why doſt thou feel it? 
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O what a war of Looks was then between them? 
Her Eyes Petitioners to his Eyes ſuingʒ; 
His Eyes ſaw her Eyes, as they had not ſeen them; 
Her Eyes woo'd ſtill, his Eyes diſdain'd the Wooing : 
And all this dumb play had his Acts made plain, 
With Tears which, Chorus like, her Eyes did rain. 


Full gently now ſhe takes him by the Hand, 

A Lilly priſon'd in a Jayl of Snow, 

Or Ivory in an Alabaſter Band, . 

So white a Friend ingirts ſo white a oe: 

Ibis beanteous Combat, wilful and unwilling, 
Shew'd like to ſilver Doves that fit a billing. 


Once more the Engine of her Thoughts began : 
O faireſt moyer on this mortal Round, 
Would thou wert as I am,” and Ia Man, 
My Heart all whole as thine, thy Heart my Wound: 
For one ſweet Look my help I would aſſure thee, 
Tho nothing but my Body's Bane would cure thee. 


Give me my Heart (faith ſhe) and thou ſhalt have it. 

O give it me, leſt thy hard Heart do ſteel it; f 

And being ſteel'd, ſoft Sighs can never grave it: 
Then Love's deep Groans I never ſhall regard, 
Becauſe Adonis Heart hath made mine hard. 


For ſhame, he crys, let go, and let me go, 
My days delight is paſt, my Horſe is gone, 
And 'tis your Fault I am bereft him ſo, | 
pray you hence, and leave me here alone. 
For all my Mind, my Thought, my buſy Care, 
Is how to get my Palfrey from the Mare. 


Thus 
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Thus ſhe replys: Thy Patfiey, as he ſhould, 

_ Welcomes the warm Approach of ſweet Delire : - 
Affection is a Coal that muſt be coobd; 

Elſe, ſuffer'd, it will ſer the Heart on fire. 


The Sea hath Bounds, but deep Deſire hath none, 


Therefore no marvel tho thy Horſe be gone. 


How like a Jade he ſtood, ty'd to a Tree, 

Servilely maſter'd with a leathern Rein? 

But when he ſaw his Love, his Youth's fair Fee, 

He held ſuch petty Bondage i in diſdain, _ 
Throwing the baſe Thong from his bendingCreſt, 
Enfranchiſing his Mouth, his Back, his Breaſt. 


Who ſees his true Love i in her naked Bed, 

Teaching the Sheets a whiter hiew than White; 

But when his glutton Eye ſo full hath fed, 

His other Agents aim at like Delight: | 
Who is ſo faint that dare not be ſo bold, 
To tonch the Fire, the Weather being cold? 


Let me excuſe thy Courſer, gentle Boy; 


And learn of him, | heartily beſeech thee, 


To take Advantage on preſented Joy 


Tho! were dumb, yet his Proceedings teach thee. 


O leara to love, the Leſſon is but plain, 
And once made perfect, never loſt again. 


I know not Love (quoth. he) nor will I know it; 
Unleſs it be a Boar, and then I chaſe it. 
'Tis much to borrow, and Lwill not owe it ; 5 
My Love to love, is Love but to diſgrace it. 
For l have heard it is a Life in Death, 
T hat lavghs,and ee all but with a breath. 


Who 
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Who wears a Garment ſhapeleſs and unfiniſh'd ? 
Who plucks the Bud before one Leaf put forth ? 
If ſpringing things be any jot diminiſh'd, 


They wither in their prime, prove nothing worth: 
The Colt that's backt, and burden'd being young, 


Loſeth his Pride, and never waxeth ſtrong. 


You hurt my Hand with wringing : let us part, 
And leave this idle Theme, this bootleſs Chat; 
Remove your Siege from my unyielding Heart, 

To Love's Alarm it will not ope the Gate. (try; 


- Diſmiſs your Vows, your fained Tears, your Flat- 


For where a Heart is hard, they make no Battry. 


What, canſt thou talk (quoth ſhe) haſt thou a Tongue? 
O would thou hadſt not, or I had no hearing; 


Thy Mermaid's Voice hath done me double wrong, 


I had my Load before, now preſt with bearing; 


Melodious diſcord, heavenly tune harſh-ſounding, 


Earth's deep {ſweet Muſick, and Heart's deep fore 
„„ Ain (wounding. 

Had I no Eyes but Ears, my Ears would love 

That inward Beauty, and inviſible: 

Or were] deaf, thy outward Parts would more 

Each Part in me that were but ſenſible. | 

Tho neither Eyes nor Ears to hear nor ſee, 
| Yet ſhould I be in Love by touching thee. 


Say that the Senſe of Reaſon were berefc me, 


And that I could not ſee, nor hear, nor touch, 


And nothing but the very Smell were left me, 

Yet would my Love to thee be ſtill as much: 

For from the Stillatory of thy Face excelling, 
Comes Breath perfum'd, that breedeth Love by 


(ſmelling. 
. But 
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But Oh, what Banquet wert thou to the Taſt, 
Being nurſe and feeder of the other four? 
Would they not wiſh the Feaſt ſhould ever laſt, 
And bid Suſpicion double- lock the Door ? © 
| Leſt Jealouſy, that ſour unwelcome Gueſt, 

Should by his ſtealing 1 in diſturb the F caſt. 


Once more the ruby- colour'd Portal open'd, 
Which to his Speech did hony Paſſage yield: 
Like a red Morn that ever yet betoken'd 
Wrack to the Seamen, Tempeſt to the Field, 
Sorrow to Shepherds, Woe unto the Birds, 


Guſt and foul Flaws to Herſdmen and to erde 


T his ill Preſage adviſedly ſhe marketh, 


Exen as the Wind is huſh'd before it raineth: 


Or as the Wolf doth grin before he barketh, 
Or as the Berry breaks before it ſtaineth ; 

Or like the deadly Bullet of a Gun, 

His meaning ſtroke her cer his Words begun. 


And at his Look ſhe flatly falleth * 
For looks kill Love, and Love by looks reviveth : 
A Smile recures the wounding of a Frown, 
But bleſſed Bankrupt, that by Love ſo thriveth. 
The ſilly Boy believing ſhe is dead, 
Claps her pale Cheek, till clapping makes it red. 


And i in Amaze brake off his late. Intent, 

For ſharply he did think to reprehend her : pb 

Which cunning Love did wittily prevent, 

Fair fall the Wit that can ſo well defend her: 
For on the Graſs ſhe lies as ſhe were ſlain, | 
= ill his Breath | breathed Life in her again, 
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He bends her Fingers, holds her Pulſes hard, 

He chafes her Lips, a thouſand ways he ſeeks 

To mend the Hurt that his Unkindneſs mar d: 
He kiſſes her, and ſhe, by her good Will, 
Will never riſe, ſo he will kiſs her ſtill. _ 


The Night of Sorrow now is turd to Day, 
Her two blew Windows faintly ſhe up heaveth: 
Like the fair Sun, when in his freſh Array 


He cheers the Morn, and all the World relieyeth: 


And as the bright Sun glorifies the Sky, 
So is her Face illumin'd with her Eye. 


Whoſe Beams upon his hairleſs Face are fix'd, 
As if from thence they borrow'd all their Shine: 
Were never four ſuch Lamps together mixt, 

Had not his clouded, with his Brows repine : 


But hers, which thro the Cryſtal tears gave light, 


Shone like the Moon in Water ſeen by Night. 


O where am I (quoth ſhe) in Earth or Heaven, 
Or in the Ocean drencht, or in the Fire? 
What hour is this, or Morn, or weary Even? 
Do I delight to die, or Life deſire? = 
But now I Iiv'd, and Life was Death's Annoy : 
But now I dy'd, and Death was lively Joy. 


O thou didſt kill me, kill me once again 

Thy Eyes, ſnrewd Tutor, that hard Heart of thine, 

Hath taught them ſcornful tricks, and ſuch diſdain, 

That they have murdred this poor Heart of mine: 

And theſe mine Eyes, true Leaders to their Qpeen, 
But for thy piteous Lips no more had ſeen. 


Long 
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He wrings her Noſe, he ſtrikes her on the Cheeks, 
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Long may they kiſs each other for this Cure: 
Oh never let their crimſon Liveries wear! 
And as they laſt their Verdure ſtill endure, 
To drive Infection from the dangerous Vear; 
That the Star-gazers having writ on Death, 
May ſay, the Plague is baniſh'd by thy Breath. 


Pure Lips, ſweet Seals, in my ſoft Lips imprinted, 
W hat Bargains may I make ſtill to be ſealing ? 
To ſell my ſelf I can be well contented, 
So thou wilt buy, and pay, and uſe good dealing : 
Which Purchaſeif thou make, for fear of Slips, 
Set thy Seal Manual on my wax-red Lips, 


A thouſand Kiſſes buy my Heart from me, 
And pay them at thy leiſure one by one: 
What are ten hundred Kiſſes unto thee ? 

Are they not quickly told, and quickly gone? 


Say for non-payment that the Debt ſhould dou- 


Are twenty hundred Kiſſes ſuch a trouble? (ble, 


Fair Queen (quoth he) if any Love you owe me, 
Meaſure my Strangeneſs with my unripe Years ; 
Before I know my ſelf, ſeek not to know me; 
No Fiſher but the ungrown Fry forbears : 77 


The mellow Plum doth fall, the green ſticks faſt, 
& being eat ly pluckt, is ſour to taſt. | 


Look, the World's Comforter, with weary Gate, 


His.day's hot Task bath ended in the Weſt, 
The Owl (Night's Herald) ſhreeks, tis very late; 
The Sheep are gone to fold, Birds to their Neſt. 


The coal-blackClouds that ſhadowHeavensLight, 


Do ſummon us to part, and bid good Night. 
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Now let me ſay good Night, and ſo ſay you; 
If you will ſay ſo, you ſhall have a Kiſs. 
Good Night (quoth ſhe) and ere he ſays adieu, 
The hony Fee of parting tendred is: 90 5 
Her Arms do lend his Neck a ſweet imbrace, 
Incorporate then they ſeem, face grows to face. 


Till breathleſs he diſ-joyn'd, and backward drew. 
The heavenly Moiſture, that ſweet coral Mouth, 
Whoſe precious Taſt her thirſty Lips well knew, 
Whereon they ſurfeit, yet complain on Drouth, 
He with her Plenty preſt, ſhe faint with Dearth, 
Their Lips together glew'd fall to the Earth. 


Now quick Deſire hath caught her yielding Prey, 
And glutton-like ſhe feeds, yet never filleth ; | 
Her Lips are Conquerors, his Lips obey, 
Paying what Ranſom the Inſulter willeth, _ 
- WhoſeVultur Thought dos pitch thePriſe ſo high, 
: That ſhe will draw his Lips rich Treaſure dry. 


„And having felt the Sweetneſs of the Spoil, 
With blindfold Fury ſhe begins to forage; _ 
Her Face doth reek and ſmoak, her Blood doth boil, 
And careleſs Luſt ſtirs up a deſperate Courage : 
, Planting Oblivion, beating Reaſon back, 
Forgetting Shame's pure Bluſh, and Honour's 
2 | (Wrack. 
„ Hot, faint, and weary, with her hard embracing, 
Like a wildBirdbeing tam'd with too much handling, 
Or as the fleet-foor Roe that's tir'd with chaſing, 
Or like the froward Infant ſtill'd with dandling; 
He now obeys, and now no more reliſteth, _ 
While ſhe takes all ſhe can, not all ſhe liſteth. 
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What Wax ſo frozen but diſſolves with tempring, 
And yields at laſt to every light Impreſſion ? 
Things out of hope are compaſt oft with ventring, 
Chiefly in Love, whole leave exceeds Commiſſion: 
Affection faints not like a palefac'd Coward, 
But then woos beſt, when moſt his choice is fro- 
1 V (ward. 
VVuhen he did frown, O had ſhe then gave over ! 
Such Nectar from his Lips ſhe had not ſuckt: 
Foul Words and Frowns mult not repel a Lover; 
What tho the Roſe have Pricks ? yet it is pluckt. 
Were Beauty under twenty Locks kept faſt, 
vet Love breaks thro, and picks them all at laſt. 


For pity now ſhe can no more detain him; 
The poor Fool prays her that he may depart: 
She is reſolv'd no longer to reſtrain him ; 
Bids him farewel, and look well to her Heart, 
The which, by Cupid's Bow ſhe doth proteſt, 
He carries thence engaged in his Breaſt. 


Sweet Boy, ſhe ſays, this Night ll waſt in Sorrow, 
For my ſick Heart commands mine Eyes to watch. 
Tell me, Love's Maſter, ſhall we meet to morrow ? 
Say, ſhall we, ſhall we, wilt thou make the Match? 
He tells her no, to morrow he intends 155 
To hunt the Boar with certain of his Friends. 


The Boar (quoth ſhe) whereat a ſudden Pale, 

Like Lawn, being ſpread upon the bluſhing Roſe, 

1 Uſurps her Cheeks ; ſhetrembles at his Tale, 

And on his Neck her yoking Arms ſhe throws ; 

She ſinketh down, ſtill hanging on his Neck, 
He on her Belly falls, ſhe on her Back, 


Now 


* 


Now is ſhe in the very Liſts of Love, 
Her Champion mounted for the hot Encounter: 
All is imaginary ſhe doth prove, | 888 

He will not manage her altho he mount her: 
That worſe than Tantalus is her Annoy, 

To clip Ely/um, and to lack her Joy. 


Even as poor Birds, deceiv'd with painted Grapes, 

Do ſurfeit by the Eye, and pine the Maw; 

Even fo ſhe languiſheth in her Miſhaps, 

As thoſe poor Birds that helpleſs Berrys ſaw. 

The warm Effects which ſhe in him finds miſſing, 
She ſeeks to kindle with continual kiſſing, 


But all in vain, good Queen, it will not be; 
She hath aſlay'd as much as may be prov'd, 
Her pleading hath deſerv'd a greater Fee: 
| She's Love, ſheloves, and yet ſhe is not lov'd. 
Tie, fie, he ſays, you cruſh me, let me go, 
You have no reaſon to withhold me ſo. 


Thou hadſt been gone, quoth ſhe, ſweet Boy, eber this, 

But that thou toldſt me thou wouldſt hunt the Boar. 

| O be advis'd, thou knowſt not what it is 

| With Javelin's point a churliſh Swine to gore, | 
Whoſe Tuſhes never ſheath'd, he whetteth ſtill, 

Like to a mortal Butcher bent to kill. 


On his bow. back he hath a Battel ſet 
Of briſtly Pikes, that ever threat his Foes; 
His Eyes, like Gloworms, ſhine when he doth fret, 
His Snout digs Sepulchres, where e'er he goes: 
Being mov'd, he ſtrikes what e' er is in his way; 
And whom he ſtrikes, his crooked Tuſhes ſlay. 
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- His brawny Sides with hairy Briſtles armed, 


Are better proof than thy Spear's Point can enter; 


His ſhort thick Neck cannot be eaſily harmed, 
Being ireful on the Lion he will venter : 


The thorny Brambles, and embracing Buſhes, 
As fearful of him, part, thro whom he ruſhes. 


Alas, he nought eſteems that Face of thine, 
To which Love's Eye pays tributary Gazes, 


Nor thy ſoft Hand, ſweet Lips, and chryſtal Eyne, 

Whoſe full Perfektion all the World amazes; 
But having thee at vantage (wondrous dread! ) 
Would root theſe Beauties as he roots the Mead. 


O let him keep his loathſom Cabin ſtill z 
Beauty hath nought to do with ſuch foul Fiends. 


Come not within his Danger by thy Will; 


They that thrive well take Counſel of theirFriends. - 
When thou didſt name the Boar,not todiſſemble, 
I feard thy Fortune, and my Joints did tremble. 


-  Didſt thou not mark my Face? was it not White ? 


Sawſt thou not ſigns of Fear lurk in mine Eye? 
Grew I not faint ? And fell Inot down right ? 


Within my Boſom, whereon thou doſt lie, 


My boding Heart pants, beats, and takes no reſt, 
But like an Earthquake ſhakes thee on my Breaſt. 


For where Love reigns, diſturbing Jealouſy 
Doth call himſelf Affection's Centinel, 
Gives falſe Alarms, ſuggeſteth Mutiny, 


And in a peaceful Hour doth cry, Kill, Kill; 


Diſtempring gentle Love with his deſire, 
As Air and Water doth abate the Fire. 
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This ſour Informer, this bate-breeding Spy, 
This Canker that eats up Love's tender Spring, 


This Carry-tale, Diſſenſion's Jealouſy 


That ſometime true News, ſometime falſe dos bring, | 
Knocks at my Heart, and whiſpers in mine Ear, 
That i love thee, Ithy Death ſhould fear: 


And more than ſo, preſenteth to mine Eye 
The Picture of an angry chafing Boar, 
Under whoſe ſharp Fangs, on his Back, doth lie 
An Image like thy ſelf, all ſtain'd with Gore; 3 

Whoſe Blood upon the freſh Flowers being ſhed, 

Doth make them drop with Grief, and hang the 

Head. 
What ſhould I do? ſeeing thee ſo indeed, $ 
That trembling at th Imagination, 

The thought of it doth make my faint Heart bleed, 

And Fear doth teach it Divination : - | 
I propheſy thy Death, my living Sorrow, 
If thou encounter with the Boar to morrow. 


But if thou needs will hunt, be rul'd by me; 
Uncouple at the timorous flying Hare, 
Or at the Fox which lives by Subtilty ; * 
Or at the Roe which no Encounter dare: 
Purſue theſe fear ful Creatures o'er the Downs, 
And on thy well-breath'd Horſe keep with thy 
(Hounds, 
And when thou haſt on foot the purblind Hare, 
Mark the poor Wretch, to overſhut his Troubles, 
How he out-runs the Wind, and with what care 
He cranks and croſſes with a thouſand Doubles: 
The many umſits thro the which he goes, 
Are like a * t' amaze his Foes. 
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Sometime he runs among the flock of Sheep; 

To make the cunning Hounds miſtake their Smell, 

And ſometime where Earth-delving Conies keep, 
Jo ſtop the loud Purſuers in their Vell; 

And ſometime ſorteth with a Herd of Deer : 

Danger deviſcth ſhifts, Wit waits on Fear. 


For there his Smell with others being mingled, 
The hot-ſceat-ſnuffing Hounds are driven to doubt, 
Ceaſing their clamorous Cry till they have ſingled 
With much ado the cold Fault cleanly out. 
Then do they ſpend their Mouths, Eccho replies, 
As if another Chaſe were in the Skies. | 


By this, poor Wat far off upon a Hill 
Stands on his hinder Legs with liſtning Ear, 
To hearken if his Foes purſue him ſtill: 
Anon their loud Alarums he doth hear. 
And now his Grief may be compared well 
To one fore ſick, that hears the paſſing Bell. 


Then ſhalt thon ſee the dew-bedabbled Wretch 
Turn, and return, indenting with the Way: 
Each envious Brier his weary Legs doth ſcratch, 
Each Shadow makes him ſtop, each Murmur ſtay. 

For Miſery is trodden on by many; 
And being low, never reliev'd by any. 


Lie quietly, and hear a little mos, 
Nay do not ſtruggle, for thou ſhalt not riſe: 
To make thee hate the hunting of the Boar, 
Ualike my ſelf, thou hear'ſt me moralize, 
Applying this to that, and ſo toſo;  _ 
For Love can comment upon every Woe- 
Where 


* 


Where did I leave? No matter where (quoth he) 
Leave me, and then the Story aptly ends: 5 
The Night is ſpent, Why, what of that (quoth ſhe) 
Iam (quoth he) expected of my Friends 
And now tis dark, and going I ſhall fall: 
In Night (quoth ſhe) Deſire ſees beſt of all. 


But if thou fall, Oh, then imagine this, 
The Earth in love with thee, thy footing trips, 
And all is but to rob thee of a Kiſs, 1 
Rich Preys make rich Men Thieves: ſo do thy Lips 
Make modeſt Diane cloudy and forlorn, 
Leſt ſhe ſhould ſteal a Kiſs and die forſworn. 


Now of this dark Night I perceive the reaſon, 
Cynthia for ſhame obſcures her ſilver Shine, 
Till forging Nature be condemn'd of Treaſon, 
For ſtealing Moulds from Heaven that were Divine, 
Wherein ſhe fram*d thee in high Heaven's deſpite, 
To ſhame the Sun by Day, and her by Night. 


And therefore hath ſhe brib'd the Deſtinies, 
To croſs the curious Workmanſhip of Nature, 
To mingle Beauty with Infirmities, 1 
And pure perfection with impure Defeature, 

Making it ſubject to the Tyranny _ 
Of ſad Miſchances and much Miſery; 


As burning Fevers, Agues pale and faint, 

Life- poiſoning Peſtilence, and Frenzy's Wood, 
The marrow- eating Sickneſs, whoſe Attaint 
Diſorder breeds by beating of the Blood: 

_* Surfeits, Impoſthumes, Grief, and damn'dDeſpair, 
Swear Nature's Death for framing thee fo fair. 
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And not the leaſt of all theſe Maladies, 


But in one Minute's ſight brings Beauty under: 


Both Favour, Savour, Hiew and Qualities, 
Whereat th' Imperial Gazer late did wonder, 

Are on the ſudden waſted, thaw'd and done, 

As mountain Snow melts with the mid-day Sun. 


Therefore, deſpight of fruitleſs Chaſtity, 

Love-lacking Veſtals, and ſelf-loving Nuns, 

That on the Earth would breed a Scarcity, 

And barren dearth of Davghters and of Sons, 
Be prodigal: the Lamp that burns by Night, 
Dries up his Oil to lend the World his Light. 


What is thy Body but a ſwallowing Grave, 
Seeming to bury that Poſterity, D . 
W hich by the Rights of Time thou needs muſt have, 
If thou deſtroy them not in their obſcurity ? 
If ſo, the World will hold thee in diſdain, 
Sith in thy Pride ſo fair a Hope is lain. 


So in thy ſelf thy ſelf art made away, © 5 
A Miſchief worſe than civil home. bred Strife, 
Or theirs w hoſe deſperate Hands themſelves do ſlay, 
Or Butcher's Sire that reaves his Son of Life. 
Foul cankering Ruſt the hidden Treaſure frets 
But Gold that's put to uſe more Gold begets. 


Nay then, quoth Adon, you will fall again 

Into your idle over-handled Theam; | 

The Kiſs I gave you is beftow'd in vain, _ 

And all in vain you ſtrive againſt the Stream, 

For by this black-jac'd Night, Deſire's foul Nurſe 
Your Treaty makes me like you worſeand worſe. 


If 
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If Love hath lent you twenty thouſand Tongues, 

And every Tongue more moving than your own, 

Bewitching like the wanton Mermaid's Songs, | 

Yet from mine Ear the tempting Tune is blown. 
For know, my Heart ſtands armed in my Ear, 
And will not let a falfe Sound enter there : 


Leſt the deceiving Harmony ſhould run 

Into the quiet cloſure of my Breaſt, ; 

And then my little Heart were quite undone, 

In his Bed-chamber to be bar'd of reſt. 
No Lady, no: my Heart longs not to groan, 
But ſoundly fleeps, while now it fleeps alone. 


What have you urg'd that I cannot reprove ? 
The Path is ſmooth that leadeth unto Danger; 
I hate not Love, but your Device in Love, 
That lends Imbracements unto every Stranger. 
Vou do it for Increaſe: O ſtrange Excuſe! 
When Reaſon is the Bawd to Luſt's Abuſe, 


Call it not Love, for Love to Heaven is fled, 
Since ſweating Luſt on Earth uſurps his Name ; 
Under whoſe {imple Semblance he hath fed 
Upongreſh Beauty, blotting it with blame; | 
Which the hot Tyrant ſtains, and ſoon bereaves 
As Caterpillars do the tender Leaves. 


7 


Love comforteth like Sun-ſhine after Rain : 

But Luſt's Effect is Tempeſt after Sun. 
Love's gentle Spring doth always freſh remain: 
Luſt's Winter comes, e er Summer half be done. 
Love ſurfeits not: Luſt like a Glutton dies. 
Love is all Truth: Luſt full of forged Lies. 


Q. a. 
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More I could tell, but more I dare not ay; we. 2 
The Text 1s old, the Orator too green; ; 5 at; 
Therefore in ſadneſs now 1 will away, Res - 
My Face is full of Shame, my Heart of Teen $ 

My Ears that to your wanton Calls attended, 
Do burn themſelves for having ſo offended.” 


With this he weakech from the ſweet Imbrace | 


Of thoſe fair Arms which bound him to her Breaſt; 


And homeward thro the dark Lanes runs apace, 

Leaves Love apon her Back deeply diſtreſt. -- 
Look how a bright Star ſhooteth from the Sky, 
do glides he in the —_ from Venus Eye. 


Which after him ſhe darts as one on Shore, 
Gazing vpon a late imbarked Friend,” 

Till the wild Waves will have him ſeen no more, 
Whoſe Ridges with the meeting Clouds contend : 
So did the mercileſs and pitchy Night 

Fold in the Object that did feed her Sight. 


Whereat amaz'd, as one that unaware 

Hath drop'd a precious Jewel in the Flood, 
Or *ſtoniſh'd as Night-wanderers often are, 
Their Light blown out in ſome miſtruſtful\ 
Even ſo confounded in the Dark ſhe lay, 
Having loit the fair diſcovery of her Way. 


Vood : 


And now ſhe beats her Heart, whereat it groans, 
That all the Neighbour-caves,as ſeeming troubled, 

Make verbal repetition of her Moans z = 

| Fallion, on Paſſion, deeply is redoubled : 

Ah me, ſhe crys, and twenty times Wo, Wo, 

And * en times aA ſo. 
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She marking them, begins a wailing Note; z 
And ſings extempore a woful Ditty, (dote, 
How Love makes young Men thrall, and old Men 
How Love is wiſe in Folly, fooliſh witty : 
Her heavy Anthem ſtill concludes in Wo, 
And ſtill the Quire of Ecchoes anſwers ſo. 


Her Song was tedious, and out-wore the Nigkt, 
For Lovers hours are long, tho ſeeming ſhort: 
It pleas'd themſelves, others they think delight 
In ſuch-like Circumſtance, with ſuch-like Sport. 
Their copious Stories, oftentimes begun, 
End without Audience, and are never done. 


For who hath ſhe to ſpend the Night withal 
But idle Sounds, reſembling Paraſites, | 

Like ſhrill-tongu'd Tapſters anſwering every Call, 

+ Soothing the Humour of fantaſtick Wits ? 

She ſaid; *tis ſo: they anſwer all, *tis ſo; 

And would ſay after her, if ſhe aid No. 


Lo here the gentle Lark, weary of x re 
From his moiſt Cabinet mounts up on high, | 


And wakes the Morning, from whoſe ſilver Breaſt 
The Sun ariſeth in his Majeſty: ö 


Who doth the World ſo glorionſly behold, 
The Cedar Tops and Hills ſeem burniſht Gold. 


Venus ſalutes him with this * good Morrow: : 
O thou clear God, and Patron of all Light, 
From whom each Lamp and ſhining Star dos borrow 
The beauteous Influence that makes him bright; 
There lives a Son, that ſuckt an earthly Mother, 
May lend thee Light, as thou doſt lend to other. 


| This 


eee 


This ſaid, ſhe haſteth to a myrtle Grove, 
Muſing the Morning is ſo much o' er- worn; 
And yet ſhe hears no Tidings of her Lore, 
-* She hearkens for his Hounds, and for his Horn: 
Anon ſhe hears them chaunt it luſtily, 
And all in haſt ſhe coaſteth to the Cry. 


And as ſhe runs, the Buſhes in the way, 
Some catch her by the Neck, ſome kiſs her Face, 
Some twine about her Thigh to make her ſtay; 
She wildly breaketh from their ſtrict Embrace, 
Like a milch Dow, whoſe ſwelling Dugs do ake, 
Haſting to feed her Fan hid in ſome Brake. 


By this ſhe hears the Hounds are at a Bay, 
Whereat ſhe ſtarts like one that ſpys an Adder, 
Wreath'd _ fatal Folds juſt in his way, 
The Fear whereof doth make him ſhake & ſhudder : 
Even ſo the timorous yelping of the Hounds - 
Appales her Senſes, and her Spirit confounds. 


For now ſhe knows it is no gentle Chaſe, | 
But the blunt Boar, rough Bear, or Lion proud : 
- Becauſe the Cry remaineth in one Place, 
Where fearfully the Dogs exclaim aloud : 
Finding their Enemy to be ſo curſt, 1 * 
They all ſtrain Court'ſy who ſhall cope him firſt. 


This diſmal Cry rings ſadly in her Ear, 
Thro which it enters to ſurpriſe her Heart: 
Who overcome by Doubt and bloodleſs Fear, 
With cool pale Weakneſs nums each feeling part: 
 .. LikeSoldiers when their Captain once doth yield, 
Ĩhey baſely fly, and dare not ſtay the Field. 


Thus 
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Thus ſtands ſhe in a trembling Extaſy, 
Till cheering up her Senſes ſore diſmaid, - 
She tells them 'tis a cauſeleſs Fantaſy, 1 
And childiſh Error that they are afraid, (more; 
Bids them leave quaking, wills them fear no 
And with that Word ſhe ſpied the hunted Boar: 


Whoſe frothy Mouth bepainted all with red, 
Like Milk and Blood being mingled both together, 
A ſecond Fear thro all her Sinews fpred, 
Which madly hurries her ſhe knows not whither : 
This way ſhe runs, and now ſhe will no further, 
But back retires to rate the Boar for Murder. 


A thouſand Spleens bear her a thouſand ways, 
She treads the Paths that ſhe untreads again; 

Her more than Haſt is marred with Delays, 

Like the Proceedings of a drunken Brain, 
Tull of reſpect, yet not at all reſpecting; 

In hand with all things, nought at all affecting. 


Here kennel'd in a Brake ſhe finds an Hound, 
And asks the weary Caitif for his Maſter, ' 
And there another licking of his Wound, | 
 *Gainſt venom'd Sores the only Sovereign Plaiſter ; 
And here ſhe meets another ſadly ſcolding, 
To whom ſhe ſpeaks, and he replies with howling, 


When he had ceas'd his ill-reſounding Noiſe, _ 

Another flat-mouth'd Mourner black and grim, 

Againſt the Welkin vollies out his Voice; 
Another and another anſwer him, | 

_ Clapping their proud Tails to the ground below, 
Shaking their ſcratcht Ears, bleeding as they go. 


Look 
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Look how the World's poor People are amaz d 
At Apparitions, Signs, and Prodigies, 
Whereon with fearful Eyes they long have gaz d, 
Infuſing them with dreadful Prophecies; 
So ſhe, at thele ſad Signs, draws up her Breath, | 
And, ſighing it again, exclaims on Death. 


Hard. favour'd Tyrant, ugly, meagre, lea, 
- Hateful Divorce of Love (thus chides ſhe Death) 
_ Grim- grinningGhoſt, Earth's Worm, what doſt thon 
To ſtitie Beauty, and to ſteal his Breath? (mean, 
Who when he liv'd, his Breath and Beauty ſet 
Gloſs on the Roſe, Smell to the Violet. - 


If he be dead, O no; it cannot be, | 
Seeing his Beauty, thou ſhouldſt ſtrike at it. 
O yes, it may: thou haſt no Eyes to ſee, 
But hatefully at random doſt thou hit. 
hy mark is feeble Age; but thy falſe Dart 
Miſtakes that Aim, and cleavesan Infant' 8 Heart. 


Hadſt thou but bid beware, then he bad ſpoke, 

And hearing him, thy Power had loſt his Power: 

The Deſtinies will curſe thee for this ſtroke, 

They bid thee crop a Weed, thou pluckſt a Flower: 
Love's golden Arrow at him ſhould have fled, 
And not Death's Ebon Dart to ſtrike bim dead. | 


Doſt thoudrink Tears, that thou provok'ſt ſuch wee- 
What may a heavy Groan advantage thee ?- (ping? 
Why haſt thou caſt into eternal ſleeping 
Thoſe Eyes that tavght all other Eyes to ſee ? 

Now Nature cares not for thy mortal Vigor, 
Since * beſt 8 Is ruin'd with thy Rigor. 
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Here overcome, as one full of Deſpair; 
She veiPd her Eye-Lids, who like Sluces ſtopt 


The criſtal Tide, that from her two Cheeks fair, 


In the ſweet Channel of her Boſom dropt. 
But thro the Flood-gates breaks the filver Rain, 
And with his ſtrong Courſe opens them again, 


0 how ber Eyes and Tears did lend and borrow! 


Her Eyes ſeen in her Tears, Tears in her Eye, 


BothCriſtals, where they view'd each others Sorrow, 

Sorrow, that friendly Sighs ſought ſtill to dry; 
But like a Stormy day, now Wind, now Rain, 
Sighs dry her Checks, Tears make them wet . 


Variable Paſſions throng ber conſtant Woe, | 

As ſtriving which ſhould beſt become her Grief; 

All entertain'd, each Paſlion labours ſo, 

That every preſent Sorrow ſeemeth Chief: 

But none is beſt, then join they altogether, g 
Like many Clouds conſulting for foul W eather. 


By this, far oft, ſhe hears ſome Huntſman hollow ; 
A Nurſe's Song ne'er pleas'd her Babe ſo well: 
The dire Imagination ſhe did follow, 
This ſound of Hope doth labour to expel: 

For now reviving Joy bids her rejoice, 

And flatters her, It is Adonts Voice. 


Whereat her Tears began to turn their Tide, 
Being priſon'd in her Eye, like Pearls in Glaſs: 


Yet ſometimes falls an Orient Drop beſide, 


Which her Cheek melts, as ſcorning it ſhould paſs 
To waſh the foul Face of the fluttiſh ground, 
Who is but drunken when ſhe n drown'd. 
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O hard-believing Love, how ſtrange it ſeems 
Not to believe, and yet too credulous! - 5 
Thy Weal and Woe are both of them Extreams, 
Deſpair and Hope make thee ridiculous: 
The one doth flatter thee in Thoughts unlikely, 
With likely Thoughts the other kills thee quickly. 


' Now ſhe unweaves the Web that ſhe had wrought, 

Adonis lives; and Death is not to blame: 

It was not ſhe that call'd him all to nonght, 

No ſhe adds Honour to his hatefal Name, 

She cleeps him King of Graves, and Grave for 
Imperial Supreme of all mortal things, (Kings, 


No, no (quoth ſhe) ſweet Death, I did but jeſt; 


Vet pardon me, I felt a kind of Fear, 


Whenas I met the Boar, that bloody Beaſt, 
Which knows no pity, but is ſill ſevere: ' 
Then gentle Shadow (Truth I muſt confeſs) 

I rail'd on thee, fearing my Love's Deceaſe. 


"Tis not my Fault; the Boar provok'd my Tongue, 
Be wreak' d on him (inviſible Commander) | 
"Tis he, foul Creature, that hath done thee wrong; 

I did but act, he's Author of thy Slander. 
| Grief hath two Tongues, and never Woman yet 
Could rule them both without ten Womens Wit. 


Thus hoping that Adonis is alive, 

Her raſh ſuſpect ſhe doth extenvate : 

And that his Beauty may the better thrive, 
With Death ſhe humbly doth inſinuate; (Stories, 

Tells him of Trophies, Statues, Tombs, and 

His Victories, his Triumphs, and his Glories. 
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O Jove, quoth ſhe, how much a Fool was I, 
To be of ſuch a weak and ſilly Mind, | | 
To wail his Death who lives, and muſt not die, 
Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind ! 
For he being dead, with him is Beauty ſlain; 
And Beauty dead, black Chaos comes again. 


Fie, fie, fond Love, thou art ſo full of Fear, 
As one with Treaſure laden, hem'd with Thieves: 
Trifles (unwitneſſed with Eye or Ear) 
Thy Coward Heart with falſe bethinking grieves: 

Even at this Word ſhe hears a merry Horn, 


Whereat ſhe leaps that was but late forlorn. 


As Faulcon to the lure, away ſhe flies : 

The Graſs ſtoops not, ſhe treads on it ſo light, 

And in her haſt unfortunately ſpies 

The foul Boar's Conqueſt on her fair Delight. 
Which ſeen, her Eyes, as murder'd with the view, 
Like Stars, aſnam'd of Day, themſelves withdrew. 


Or, as the Snail, whoſe tender Horns being hit, 
Shrinks backward in his ſhelly Cave with Pain; 
And there, all ſmother'd up, in ſhade doth ſit, 
Long after fearing to creep forth again : 

So, at his bloody view her Eyes are fled 

Into the deep dark Cabins of her Head; 


Where they reſign'd their Office and their Light 

To the diſpoſing of her troubled Brain: 

Who bids them ſtill conſort with ugly Night, 

And never wound the Heart with Looks again 
Who like a King perplexed in his Throne, 
By their Suggeſtions gives a deadly Groan, 


Whereat 
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Wbereat each tributary Subject quakes, _ _ 
As when the Wind impriſon'd in the Ground, 
Strugling for Paſſage, Earth's Foundation ſhakes; 
Wich with cold J1errors doth Mens Minds con- 
This Vutiny each Part doth ſo ſurpriſe, (found. 
That from their dark Beds, once more, leap her 
(Eyes. 


And, being open'd, threw unwilling Sight _ 
Upon the wide Wound that the Boar had trencht 
In his ſoft Flank ; whoſe wonted Lilly white 
With purple tears, that his woundwept, was drencht. 
Not lower was nigh,noGraſs, Herb,LeaforWeed, 
But ſtole his Blood, and ſeem'd with him to bleed. 


This folemn Sympathy poor Venus noteth, 


Over one Shoulder doth ſhe hang her Head, 

Dumbly ſhe paſſions, trantickly ſhe doteth, _ 

She thinks he could not die, he is not dead : 

Her Voice is ſtopt, her Joints forget to bow, 
Her Eyes are mad that they have wept till now. 


Upon his Hurt ſhe looks ſo ſtedfaſtly, | 
That her ſight dazling, makes the Wound ſeem three, 
And then ſhe reprehends her mangling Eye, 
T hat makes moreGaſhes where noBreach ſhould be : 
HisFace ſeems twain, each ſeveralLimbis doubled, 
For oft the Eye miſtakes, theBrain being troubled. 


My Tongue cannot expreſs my Grief for one ; 
And yet (quoth ſhe) behold two Adons dead: 
My Sighs are blown away, my ſalt Tearts gone; 
Mine Eyes are turn'd to Fire, my Heart to Lead. 
Heavy Hearts Lead melt at mine Eyes as Fire, 
So ſhall I die by Drops of hot Deſire. 
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Alas, poor World, what Treaſure: haſt . loſt 5 
What Face remains alive that's worth the viewing? 


Whoſe Tongue is Muſick now ? what canſt thou boaſt 
Of Things long ſince, or any thing enſuing ? + 


TheFlowers are ſweet, their Colours freſh & trim: 
But true ſweet Beauty liv'd and dy'd in him. 15 


Bonnet or Veil, henceforth no Creature wear; 


Nor Sun, nor Wind, will ever ſtrive to kiſs you: 


Having no Fair to loſe, you need not fear; 


The Sun doth ſcorn you, & the Wind doth hiſs you: | 
But when Adonis liv'd, Sun and ſharp Air 


Lurkt like two Thieves to rob him of his Fair. 


And therefore would he put his Bonnet on, 


Under whoſe Brim the gawdy Sun would peep; 
The Wind would blow it off, and being gone, 


Play with his Locks, then would Adonis weep: 
And ſtrait in pity of his tender Years, (tears. 
They both would ſtrive who firſt ſhould dry his 


To ſee his Face, the Lion walks along; 
Behind ſome Hedg, becauſe he would not fear him: 2: 
Torecreate himſelf when he hath ſung, 


The Tygre would be tame, and gently hear him: 


If had ſpoke, the Wolf would leave his Prey, 
And never fright the lilly Lamb that day. | 


When he hebeld his Shadow i in a Brook, 


There Fiſhes ſpread on it their golden Gill: 
When he was by, the Birds ſuch pleaſure took, 


That ſome would ſing, ſome other in their Bills 5 
Would bring him Mulberries, & rĩpe red Cherries: 
He 10 them with his Sight, they him with Berries. 


\R | But 
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But this foul, grim, and urchin ſnouted Boar, 


W boſe downward Eye ſtill looketh for a Grave, 


Ne er ſaw the beauteous Livery that he wore ; 
Witneſs the Entertainment that he gave: 


tt he did fee his Face, why then, I know, 
lle thought to kiſs him, and hath kilPd him fo. 


Tis true, true, true, thus was Adonis ſhin, 


He ran upon the Boar with his ſharp Spear, 
Who would not whet his Teeth at him again; 
Baut, by a Kiſs, thought to perſuade him there: 


And, nouſling in his Flank, the loving Swine 
Sheath d, unaware, his Fusk in his ſoft Groin. 


Had 1 been tooth'd like him, I muſt confeſs 


' Withckifſing him, I hould have kill'd him firſt ; 
But he is dead, and never did he bleſs 
My Mouth with his, the more I am accurſt: 


With this ſhe falleth in the place ſhe ſtood. 
And ſtains her Face with his congealed Blood. 


She looks upon his Lips, and they are pale; 
She takes him by the Hand, and that is cold; 
She whiſpers in his Ear a heavy Tale, 

As if he heard the woful Words ſhe told: 


She lifts the Coffer-lids that cloſe his Eyes, 


Where lo, two Lamps burnt out in darkneſs lies, 


Tuo Glaſſes, where her ſelf her ſelf beheld 


A thouſand times, and now no more reflect, 
Their Virtue loſt, wherein they lateexcelPd, 


And every Beauty rob'd of his Effect: 


Wonder of — 8 the, this is my Spight, : 
That, you being dead, the Day ſhould yet be Light. 
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Since thou art t dend 10 here 1 propheſy, 
Sorrow on Love hereafter ſhall attend : 


It ſhall be waited on with Jealouſy, 


ind ſweet Beginning, but unſavoury kad; OO 
Ne er ſettled equally, too high, or low, 
That all Love's Pleaſures ſhall not match his Wo. 


It ſhall be fickle, falſe, and full of Fraud, 
And ſhall be blaſted in a breathing while, 
The bottom Poiſon, and the top o er- ſtraw d 


With Sweets, that ſhall the ar peſt fight beguile. 
The ſtrongeſt Body ſhall it make moſt weak, 


Strike the Wiſe dumb, and teach the Fool to Ie. 


It ſhall be ſparing, and too full of Riat, 


Teaching decrepit Age to tread the Meaſures; * 


The ſtaring Ruffian ſhall it keep in quiet, 
Pluck down theRich,iorich thePoor with Treaſures. 
It ſhall be raging mad, and ſilly mild, 

Make the Young old, the Old become a Child. 


9 ſhall ſuſpe&, where is no cauſe of fears 
It ſhall not fear, where it ſhall moſt miſtruſt ; 


It ſhall be merciful, and too ſevere, 


And moſt deceiving, when it ſeems moſt juſt: 


per verſe it ſhall be when it ſeems moſt toward, 
Put Fear to Valour, Courage to the Coward. - 


It ſhall be cauſe of War, and dire Events, 


And ſet Dillenſion twixt the Son and Sire, 

Subject and ſervile to all Diſconteats, | 

As dry combuſtious Matter 1s to Fire : 

Sich in bis Prime, Death doth my Love deſtroy, 
* that love beſt their Love ſhall not enjoy. 
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By this, the Boy that by her ſide lay kilbd, 
Was melted like a Vapour from her fight, 
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And in his Blood that on the Ground lay ſpil'd, 

A purple Flower ſprung up checker'd with white, 

_ Reſembling well his pale Cheeks, and the Blood, 
Which in round drops upon their whiteneſs ſtood, 


he bos her Head, the new · ſprung Flower to ſmell, 


Comparing it to her Adonis Breath ; 

And ſays, within her Boſom it ſhall dwell, 
Since he himſelf is reft from her by death : 
She crops the Stalk, and in the breach appears 


Green dropping Sap, which ſhe compares to Tears. 


Poor Flower, quoth ſhe, this was thy Father's Guiſe, 


| (Sweet Iſſue of a more ſweet-ſmelling Sife) 


For every little Grief to wet his Eyes, 

To grow unto himſelf was his deſire; 
And ſo *tis thine: but know, it is as good 
To wither in my Breaſt, as in his Blood. 


# 


| Here was thy Father's Bed, here is my Breaſt, 


Thou art the next of Blood, and tis thy Right: 

Lo, in this hollow Cradle take thy reſt, = 

My thrubbing Heart ſhall rock thee Day and Night: 
There ſhall not be one minute of an Hour, 
Wherein I will not kiſs my ſweet Love's Flower. 


Thus weary of the World, away ſhe hies, 
And yokes her ſilver Doves, by whoſe ſwift Aid 
Their Miſtreſs mounted, thro the empty Skies 
In her light Chariot quickly is convey'd, 3 
Holding their Courſe to Paphos, where their Queen 
Means to immure her ſelf, and not be ſeen. 
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2 K E the v vain Curlings of the watry Maze, 5 

: Which in ſmooth Streams a ſinking Weight 

So Man, declining always, diſappears (dos raile; ; 
In the weak Circles of increaſing Years; | 
And his ſhort Tumults of themſelves compoſe, © 

While flowing Time above his Head dos cloſe. _ © 

Trommel alone with greater Vigour runs 

(un- like) the Stages of ſucceeding Suns: 

And ſtill the Day which he doth next reſtore, 

Is the juſt Wonder of the Day before. 

Cromwel alone doth with new Luſtre ſpring, 

And ſhines the Jewel of the yearly Ring. 

Tis he the Force of ſcatter'd Time contracts, 
And in one Yeat the Work of Ages acts: {Cd 

While * Monarchs make a wide Return, 

Longer, and more Malignant than Saturn; | 

And tho — all Platonick Years ſhould reign, 

In the ſame Poſture would be found again. 

Their earthy Projects under ground they lay, 

More ſlow and brittle than the China Clay: 

Well may they ſtrive to leave them to their Son, 

For one Thing never was by' one King done. 

Yet ſome more active for a Frontier Town 

> Foo in * — begs a falſe Renown ; 5 

8 3 Another 
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Another triumphs at the Publick Colt, . 

And will have won, if he no more loſt; * 

They fight by Others, but in Perſon wrong, 
And only are againſt their Subjects ſtrong z 

Their other Wars ſeem but a feign'd Conteſt, 
This Common Enemy is ſtill oppreſt. 
If Conquerors, on them they turn their Might; 

If Conquered, on them they wreak their Spight : 

They neither build the Temple in their days, 91 
Nor Matter for ſucceeding Founders raiſe; 
Nor ſacred Prophecies conſult within, 

Much leſs themſelves to perfect them 'begin : : 
No other Cate they beat of Things above, 
But with Aſtrologers Divine, and Jove, . 

Jo know. how long their Planet yet reprieves 
From the deſerved Fate their guilty Lives. 
Thus (Image- like) an uſeleſs time they 1 
And with vain W i Ta 717 By, 
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And cuts his way ſtill nearer to th 
learning a Muſick in the Region END, 7 
5 Io tune this lower to that higher Sphere. 
9 So when Amphion did the Lute command, 
Which the God-gave him, with his gentle bang; 20 
The rougher Stones, unto his Meaſures hew'd, 
| Danc'd up in order from the Quarrys rude; 
This took a lower, that a higher Place, 
As he the Treble alter'd, or the Baſe: 
No Note he ſtruck, buta new Story lay'd, - 15 rr 
And the great Work aſcended while he play'd, 
The liſting Structures he with Wonder ey d, 
And ſtill new Stops to various Time apply'd : 
Now thro the Strings a martial Rage 44 crows, 
And] Joining 2 the.? Tbeban Tow? Ts aroſe z 


Then | 
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Then as he ſirolins them with a Touch more > 
The flocking Marbles in a Palate meet; 
But, for the moſt he graver Notes did try; 
Therefore the Temples rear'd their Columns m 
Thus, Cer he ceas'd, his Sacred Lute creates 
The harmonious City of the ſeveh Gates. 
Such was that wond'rous Order and Conſent, | 
When Cromwel tun'd the ruling Inſtrument; 
While tedious Stateſmen many Years did hack; 0. 
Framing a Liberty that ſtill went back; 11 
Whoſe num rous Gorge could ſwallow in an Hout 
That Iſland, which the Sea cannot devoun: 
Then our Ampbion iſſues out and ſings 
And once he ſtruck, and twice, the pow'rful Strings | 
The Commonwealth then firſt together came, Fr 5 
And each one enter'd in the willing Frame 2 
All other Matter yields, and may be rul'd; 

But who the Minds of ſtubborn Men can bud? pa 

No Quarry bears a Stone ſo hardly wrought, 

Nor with ſuch labour from its Center bong; 1 

None to be ſunk in the Foundation bends, -- 

Each in the Houſe the higheſt Place contends, 
And each the Hand that lays him will direct, 
And ſome fall back upon the Architect; 

vet all compos'd by his attractive Song, 

Into the animated City throng. 

The Commonwealth dos thro their Centers all 

Draw the Circumfrence of the publick Wall; 

The croſſeſt Spirits here do take their part, 
Faſtning the Contignation which they thwart; 
And they, whoſe Nature leads them to divide, 
Uphold, this one, and that the other Side 

But the moſt equal ſtill ſuſtain the Height, 

And they as Pillars keep the Work upright; 

While the Reſiſtance of oppoſed Minds, 

The Fabrick as with Arches ſtronger binds, 


„ Which 
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Which on the Baſis of a Senate free, mY 
Enit by the Roof's protecting Weig ht agree. 0 
When for his Foot he thus a — had 1 
Hie hurls er ſince the World about him round 3 
And in his ſev'ral Aſpects, like a Star, ul 
Here ſhines in Peace, and thither ſhoots a War. 
While by his Beams obſerving Princes ſteer, 12 
And wiſely court the Influence they fear: 
O would they rather, by his Pattern won, k 
Kiſs the approaching, nor yet angry Son; | 57 4 
And in their numbred Footſteps humbly tread / 
The Path where holy Oracles do lead! dT 
How might they under ſuch a Captain raiſe q 
The great Deligns kept for the latter Days? 
But mad with Reaſon, ſo miſcall'd, of State, 
They know them not, and what they know not hate. 
Hence ſtil] they ſing Hoſanna to the Whore, 
And her whom they ſhould mallacre adore: 
But Indians whom they ſhould convert, ſobdue; I 
Nor teach, but traffick with, or burn the Jew. 
Unbappy Princes, ignorantly bred, 
By Malice ſome, by Error more willed ! 
If gracious Heaven to my Life give length, 
Leifure to Time, and to my Weakneſs Strength, 
Then ſhall I once with graver Accents ſhake 
' Your Regal Sloth, and your long Slumbers wake: 
Luke the ſhrill Huntſman that prevents the Eaſt, 
Winding his Horn to Kings that. chaſe the Bealt. 
Till then my Muſe ſhall hollow far behind 
Avg Crommel; who out- wings the Wind; 
in dark Nights, and in cold Days alone, 
— the Monſtet thorow every Throne : 
W hich ſhrinking to her Koman' Den impure, 
Gnaſhes.her goary, Teeth nor there ſecure. 
Hence oft I think, it in ſome happy Hout 
gh G Gyact ſhould meet in one with higheſt Pow'r 3 


And | 
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And then a ſeaſonable People ill a. 
Should bend to his, as he to Heaven's will; 
What we might hope, what wonderful Effect 
From ſuch a wiſh'd Conjuncture might reflect! 
Sure, the myſterious Work, where none withſtand, 
Would forthwith finiſh under ſuch a Hand; 
Fore · ſnortned Time its uſeleſs courſe would ſtay, 
And ſoon precipitate the lateſt Day. 
But a thick Cloud about that Morning lies, 
And intercepts the Beams of mortal Eyes; | 
That 'tis the moſt which we determine can, 
If theſe the Times, then This muſt be the Man. 
And well he therefore dos, and well has gueſt, | 
Who in his Age has always forward preſt'; 
And knowing not whereHeaven's Choice may liebe, 
Girds yet his Sword, and- ready ſtands to fight. 
But Men, alas, as if they nothing car d. 
Look on, all unconcern'd, or unprepar d; * 
And Stars ſtill fall, and kin the Dragon's Tail 
Swinges the Volumes of its horrid Flail. © - 
For the great Juſtice that did firſt ſuſpend 
The World by Sin, does by the ſame extend. 
Hence that bleſt Day ſtill counterpoiſed waſtes, 
The lll delaying, what th' Elected haſtes; 
Hence landing Nature to new Seas is toſt, 
And good Deſigns ſtill with their Authors loſt 
And thou, great Cromwel, for whoſe happy Birth 
A Mold was choſen out of better Earth; 
Whoſe Saint-like Mother we did lately ſee 
Live out an Age, long as a Pedegreez + 
That ſhe might ſeem, could we the Fall diſpute, 
T'have ſmelt the Bloſſom, and not eat the Fruit; 
Tho none dos of more laſting Parents grow, 
But never any did them Honour ſo; 
Tho thouthine Heart from Evil ſtill unſtain'd, 
And always —_ "oy Tongue from fraud refrata' 43 


Thou, 
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Thou, who ſo oft thro-Storms of thundring Lead 


Haſt born ſecurely thine undaunted Head, 
Thy Breaſt thro ponyarding Conſpiracies, 
Drawn from the Sheath of lying Prophecies ; 
The Proof beyond all other Force or Skill, 
Our Sins endanger, and ſhall one day kill. 
How near they fail'd, and in thy ſudden Fall 
At once aſſay'd to overturn us all. 
Our brutiſh Fury ſtrugling to be free, 
Hurry'd thy Horſes while they hurry'd thee; 
When thou hadſt almoſt quit thy mortal Cares, 


And ſoil'd in Duſt thy Crown of Silver Hairs. 


Let this one Sorrow inter weave among 
The other Glories of our yearly Song. 
Like skilful Looms which thro the coſtly Thred 
Of purling Ore, a ſhining Wave do ſhed: 

o ſhall the Tears we on paſt Grief employ, 
Still as they trickle, glitter in our Joy. 

So with more modeſty we may be true, 

And ſpeak as of the Dead the Praiſes due: 
While impious Men, deceiv'd with Pleaſure ſhort, 
On their own Hopes ſhall find the Fall retort, | 

But the poor Beaſts wanting their noble Guide, 
What could they more? ſhrunk guiltily aſide, 
Firſt winged Fear tranſports them far away, 
And leaden Sorrow then their flight did' ſtay. 
See how they each his tow'ring Creſt abate, 


And the green Graſs, and their knownMangers hate; 


Nor thro wide Noſtrils ſnuff the wanton Air, 


Nor their round Hoofs, or curled Manes compare 5 


With wandring Eyes and reſtleſs Ears they ſtood, 


And with ſhrill Neighings ask'd him of the Wood. 


Thou Cromwe falling, not a ſtupid Tree, 
Or Rock ſo ſavage, but it mourn'd for Thee: 
And all about was heard a panick Groan, 

As if that Nature's ſelf were overthrown. 
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It ſeemꝰ'd che Earth did from the Center tear; 
It ſeem d the Sun was fal'n out of the ee 7h 
- Juſtice obſtructed lay, and Reaſon fool d; 

Courage diſheartned, and Religion cold. 
A diſmal Silence thro the Palace went, 
And then loud Shreeks the vaulted Marbles rent; 
Such as the dying Chorus ſings by turns, | 
And to deaf Seas, and ruthleſs Tempeſts mourns, 
When now they ſink, and now the plundring Streams 
Break up eachDeck, and rip the Oaken Seams, 
But Thee triumphant hence the fiery Car, 
And fiery Steeds had born out of the War 
From the low World, and thankleſs Men, above 
Unto the Kingdom bleſt of Peace and Love: 
We only mourn'd our ſelves in thine Aſcent, 
Whom thou hadſt left beneath with Mantle rent. 
For all delight of Life thou then didſt loſe, 
When to Command thou d ĩdſt thy ſelf depoſe; 11 
Reſigning up thy Privacy ſo dear, | 
To turn the headſtrong Peoples Charioteer. 
For to be Cromwel was a greater thing, 
Than ought below, or yet above a King: 
Therefore thou rather didſt thy Self depreſs, 
vielding to Rule, becauſe it made thee leſs. 

For, neither didſt thou from the firſt apply 
Thy ſober Spirit unto things too high, 
But in thine own Field exerciſedſt long 
An healthful Mind within a Body ſtrong, 
Till at the Seventh time thou in the Skies, 
As a ſmall Cloud, likea Man's Hand didſt riſe ; 
Then did thick Miſts and Winds the Air deform, 
And down at laſt thou pour'dſt the fertile Storm ; ; 

Which to thethirſt 2 Land did Plenty bring, 
But, tho forewarn'd, oꝰer - took and wet the King. 
What ſince he did, an higher Force him puſh'd 
Still from behind, and i it before him ruſſ d, 


Tho 


Tho undiſcern d among the Tumult blind. 
Who think thoſe high Decrees by Man deſign'd. 
_ *TwasHeaven would not that hisPow?'r.ſhould ceaſe 
But walk ſtill middle betwixt War and Peace; 
Chuſing each Stone, and poyſing every Weight, 
Trying the Meaſures of the Breadth and Height; 
Here pulling down, and there erecting New, 
Founding a firm State by Proportions true. 
When Gideon ſo did from the War retreat, 
Vet by the Conqueſt of two Kings grown great, 
He on the Peace extends a Warlike Power, 
And Ire lent ſaw him raſe the Tow'r, 
And how, he Succoth's Elders durſt ſuppreſs, 
With Thorns and Briars of the Wilderneſs: 
No King might ever ſuch a Force have done; 
Yet would not he be Lord, nor yet his Son. 
T hou with the ſame Strength, & a Heart as plain, 
Didſt (like thine Olive) ſtill refuſe to rein; 
Tho why ſhould others all thy Labour ſpoil, 
And Brambles be anointed with thine Oil, 
Whoſe climbing Flame, without a timely ſtop, ; 
Had quickly level'd every Cedar's tap :? 
Therefore firſt growing to thy ſelf a Law, 
Th'ambitious Shrubs thou in juſt time didſt aw. _ 
So have I ſeen at Sea, when whirling Winds 
Hurry the Bark, but more the Seamens Minds, 
Who with miſtaken Courſe ſalute the Sand, 
And threatning Rocks miſapprehend for Land; 
While baleful Tritons to the ſhipwrack guide, 
And Corpoſants along the Tacklings ſlide; 
The Paſtengers all wearied out before, 
Giddy, and wiſhing for the fatal Shore, 
Some luſty Mate, who with more careful Eye 
Counted the Hours, and ev'ry Star did ſpy, 
The Helm does from the artleſs Steerſman ſtrain, 
And donbles back unto the ſafer Maig. 


What 
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What tho a while they grumble Diſcontent? 
Saving himſelf he does their Loſs prevent. 


'Tis not a Freedom that, where All command; 


Nor Tyranny, where One does them withſtand: 
But who of both the Bounders knows to lay, 


Him as their Father muſt the State obey. (reſt, 


Thou, and thine Houſe, like Noah's Eight did 


Left by the War's Flood on the Mountain's Creſt : 


And the large Vale lay ſubject to thy Will, 
| Which thou but as an Husbandman wouldſt till: 

And only didſt for others plant the Vine | 
Of Liberty, not drunken with its Wine. 
| That ſober Liberty which Men may have, 

That they enjoy, but more they vainly crave : 
And ſuch as to their Parents Tents do preſs, 
May ſhew their own, not ſee his Nakedneſs. 

Yet ſuch a Chammiſh Iſſue ſtill does rage, 
The Shame and Plague both of the Land and Age, 
Who watch'd thy halting, and thy Fall deride, 
Rejoicing when thy Foot had flipt afide ; 


That their new King might the fifch Scepter ſhake, | 


And make the World, by his Example, quake: 
Whoſe frantique Army, ſhould they want for Men, 
Might muſter Hereſies, ſo one were ten. 
What thy Misfortune, they the Spirit call, 

And their Religion only is to fall. 

Oh Mabomet now couldſt thou rife again, 

Thy falling Sickneſs ſhould have made thee reign; 
While Feake and Simpſon would in many a Tome, 
Have writ the Comments of thy ſacred Foam : 
For ſoon thou mightſt. have paſt among their Rant, 
Were't but for thine unmoved Tulipant ; 

As thou muſt needs have own'd them of thy Band, 
For . Prophecies fit to be Alcoran d. 

Accurſed Locuſts, whom your King does ſpit 

Out of the Center of th'unbottom'd Pit; 
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Wandrers, Adaltrers, Liers, Munſter's reſt, 
Sorcerers, Atheiſts, Jeſuits, Poſſeſt; 

You who the Scriptures and the Laws deface 
With the ſame Liberty as Points and Lace; 
Oh Race moſt hy pocritically ſtri& ! 

Bent to reduce us to the antient Pict; 

'Well-may you act the Adam and the Eve, 
Ay, and the Serpent too that did deceive. | 

But the great Captain, now the Danger's o'er, 
Makes you for his ſake tremble one fit more; 
And, to your ſpight, returning yet alive, 

Does with himſelf all that is Good revire. 

So when firſt Man did thro the Morniog new 
See the bright Sun his ſhining Race purſue, 
All day he follow'd with unwearied fight, 
Pleas'd with that other World of moving Light; 
But thonght him, when he 'miſs'd- his ſetting Beams, 
Sunk in the Hills, or plung'd below the Streams. 
While diſmal Blacks hung round the Univerſe, 
And Stars (like Tapers) . his Herſe: 
And 'Owlsand Ravens with their ſcreeching noiſe 
Did make the Fun'rals ſadder by their Joys; 

His weeping Eyes the doleful Vigils keep, 

Not knowing yet the Night was made for ſleep: 

Still to the Weſt, where he him loſt, he turn'd, 

And with ſuch Accents, as deſpairing mourn'd : 

Why did my Eyes once ſee ſo bright a Ray, 

Or why Day laſt no longer than a Day? 

When ſtrait the Sun behind him he deſcry'd, 
Smiling ſerenely from the further fide. 

So while our Star, that gives us Light and Heat, 

Seem'd now a long and gloomy Night to threat, 

Up from the other World his Flame he darts, 

And Princes, ſhining thro their Windows, ſtarts ; 

Who their ſuſpeted Counſellors refuſe, 

And credulous Ambaſſadors accuſe, 
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e Spent with both Wars, under a Captain dead? 
« Yet rig a Navy while we dreſs us late; 
« And &er we dine, raſe and rebuild our State. 


„ What Oaken Foreſts, and what golden Mines? 


« What Mints of Men, what Union of Deſigns! 
« Unleſs their Ships do, as their Foul, proceed 


« Of ſhedding Leaves, that with their Ocean 


"$a . +2 + Abel 
% Theirs are not Ships, but rather Arks of War, 
© And beaked Promontories ſail'd from far, 
«© Of floating Iſlands a new hatched Neſt; 
« A Fleet of Worlds, of other Worlds in queſt; 
An hideous ſhole of Wood- Leviathans, 
« Arm'd with three Tire of brazen Hurricans ; 
«© That thro the Center . ſhoot their thundring 


RY : (fide, 
And ſink the Earth that does at Anchor ride. 


What Refuge to eſcape them can be found, 


KF © Whoſe watry Leaguersall the World ſurround? 


Needs muſt we all their Tributaries be, 
| ©. Whoſe Navies hold the Sluces of the Sea. 
* The Ocean is the Fountain of Command, 
But that once took, we Captives are on Land. 


And thoſe that have the Waters for their ſhare, 


Can quickly leave us neither Earth nor Air. 
* Yet if thro theſe our Fears could find a paſs; 


& Thro double Oak, and lin'd with treble Braſs; 


«© That one Man ſtill, altho but nam'd, alarms 
More than all Men, all Navies, and all Arms. 
* Him all the Day, Him in late Nights I dread, 


** And ſtill his Sword ſeems hanging o'er my 


| 5 (Head. 
* The Nation had been ours, but his own Soul 


Moves the great Bulk and animates the Whole. 


He Secrecy with Number hath inchas'd, 
Courage with Age, Maturity with Haſt : « 3% 
| ; | . 9 a 
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es this, faith one, the Nation that we read 
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« The Valiant's Terror, Riddle of the Wiſe : - 
« And ſtill his Fauchion all our Knots unties. 
« Where did he learn thoſe Arts that coſt us dear ? 
Where below Earth, or where above the 8 ? 
He ſeems a King by long Succeſlion dorn, 
And yet the ſame to be a King does ſcorn. 


Abroad a King he ſeems, and ſomething more, 


At Bome a Subject on the equal Floor. 
* O could I once him with out Title ſee, 
<< So ſhould I bope yet he might die as we. 


60 But let them write his Praiſe that love him beſt, | 


* It — me ſore to have thus much confeſt. 
(Spight 


| | Pardogy Great Prince if thus their Fear or 


More than our Love and Duty do thee Right, 


I yield, nor further will the Prize contend ; 


So that we both alike may miſs our End : 
While Thou thy venerable Head doſt raiſe 

As far above their Malice as my Praiſe. - 

And as the Angel of our 'Commonweal, 
n the VVaters, yearly open them heal. 


TITANTOMAZI A, 


Or 4 full and true Relation of the Great 
and fBloody Fight between three Pagan 


Rug bts and a Chriſtian Giant. 2651 . 


Of Motitters fell, and Lodo Wieghts, 
Of Tow'rs inchanted, bloody Fights, = 
of errant Rnaves hs errant Knights, 


HM compeſe 19. Ballad ; 
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How a huge Giant fierce and ſtout, nwo 
Three gentle Knights at once did rout;, 
Of whicd, if you the Truth do doubt, a bio a: 

| The Record's in my Wale. 
Contrary to Romantick Rules IIs 
By Snatches ſweetly conn'd at Schools, 
Which always make the biggeſt Fools, | F 

Truth here takes part with Giant: - 

For he the Knight's thick Skulls did crack, 

He laid their Honours on the Back, 

And did their Ribs full rudely thwack, 7% 8 
6 To make their Purſes plant 

Thou great st. George, and Eglamore, 86 

Thou Pegaſus, and Brigliadore, 

With all hard Names that Poets roa, 
And for their Gods have talen, 

Merlin that made the De'il an A, 2117 27900 

Bladud-ap- -creat-Rud- Hudibraſs,. _. ' 


That thro the Air like Owl could — ne 
And famous Friar Bacon . 
Aſſiſt, aſliſt r my mournful Song! n e 


Mingle your pow'rful Charms among 1 
With whilper'd Numbers, dark and ſtrong, © 5 1 
91 Whilſt [ the Liſts do enter. | 
e all Profaneneſa h nun ndt hear! Af So! 4 | 
| 


I' invade the ſacred Rituals here, inf aw) 
Nor Wine, nar * nor good Cheer, | 
1 Tu binder mine Adventure. 


'An Ile there by: that Albion heiglit, Fon ba“ f 
With Fruits and Flowers around bedight. 3 | 
Where Damſel fair, and gentle Knight, I 

Ji every ſhade are Ping; 

Where NightingWlts each Tree adorn, tt 
Spurring theit-Breaſts with watchful Thorn - 

Throughout the adi where ey'ry Morn 

zbburz m ae e eo. Maying, 
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A Town it has, which Fiends inchant, 
Where bridled Furies roar and rant, 
In olden Times, height Troynovant, ee 
But now tis London ſtiled; 
Which by full many a dev'liſh Spell, 
And Brands and Balls fetch'd up from Hell, 
In its own Cinders buried fell, 
| of all its Glory ſpoiled ; 


But wikn None? s thred-bare Plots were ipj'd, 

Her Charms unravel'd, Knots untied, 

Twas gloriouſly re- edify d, | 
| © Far Nobler than by th? Founder : 
Bright Turrets in th invaded Air, 

By Negromantick Art they rear; 
With ſtately Domes, and Houſes fair, 
Beſprinkling all around ber. 


Here the learn'd Sages every Year | 
In venerable Furs appear, A 
To chuſe a Chriſtian Officer, 
That may provide em n Juvies . 
This makes the pagan Tories rave, 
Becauſe their ſtakes they cannot ſave; 
This makes Rogero, ſtrut and brave, 


: VFith all his Club of Furies. 

Some Renegado's 8 ſtile you can, 1 - 
Two Knights, but ne'er a Gentleman, 
Sometimes on the hot Scent they ran - 

A bunting for Promotion; | 
And now and then for nimble Tag a. MW. 


Or treading down their Neighbours Grounds, 
Their Dog-lookt Friends amon ng: the Hounds, 
Are dub d with great Devotion. 
Such recreant Knights, accoutred ine 1 
With Sword and Mace, their ſteps incline | 3 
To a rs ane, * Sin and Wine 6 
On equal 2 Terms are vended 1 A 


Its Name I know not, tho "tis faid 
And thought by moſt, *rwas the Popes-Head, 
For there like Eriends they might be ſped, 


And carefully uten. 


The firſt was of as ſtrong a Make, 
As ever Lance in Juſting brake 
Or handled Sword for Ladies 1 2 


In Turky or in perſy: i 


From Top to Toe, from Head to Heel, 
He cas'd himſelf in burniſh'd Steel ; 
For Yard, a Spear he now does feel, 


And Mail inſiead of key 


The next that carry'd on the Fight, 

With ponderous Mace of mickle Might, 

Was Hangman, Senator and Knight, | 

A ſtrange 1 N Om. : 

Whom ſcandalizing Whigs in 

When to their Brethren they rk; wie 

That he's all y'd to the French Court, | 
 By's Name's Reſemblance conſter. 


The S f can't the L —— 5 hide, 
The Knightly Spurs muſt needs be ſpy'd, 
Tho the Gold Chain's about em ty d, 


The better to obſcure em; 


Th” Aſs is an Aſs, tho cloth'd he be 
In the caſt Robes of Majeſty, 
Tho his * Ears Beaſts cannot ſee, 


From trembling to ſecure em, 


The Third, a proper Man *tis true, 
But that his Legs did ſtand askew, 
And both like Sampſon's Foxes grew, 


One this way, that the 8 | 


Nought but their equal Uglineſs, 

Their equal Shape, and equal Dreſs, 

Could make th amaz d Beholder gueſs, 
That this tothat was Brother. 
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With him would not enter Strife, 
Nor try a Fall to ſave my Life. 
es a ns ann 
Legs would ſplit on bien: : 
This may without a {tretch be ſed; wy 
Upon my Neck ſhonld he but tread, 
Heid certainly cut off my Head, Sth 
wn Before my Tall were riß 
Enough of theſe, too much 1- fear: 
Now of the Giant you ſhall hear, | 
That did with Blood their Chaps delmear, 8 
And the their ſides bombaſted 3 
How on their Skulls he Blows did rain, 
And kickt em down, and up again; | 
How with no little Grief and Pain a oats. Lande 
Fey frombis Clutches haſte. - 
His bütward Parts were ſomething ſmall; 5 
was th inward Powers that acted all; 
Let tho a Giaht , we call, ä 
Let not the Tories blame iu + 
For as Bote Flames more fiercely rofl, 
Impriſon di in a narrow Hole; 
S0 twas his brave Giga 1 1 . 
8 s Pypmee-Body Famous. 
All Tory Cloth, and Drapers too, 
With Fiſt, or elſe with Indigo, | 
He's us'd to dye. both black and blue, 
I Thebes in all the Nation; ö 
And Teſt his Cuſtomers be found, "IE 
Some do ſuppoſe he has been bound | . 


By heavy Bag of. hundred Pound, e 
T6 bide tis Orca. 
This ade AY 3 1 


This Cadmus, This een what 2 phaſe, | 
. Thor direful Monſters quel d with 5 
hed 2 M d ren borri Cavern; j 
* The 


The matter few diſtinguiſh can n, 


Whether he freely thither: rann, 


þ 4 


Or was entic'd 7, a Trepag, 1 


vol IV. e Te 26 1 


—4 


And wbeedled to - he ; Tavern, 1 


Who there behind the Door ſhould hirk, 
But a falſe misbelieving Turk, 
Who thus began the Devil's e 
Vith Glaſs faſt claſp in Clurebes, 
Ah Sirrah ! have we got you here? 
Come pledg a Health to th Grand-Viſier, 
Or elſe with ſpeed my Cimiter 


* 
* " — 
42474 


Shall make new room for Crutchs, 


Sad was the Chriſtian Champion's Caſe ; 
He had nor Battel-axe, nor Mace, 
Yet ſtoutly he took Heart-a-grace, 


And thus defies the Pagan 


Falſe Recreant Wretch as Cer did wield 
An unbecoming Lance, or Shield! 
| My Head as ſoon as Knees Pllyield. 
T0 your Great Bell, and Dragon. 


| Fack Adams ſtruts about the Rooms, 

And ſwears, and ſinks, and cocks and fumes, 
That thus one Stubborn Whig preſumes 

On three arm'd Knights to venture 


Sirrah you Dog! @'ye prate, Ae! proto gan) JUN 


Muſt Captives then capitulate * 
Diſpatch or elſe Pll break your Pate, 


And ram ye to the Center. 


No ſooner ſaid, no ſooner done, 
The Fight was inſtant! begun; br: 
' A Blow he ſtruck enough to ſtug 


* The ſtouteſt Knipht in London 5 


Some fawring God, or powerful Sharm, 

To ſave a conrteous Knight from harm, | 
Tr nick came, underneath bis Arm 

YON Or there be bad been aid 
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The empty Sword ſlid glancing by; ; 
Not ſo our Champion, who muſt try 

Bravely to conquer, or to die, f 
y band of miſcreant Heathen ; 
But ſince he faw the War begin, 
He won t for nothing ſell his Skin, 
But if his reach they come within, | 
Hell give bis Foes a breathing. | 


His Fiſt he bends, and dings it right - 

At's Worſhip's Face with all his 79 

Down on the Floor my gentle Knight | 

All in a beap does te 

As when one Mungril you attack, 

Theyelping Cur your ſteps will track, 
: And raiſe the Pariſh on your back, 

©... Hs Friends began to mundi | 


| In our Relation to be brief, 
Sir Simon Suck-egg was the chief, 
That brought his Brother Fool relief, a 5 
. Than all bis Fellows. madder; . 
He by his aan Honours ſwore, 
By forked Creſt the Arms he bore, 
And by his Miſtreſs, alias W—_ 
Io turn him oer the Ladder. 


But tho his Hands were thick and long, 

His Weapon ponderous and ſtrong, 

And he with Mace laid on ding - dong, | 
7 Tiet ſtill our Champion tight-ſtood: 

And after many a crabbed Jowle, 

Putting aſide his weighty Pole, 

te tales him o'er the Jobbernole, | 

And down be fetcht poor Knighthood 
In Triumph over them he goes, 
5 er'd all his Foes, . 
And vader Hed orious Toes . 


v0. y, 8 hangs! = batter” d Faces 1 
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Sir Simon's Beauty went to pot, 
That tho in Love he had been hot, 
His Miſtriſs ſoon reſtore would not 660 22/4 
Her Favours and good Graces. 
Beat Death's Alarm upon the Drums! 
*Ware Shanks ! *ware Shanks ! Sir Harry comes; - 
He bit for Anger both his Thumbs, 
And at our Cham; pron yamned 3 
He like Alcides did provide 
To guard himſelf on either fide, | 
ven Hydra 8 Coxcombs multiplyd, . 
And two for one were ſpawned. 


With Corps acl and Viſage grim, 
One Foot he plants on ſimple Sim, 
Who ſadly growled under him; 
Sir Bobb ſupported t other: 
With an undaunted Meen, and Air, 
His conqu'ring Arms he high does rear, 
And for the third Aſſault prepare, 
To drub their Friend and Brother. 


So have I ſeen a ſprightly Cat, 
That purring in a Corner far. 
In Ambuſcade for luſty Rat, 
Sworn Foe to Cheeſe and Bacon: 
When two young Mice that frisking out, 
From a low Port of their Redoubt, 


By Governours command to ſcour, 


Mere in ber Clutches takes, 
Their piercing Shrieks the Fort affright 


O.ut ſallies Rat, prepar'd to fight, 


As Leres as any Tory Knight, 
D don ber madly falling ; 
Puſs in two Paws ſhuts Captive Mice, 
To hinder Reſcue, or Surpriſe ; 
With th' other at her Foe does riſe, 
And wa ſhe cuffs bim 2 


** 


Doughty . 
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Doughty Sir Hall a tiptoe ſtands, "SP. 41 :4 
1 
. 


With mighty Fauchion rear'd in Hands, 
And Satisfaction demands, 


For both bis Friends Miſchances; 1 


He winks, and then Pell-mell let's nn 250 1 
Aiming his Head in twain to rive; | Th 6 
\ 


That was the Sentleſt Knight alive; 
But flatlong on't it glances. 
Our 3 s Head, and Brains ran round, | 
Down he was ſinking in a Sound, | | 
But yet as ſoon's he toucht the Ground, 
Up leapt be like Anteus @: 
The N l. Arrears he paid him ſoon, | 
Tho he for Grace did importune, 
And mage him ſee more Stars at Noon, 


Than Oer did Galilæus (b). 
1 vain i the Wretch ior Help does bawl, 


On Back, and Sides, and Face and all, 
Wund Knight] y Proweſs he does fall, 


And many a truſty greeting 
He laid on Load on empty Crown, 
Uatil with a moſt gracious Frown,. 


His Honour too came ratling dowu, | 
*E Jo give bis Friends a mecting. 
Stout Whig their Noſes gently tweaks, 
' Their Sculls, tho thick, all over breaks, 
And his juſt Anger on*em wreaks 


+ For their Affront Wi . 
He . their Lace, and Linen pure, | 


(Who can fo fad a light endure? } - 
And Point Cravats, and Garniture, 


e 5 bat made 'em look & ſo gloriow, 


(a) Antzus, 4 e Moorfields Wreſtl; | the 
was foil d the more ſtrength he had. ef 5 . Te be 


(Y) Galilaus an old Conjurer (kin to Gad that of | 
Stars od Noon with a Hine Gl 2 Jay E 
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Their empty Crowns rang jangling Peals, 
Their Foe chimes backward, and reveals _ 
The Fire that their warm Far concealss * 
Il hilſt they re in woful pickle ? 
Had you but ſeen”? em how they ſat, 7 
Spoil'd of their Cloak, and Band, and Hat, 
You would conclude they had been at | 
A Briſtow Conventicle. 
Now on the Floor their Corps he ſpreads, 
Now on their Neck in Triumph treads, a” 
Then diſoblig'd their Loggerbeads, © 
Tumbling them altogetly fg 
Andif they once but curſt or frown'd, | 
He roll'd em round, and round, and round, 
| Trailing their Clothes about the Ground, 


They knew not how nor whither, | 
cometimesi on their fat Guts he jum nn 
sometimes their Paunches rudely thumps, 
| And on their Heads makes Egg. like bumps, _ 

Whilſt their poor Pates were added; | 
Now he their Jaws accoſts with —_—_— 
Now on his Leg prepar'd did ſtand, 
8 give their Tails a Reprimand, gon. 
* And now their Sides be ſwaddted. 
stin he lets driye his furious Blows, 
Until at laſt, as moſt ſuppoſe, _ 
The Reverent Sirs affront his Noſe, "(id 
" With Paracelſian Civet; (c) rheydids 
So crafty Reynard now and then, 8 
When outed by intruding Men, 


mes the cleanly Badger's Ben, „ 
Jo make bis Land- Lord leave i ir 
The Tories their bang'd Sides delioalk.- een 
They ſadly yelp, O bone! O bone! = 5 
Y And with fol many” a dolorous Groan, BA 
| Fold up their Paws . pity. 


Sir 
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Sir Bobb and Hal did n | 
But who his direful Plaints can tell, 5 TOO ( 
That ras; while it lcenyd good to Hell, 

A Burden to the City ? 


Thirteen: Pence- Half- -penny he'd beſtow 
With generous Fiſt on Conqu'ring Foe, 
If he'd be pleas'd to let him go 

| But for one live-long Moment: 
But ſince ſome wiſer are than ſome, * 
Our Champion threatens with a Drum 
Beating before to kick em home, 

Altho he ne er ſo meant. 


As ſoon as they had ſtrength to riſe, 
For Crick in Neck, in Back, in Thighs, 
They look'd about to find their Eyes, 
| | Thinking be'd beat em all out : 
So: have I ſeen a maimed Snail, 
When by rude Heels its Rampires fail, 
Dragging along its ſlimy Tail, cha; 
From thence attempt to crawl ont 
The Chriſtian bad a Noble Soul, 
And when he ſaw 'em thus condole, 
He grants em Freedom on — WT 
5 While Fame bis 2 raiſes . 
| 'T his Tell-tale Goddeſs had a Spy-.;.. 
That brought her word immediately; 
About the City ſhe does fly, 
| And trumpets out bis Praiſes. 


Of Tory Champions, fierce and ſtout, 
London and England all throughout, 
She the Atchievements ſpreads about, | 
And of their Valour rattles 3 
But with ſly Malice chiefly ſhe | 
Does magnify their Courteſy, 
When they to one muſt yield or flee - 
In ſuch unequal 101 
or 
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For when, by unexpected Chance, 
One did againſt all Three advance, 
They yielded out of n pre 


| took a Civil W 
But ſince, altho cock. ſure, they fail, a 


And Three to One could not prevail, 

Thus war the Hot-ſpar Conrage nals”? ” 

Of poor Heroick Robin. 

| Fame's 2 damn d Whig, they fret and cry, 

(Screwing their Mouths up to their Eye) 

If eter we meet her ſhe ſhall dye; 

Kis and tel Out upon ber | 

Fortune we find's a fickle Whore, 

We ll never truſt the Gypſy more: 

(Thus like a Bittern they did roar) | 
Our Honour ! O our „ Ea 7 

Their Friends adviſe em to compound; 

If luſty Dyer may be found, 

And get him unto ſilence bound, 


Abo be hard to win is; $f 
. With ſenſe profound they gravely ay, FM 


Twould be the beſt and ſafeſt way, 

To lock his Lips wy Silver Kay, | 
Or gag bis Mouth with Cuinies. 

Tas ſpoke, and inſtantly *twas done ; 

Whilſt they their Pockets rummage, one 

To every Coffee-Houſe does run, 


. To find Victorious Dyer: 
- They reatha'd on the Point, and he 


| Becauſe they're Friends wont diſagree, 
But out of mere Civility | 
Hie grants 'em their 225 
Elſe wo is be ſochang'd become? | 
He anſwers nothing now but A 
To all N deaf and dumb, 1 
Srangey res 8 ſudden. 
Ak | 


8. 3 * i * 
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Ask him about it, ak a gain, 

Tho of his Silence you Gaplain, 

Yet ſtill Wan ask, and ask in vain; 
Wien, For, not a word 0th pudding. 


Theres your true Sparicls for you, Sirs ; 
Kick em, they'll love you ne're the worſe, 

py Bur, like good Chriſtian honeſt Curs, 

| Or Women of Moſcovy, 

The longer Cudgel one provides, 
To exerciſe their Back and Sides, 

The I their Good-will abides, 


And tbey the * love ye. 


Bat, Fories, take a Friend's Advice, 
Well-willer to your Noſe and Eyes, . 
That never lik d this Enter prize, 9 

Zu Whig-land ſo n. 

Drink for the Duke while you can ſtand, 

Chaſe all Phanaticks round the Land, 

A. Lues ready charg'd in Hand; 


Bu pray take beed o F ene ; 


* * 
. 3 
3 * — wank; 
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* © 
T was my hep bas ke once to be, 
KOs [ unſeen in ſecret Angle fate, 
Of that unmanly Croud, 
© Who, with Wits low, and Yeiges, lond, — 
Were met to e | 
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"Or 1 8 or ſaw, I here relate agen; Ac⸗ 
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Accuſe me 108 of [acivility, | 
In blabbing Privacy 3 

Since all Men know, that in thoſe Myſteries, 2 

(Quite different from other Deities) 

No Man obliged is to Secreſ " FP 

ex if I mould conceal. 

Twould be 1 in. vain: 333 ray 

That peilen Tribe would their OE 

Since Wine aide thing! )no Secret can re- 


The AQors of this Scene were not of one 
Age, Humour, Figure, or „ _ 5 20 
See one with hollow Checks, meagre and 5 5 
By Sipping-HeAick een conſumed quite, <a" 

As he a Skeleton had been, „r 
Enough. to put Death's ſelf” into a fright : 


F 4 


Only in this he ſeem'd to differ from the Bead, | 7 


He lifted off his Hand up to his Head. 
Another ſwoln up with Hydropick Fat, 
Out- ſtrutting Eyes, and Paunch that ſo o cr-groms, 
He might vie Bellies with the very Butt, 

From whence the precious Liquor LOG 

One comes with Crimſon Face, 

More red than Eryfapelas ; .. . 
PIR: Pale, thro Vital Heat ſtruck ach 
By greater heat of Wine. extinguiſhed.. | 
Yet is the Caſe of both much what the AW 


Nature, in one, is on a flame, al 


| And, in the other, all i in Aſhes laid. _ 
One young as Hebe, ſmadth as eme! 
Another old Senn feems to be, 


With tremblin g Hand, and nl ad, „ 8 


And lame on Feet 1 7 5 eee 

| 92 Ces, . e 
Another "ally. brisk and fine, 

He ſeem” d * much 
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One Noble was, yclep'd aLord, I wis, 
Another did a meaner Title take, 
A Tinker hight ; but all's one, that or this, 
Lyean Laws no difference do make, 
Cups reconcile Degrees, and Natures too; 
He Nobleſt is, who can in Drink ont-do: 
No boaſt of Blood will here allowed be, 
But what from tender Grape is preſt. 
No need of Heraulds, or their Blazonry; 
He bears beſt Coat, who'bears his Liquor beſt. 
(Such Paſſive Valour is in moſt Requeſt 
No talk of Race, or Pedigree; ; 
For Honour here is a mere ſudden thing: 
The Garland hops from Brow to Brow, _ 
As more, or leſs, the moiſt Atchievements grow, 


Who yeſterday was bund; now is crown'd a King. 


But ſee: the Battel comes, 
Sound Trumpets now, and Drums! 
Two Armies rank'd, and facing, I eſpy'd; 
Whom nothing but one long Plain did divide, 


The Table cald. Well choſen Ground for both, E 


So plain, and ſmooth, 
It gave no vantage unto either Side. | 
Signal once giv'n, the Bullets fly 

From ſide to fide, fo furiouſly, 


- i 


That. in ſhort time, none ſcap'd without a Wound, 


Yea bloody Wound'; only, *twixt this 
And common Wounds ſome difference is, 
That thoſe do let Blood ont, but theſe infund. 

One thing indeed I mus d to fee, ́ 

Each Soldier to his own Month lift his Paw, 

Before he aim'd at Face of Ee. 
What? ſure, quoth I, theſe do their Bullets chaw, 


Before they fight. Or, is it Dutch-man's Law, 


Who, 


\ 
\ 
F 
4 

( 


V 


Vol. IV. State-A fairs. | . 171 
Who, Cer his Valour in Sea Fight appear, 

Firſt takes a Doſe of his own Gunpowder ? 

And now the Battle's hot, Each Champion grows 


(Like chafed Lion) more enrag'd by Blows. 
For Wounds do Valour but augment, 


Wounds broach their Fury, and giveRagea vent. 
Nothing will now their keen Revenge content, 


| Until they ſee their Foes | 
Lie proſtrate at their Feet, ſenſeleſs and dead, 
5 And hence their Blows | | 


Are level'd all againſt the Soul's chief Seat, the 
2 (Head. 


. 
And, by this time, me-thought, I ſaw 
Dame Keaſon trembling ſtand upon 
Ihe Top of her Conarion, | 
Dreading a Deluge from the Floods below. 
As Mortals in Deucalion's Flood, on cliff 
Of Caucaſus, or Tenariff, . 
On Airy Alps, or Apennine, Ko 
Prolong'd thatFate, which they could not decline. 
Bur what ſhe fear'd is come. 45 
See! the Waves riſe, and Billows foam; 
And waſhing firſt her Foot, and Shin, | 
Then Waſt and Shoulders, Neck and Chin, 


At laſt quite ſtopher Mouth, ſurround her piercing 
Yea ſwallow Head and Brain, (Eye, 


Till nought of her doth viſible remain, 
No not the very Hair, . 
| Which ſtands upright, 
-  Thro diſmal fright, 
But all, by ſwelling Surge, ſurmounted are. 


hos. 


And now a new Scene comes, The Cenſor's zone, 7 


All things iu medley and confuſion run. 
Words now, like Thieves in Interregnums, break 


Their Priſons. All Men hear, and all Men ſpeak: | 


Yet none another underſtands, nor yet 


Himſelf a whit. And, 


”_ 8 
r „ 
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And, could ſome nimble-handed Scribe have writ 
All that was ſaid, Babel had been retriev'd, 
5 | And all her Tongues reviv'd. | 
Yea more confus'd theſe Tongues, chan Babe lis were: 
They talkt of Towers $7 iti but theſe | in Air. 


V 
One is all Manhood, talks of nothing elſe, 
But Swords, and Guns, and Forts, and Citadels ; 
dieges, and Fights by Sea and Land, 
And with a Gravity Cenſorian, 
*Twixt generous Scorn and Pity, doth condemn 
What the World calls Exploit, or Stratagem. 
Alas ! your Dutch-Fights, or. Blake's Tunts Knacks, 
What were they all, but Squibs and Cr acks ! 
Throw Eighty Eight in, | 
'Twas but a mere Bear-baiting'; - 
Cales Fight was but a Flutter, 
And Great Lepanto, fam'd of yore, 
Io a true Sea-Fight, was no more 
(Altho Hiſtorick Coxcombs make a Splutter) 
Than ſhootingDucks1 in * ſtabbing ofanOtter, 
W. 


Some talk of Bajaxet s great Battel; 
*1 was more a Tumult, than a Fight, [ 
I would more Execution with one 110 | 
Well-marſhal'd, jreſolute Troop, have Jone, 
Than Tamerlain's long drove of Motley Cattel. 
And Cannæ Field (to ſpeak the right) 
Was merely loſt for want 
Of Courage both, and Management. 
O, how I would have knockt, had I been there, 
And kickt, and cuff'd that Punick Cur, 


As long as he could ſtir ! \2 WM BW 
1 would have giv'n him Beef to his vineger. 
25 ſtripling Aacedanianm, | oo 
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Altho his Legends make a mighty pother ! 
And thoſe two Roman Boys, 
Who in Pharſakan Fray did make ſuch noiſe 
(As Lucan prates) they . but . at one another. 


The World did ne'er yet know — © 
What Reſolution, join'd with Art, could do. 
. I but find 
pack of Heroes to my Mind, 
ay ot as clear | 
A Valour, as my ſelf; I'd not deſ pair 
To rid poor Chriſtendom of all its Fear. 
I'd ſeize the Turk in his own Dardanells, 
That all the Spells 
Of Magick Art ſhould never ſet him free. 
Then wafting o'er _ Euxine Sea, 
Tuo cbam ef Tartary, 
I'd make his Cham - ſhip, and his flat - flac d Men 
For eating raw Horſe- legs agen. 
5 The Perſian King 
d take, and in his Carpets roll 
Him up, like his own Silk-worms; and ſo bring 
Him quite away under my Arm. Aogul 
I'd make to ſtoop; or, if he durſt advance 
His ſturdy Lance, 
| rd hamſtring him, and all tis Elephants, 


So paſſing on | 8 


To China, and Japan, 
To Africk 7 axons and to American, 
Fd conquer th Univerſe, in far leſs bound cm 


Of time, than lazy —_—_ or Magellan could ſail it 


Another, he is all State-Policy ; 
— Efteeming then himſelf moſt wiſe 
In Myſteries 
| Of Government, when he 
Has loſt the i Faculty, 


| As if his Wine-ſoakt Brains 
Like Rivers were, 
Which ever deepeſt are, 
In times of greateſt Floods, and Rains. 
Or, as a watry Brook, 
In Moon-ſhine Night, we look, 
And ſee the Stars, how in their Orbs they move. 
So, while wich Wine 
His liquid Brains do ſhine, 
He ſees the Motions of the Powers above: : 
Europe, quoth he, 
Is merely loſt I ſee, | 
For lack of good Intelligence, 
And underſtanding of Intrigues, 
Ih he Crafts of Treaties and of Leagues, 
This ſpoils all States, and ruins Governments. 
But, zii, = once * tata s Place, ts TR 
Fd y bring Things to a better 
| _ Alas! las an Als, . 
P d fox him with his own French Wine; 
hben gage his Brains, and ſo the bottom find, 
Extent and Compaſs of the French Deſign. 
The Jeſuits themſelves I'd undermine-z 
Out-do thy Ignatian Criples in their Play, | 
I'd halt e're [ was lame, as well, and better far 


(than they. 
Are theſe the pope Grand Tools? 
Worſhipful Noddies ] who but r N Fools, 
Would ever have forgot 
To burn thoſe Letters that reveal'd their Plot ? 
Or in an Ale-honſe told, that Godfrey's dead, 
Three days before he was 'diſcovered ; 


Leaving the ſilly World to call to mind 


That common Logick; They _ Wide can find? ? 
But ſee their Maſter Policy. - 1 
| On Primtuſe- Hill? Wh £1. 
Where their'Grand Enemy, k Hot 26:5 . 
N like 
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Like Saul upon Mount Gilboa, doth lie 
Faln on his Sword, as he himſelf did kill, 
But O the Infelicity ! 5 
That Blood was freſh, and guſht out of the Wound, 
This ſo congealed that not one f pot was found, 
No, not upon his Sword; as if it wou'd 
Tell us, *twas guiltleſs of its Maſter's Blood. 
Some Carcaſes, by bleeding, do declare; 
This by not bleeding, ſhew'd the Murderer. 
But, to his broken Neck, 12 
What can our politicians ſay? 
He hang'd, then ſtab'd himſelf, for a ſare wins : 
Or firſt he ſtab'd himſelf, then wrung about 
His Head, for madneſs, that advisd him tot. 
Well, primroſe, may our Godfrey's Name on thee 
(Like Hyacinth) inſcribed be, | 
On thee his Memory flouriſh ſtil}, FEED 
(Sweet as thy Flower, and laſting ; as thy Hin) 
Whilſt bluſhing Somerſet, to her | 
Eternal ſhame, ſhall this Inſcription wear : 
The Devil's an Aſs ; for Jeſuits, on the ſpot, 
Broke both the Neck of Godfrey, and their plot. 
Thus ſpake this Sage: whilſt I from thence, 
Infer'd, amidſt heaps of Impertinence, : 
Fools ſometimes chop on Truth, and Drunkards 
— (ſtumble upon Senſe. 


Another's all Art, and Philoſophy. 

Eneyclopædia, with i its mighty ſound, 

What is't, quoth he, but when the Brain turns 

Of which vetſatile Ingeny (round ? 

No Man, Pm fure, is Maſter more than1. | 
Tongues are my Element. 1 I 
I'll talk with any Man on Earth, | 

And pet a Dearth 
Of Words will never ar. 
Thy i Cops beſt n are. 
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And as for Rhetorick, that two-handed —_ 
Which plays both Plaintiff's, and Defendant s kart; 
Io me tis Natural: for, ev'n now, whate'er 
Me- chinks I look on, double doth appear. 
Logick's a Toy. Alas! 
FI! prove by Syllogiſms, a Man's an Aſs ; 
Yet never ſtir out of this Room, - 
(Moſt Reverend Friends) to find a Medium, 
Arithmetick, and Algebraick Arts, 
What are they to a Man of Parts? ? 
N A Member, he 
Unworthy ſure mult be 
Of ſuch a Learned Club as this, 
Who underſtands not what a Reckoning is. 
Aſtronomy's a Science which 1 know 
So thorowly, that my Head ev'n now, 
I feel, is in t e Clouds: and with each Star 
Pm ſo familiar 
Without a Jacob's Staff, N * not how to 80. 
i 3 
Philoſophy both new and old I Know 8 
I be ſeven wiſe Men, of whom the Greciant tell us, 
Were but a Club of honeſt Fellows, 


bat fat, and drank, and talkt, as we do nam; 


Uatil the Reckning was come, 
Then every Man threw in his Symbolum. 
Tea Sects of old bad their Origination 

But from the Liquor's various peration. 

Some, when inſpir'd by the Barrel, 

Grew ſceptical, or apt to quarrel : 
Others, inclin'd to the Dogmatick way, 
Are wondrous poſitive in all they ſay. 

 *Twas the ſame Sherry, 
That made Democritus ſo merry, 
And weeping Heraclite ſo ſorry : 
For he (as moſt ſuppoſe 2 
| Was Megs, whea he ſuivel d ſo at Ne ole. 


Some 
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Some would be ſo dead drunk, that, pinch t hem ne'er 


So hard, they never felt: theſe Stoicks were. 
Others were ſenſible a little, 


And this was call'd the Peripatetick Whittle. 


Others, of Epicurus mad-cap ſtrain, 
No Pleaſure knew like drunk, and drunk again : 
Yea ev'n grave Plato's Academick Tribe 
No ſcruple made to bib, 

Until Idea's crawled in their Brain, 
As for mechanick Virtuoſo's Skill, £4 
That found all Knowledg in Experiments, 
(Altho indeed I know what tis, full wel), 
To make Man's Reaſon truckle to his Senſe). 
Yet I have found a more compendious way; 

For whilſt, in queſt of Nature, they 
By tedious ſearches clear the Object, I 
Do all, by ſtrengthening the faculty; 3 
With bris Falernum, clear the dim-ey'd Soul; 
This was Pm ſure the old Philoſophy, (Bowl. 


That ever ſought for Truth i th bottom of the 


\ e XIV. : 
But the moſt frequent Humor's ſtill behind z; - 
Which is, to talk of Grave Divinity. 
Of which the proper Reaſon to aſſign, 
I find it not an eaſy Task to be, | 
Whether from that near Confanguinity, 

| And natural Love 

Twixt Bacchus and great Jove ; 

W hoſe Son he was, and hatch'd up in his Thigh, 

In place we commonly do call Popes-Eye ; 
An Omen that in time he'd prove 
A great Dictator in Theology: | 

Or, that the Grape ſo ſweet, | 

That Nectar of the Gods, does Men inſpire 

| With ſacred Fire, (height: 
And raiſe their r Thooghts to more than humane 


ä Or 
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Or that the Intelle&doth gaſping lie, 


And thence to utter doth deſire 
Some few grave Sentenoes, before ſhe _ 
XV. 


To give you an Account of my Belief, | 
Quoth one deep Sage, who thought himſelf a Chief, 
| | I'm no Mahometan, 
But utterly defy the Alcoran, 
Whoſe curſed Laws forbid the uſe of Wine. 
Nor ſhall the Jews Religion be mine, | 
Which fo abhors that harmleſs Beaſt, the Size,” 
The Pope I do pronounce to be 
Stark Antichriſtian, - 
Which prove by torty Arguments I can, 
| But oaly, name this one I ſhall, 
So ſtrong, -it well may ſerve for all; 
He e the Cup from th' honeſt Laity. 
| Baſe dirty Clown! 
— Iwonder in what Town, 
Unleſs it were Hogs- Norton, he was bred ; 
Io drink to Men, 
And preſently forbid, 
On pain of Death they muſt not pledg agen. 
Were he un-erring,” as he does pretend, 
His Wit would him have better Manners taugbt: 
But Wit and Manners both | ſee; are navght. 2” 
And ſhall I then believe ; : 
What duch alloveniy Religion ſaith,» 5 
| And pin my Faith 
Upon a ſnotty deere 2 - 
No, no; if e'er my Reaſon I reſign, £ 
It ſhall be only to a Glaſs of VVine. . 
| Thus did the Hero vent 1 
20 Gainſt triple Crown his — : 5 N 


Throughout which whole Diſcourſe, thought l, : 
00 Argument cloſe coucht doth lie 
' *Gainſt Rome's m, ad 


Stronger 


ve. Sa We 
Stronger than what has yet expreſſed b een; 55 
For Standers by are apt to think, 1. 


That Popes ſometimes may be in Drink, 
And then as rambling 97 as other Men. 


But he proceed. I could tebeurſe ye . 
The state, quoth he, of Modern Sobre 2 
What Weapons keen are us d in that ſharp Sport, 
Betwixt Arminius and Dort: 
How thoſe twit theſe, with turning Men 
To Stocks, and how agen 
The Abſolute Divine 
Whips Cink with Thirty nine; 
Not much unlike the Fewi/b ſcourging Diſci e 
I could the Gordian Knot unty 
Of Eccleſiaſtick Polit; 
And tell the Street, and Sign, | 
Where that Great Lady dwells, call'd Jus Divine, 
_  Whocourted long by all has been, 
But ſtill ſo coy, ſhe's ſcarcely to be ſeen. 
I could diſcourſe of Ceremonial Jar, 
(That leaſt yet greateſt War) ny 
' Whoſe hot Spurs, on each ſide, engage ſo far 
Beyond their dow. pac d Squadrons, that oft they 
By mere purſuing loſe the Day. 
Some would confine Religions Dreſs 
Io the coarſe Freeze of mere Neceſſity : 
Others attire her all in Lace, 
Preferring ſtill the greateſt Bravery. 
Some make her all Embroidery, and Seaming: 
Some let her ravel out, for lack of Hemming. 
Some are reſolv'd to ſcruple. hat ſoe er 
Is by Authority injoyn'd ; 
Whilſt ſome again, to croſs the others Mind, 
Wiſh all things were enjoyn'd, that ſerupledare, 
But how much better would it be, | 
n but you 1 of each ſide, quoth he, 


Come 
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Come hither to obſerve our prudent Rs, 


[7 And imitate our ſignal Moderation! 


For we, in theſe 
Solemnities, _ : 
Do neither ſcruple, nor preſs Modes upon ye; ; | 
Drink either with, or without Ceremony. 
* Man enjoys his Liberty, provided 
x He takes his Cu 
And drinks all uv. 
All other Doubts and | Circumſtances are decided. 
| [ a7 
But by this time Tongues gan to reſt; 
The talking Game was at the beſt: 
A ſleepy Scene beginneth to appear. 
| Bright Reaſon's Ray, 
By damp of Wine, within this Hemiſphere, 
Was quench'd before: and now dim Senſe, to ſtay 
Muſt not expect, long after ber. | 
So when Night's faireſt Lanthorn, Cynthia bright, 
Is ſet ; each little Miſt, or thin-ſpread Cloud, 
© Sufficient is to ſhroud 
The pink-ey*d Stars, and make a pitchy Night. 
Old Morpheus comes with leaden Key, 
His drouſy Office to perform: $ 
Tho ſome there are, that do affirm 
Nas Baccbis did it; and that he 
Had legal Right to lock up each Man's Brain: 
Since every Room | 
is own Goods did contain, 
And was bis proper 8 become. 1 
FB V . 3 


Some ee into their Seats do ſhrink, | : 
As Snuffs in Sockets ſink ; . 5 


Some throw themſelves upon the Bed, 
Some at Feet, and ſome at Head, 


Some Croſs, "ſome Slope-wiſe, as they can; > 
Like Hogs i in in or 8 in a Pan. Fg 


— 


aw. 


Some on the Floor do make their humble Bed, 
(Proper effect of Wine!) 
So overladen Vine, 
prop failing, bows its bunchy Head, 
To kiſs the Ground, from whence twas novriſhed. 
One, ſtouter than the reſt, maintain'd the Field, 
And ſcorn' dto yield. 
A Roman Rope ſtanding, vow'd to die, 
nd fo quoth he, will I; 
a0 Wl, as * fas the Churliſh Wall 
Repuls'd his, Head, and made him recling fall; 
EY So with a jot, 
| | Embrac'd the common lot, 
The laſt, but yet the 0 "thy Trophy of them all. 
IX 


80 ſlept they ſound ; but whilſt they lept, 
Nature, which all this while had kept 
Her laſt reſerve of Strength, 
In Stomach's Mouth, where, Hel mont faith, 
| The Soul its chiefeſt Manſion hath, 
| an at length - 
To kick, and frisk, and ſtoutly ſtrove 
To throw the liquid Rider off. | 
For now her Caſe like Mariners was grown, 
In leaky Ship, ſhe muſt or pump or drown. 
Or whether that the Wine, which, till this time, 
Was wont to dwell in Cellar's cooler Clime, - 
Now put in Stomach's boiling-pot, * * 
ound its new Habitation too hot. 
hate'er it was, the Floods guſht out 
From ev'ry ſpout, 
With ſuch a Force, they made a fulſom Fray. 
One who athwart his Nei -— A |" | FR 
| Did right into his Pocket diſembogue ; | 
For which the other would have call'd him Rogue, 
But that his foreſtall'd Mouth (Brawls to prevent) 
Fe was nd the ſame Element. 43 5 % 
| t ls PE 1 
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| Pty next Man's Face another ſpues, 
Who doth, with nimble Reparree, retort 
His own, and his Aſſailant's Juice, 


And ſo returns him double for'r, 
One with a Horizontal Mouth, 


Diſcharges up into the Air, | ] 
Which falls again in perpendicular: | 
: Mnch like thoſe Clouds in Sea, that's South, 7 
Which in a Lump deſcend, and quite (light. 
C'er-whelm the Ship on which they chance to 
The floor with ſuch a Deluge was derflown, 1 
As would infallibly have ran 
Quite thro, and to its native Cellar gone, I 


As Rivers circulate to th* Ocean ; 
Had it not been incraſſate with a Scum, 
Which did, for company, from Stomach come. 
Nor was this all. The ſurly Element, 4 
With Oral Channels not content, 
Reverberates, and downward finds a Vent: 
Which my nice Muſe to tell forbears, -£ 
And begs,for what is paſt, the pardon of your Ears. 
XX. 


At length the storm blows o'er;the Sky grows clear, 
Clouds are difpePd, and Fogs, and Fomes, 
And Madam Dianoia now reſumes - (ſtair, 
Her Throne ; when nimble Drawer mounts the 
And gueſſing, by this time, theſe Heroes were 
In Reckning-caſe; produceth, ſans delay, 
A Bill more ſwel d, and more inflam'd than they. 
Gigantick Items! yet evicted. 
Nothing could be, nor contradified 
. Iy any of the Company ; 3 
Becauſe twas all beyond Man's Memory. 
Since then Objection was REI 
Solution muſt be the Buſineſs. 2 | 
All Pockets (but ev'n now well lin'd) were ſwept, 
Not one Croſs tor a IE kept. 
Tokens, 
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Tokens, and fi ngle Pence, muſt go, 
acobuſſes, and Medals too; 
And all too little to diſcharge che Score, 
But forc'd to ſign a Bill for as much more. 
And thus the Poets Fiction came to paſs, 
That Bacchus e 2 Golden India's. 
All done, and now juſt ready to depart, 
I, from my cloſe receſs, out ſtart, 
And cry'd, Hold Gallants ! I perceive, 
The Play is done; yet give a Stranger leave, 
Hhefore the Company up break, 
Ina few words the Epilogue to ſpeak. 


| EIZO OE. 


ow theſe mad Hhorricanes are over-blown, 
In cooler Thoughts, conſider what y*ha? done. 
Think, each of you this day has kill'd a Man, 
Stabbing with Murd'rous Hand 
That noble Reaſon, by which Mortals are 
| _ Moſt like their Maker, and do bear 
Their Great Creator's bs. rags nog 


Think of your ruin'd Health, See! your ownBlood 
Flies in your guilty Face: as if ſhe wou'd | 
Now tell you, to your Head, *Tis you alone 
By whom ſhe's ſcorch't, diſordred, and undone. 


Think of thoſe Hours conſum'd in ſordid Vice, 
— Thoſe Golden Sands that run in vain, 
(Luſts Meaſure made and Sacrifice) 

Thoſe winged Hours that ne'er return'd again. 


Think of that abuſed Wealth 
Due to your Families, or the Poor: 


Think 


„„ re 
Think how you ſwallow, in each drunken Health, 
The Widows Tears, and ſtarved Orphans Goar. 


| Think of your Bankrupt Reputation; 


Each Ear abhors your more than brutiſ Name; 
More dirty than the Dirt you tread upon: 
- Your very Vomit ſtinks not like your Fame. 


| Think, laſtly, on the World's great Doom, 

When guilty Souls muſt to an Audit come: 

A far more heavy Reckoning, than cer 

pe Lou met with here; * 
More true by far, and yet far more ſevere. 


Think on all this, and think on't ſoberly ; 

And then perhaps you'l ſay, as well as I, 

+ Your Mirth is Madneſs : Wine is Poiſon fell, 
Tour Paradiſe is Bedlam, if not Hell, _ 
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PREFACE. 
15 Could beartily bave wiſt'd there had been no Occa- EE, 
ſion offer d, or Subject matter for an Eſſay of this 
kind. After 60 4 and wonderful a Revolution as 
we have ſeen, when our Hopes were grown deſperate, and 
our Liberty reduc d to iti uery laſt gaſp, to have the only 
Remedy in Nature ſo effectually a 1935 7 fo miraemlous 
4 Recovery perform'd; after all th find Engliſh- 
men, and ſuch as pretend to no other . or Re- 
ligion but That of their Country; to find Them ex- 
e 1 -where buſy in ſowing 
Diſſenſion, obſtrulling, as far as in them lies, tbe 
Progreſs of þ 5 and unbinging the preſent Settle- 
ment (upon which alone depends the Safety of theſe 
Nevins, and common quiet of Europe); 10 is ſo 


5 juſt 
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Juſt a Cauſe of Indignation, as muſt make every Lo- 
ver of his Country to turn Satyriſt, or, at leaſt, ex- 
cuſe the honeſt Zeal of ſuch as upon this Occaſion ex- 
preſs their Reſentments, 0 To be unconcern'd for 4 

Man's Country, is the worſt want of natural Affec- 
tion ; A Crime reputed ſo beinous amongſt the more 
generous Heathens, that it diveſted the indulgent Bru- 

tus of all Compaſſion on his Sons, whom be ſubmitted 

to the Extremity of Puniſhment, for making Commo- 
tions in the new Settlement of the Roman Liberty. 


—— Gnatoſque Pater nova Bella moventes 
In Pœnam dulci pro Libertate vocabit. 


In tracing the Occaſions of the late Diſturbances and 
Diſcontents of the State, I was unwillingly brought 
within the Verge of the Church. There is no Man 
that has a greater Vencration for the Sacred Function 
and Order, or the Diſcipline and Worſhip by Law Eſta- 
hliſh d; neither does the Paſſive Principle it ſelf, that 
bas ſo nearly endanger'd the Shipwreck both of State 
and Church, derive its ſource from the pure Fountain 
of our Reformation *Twas a new-ſprouted Tail of the 
Dragon, that ſwept many of our Stars, tho but few 
of the firſt Magnitude ;, moſt whereof recover'd them- 
e RUTH ſelves as ſoon as they were ſenſible of 

2 u 'o the Conſequence. * For my own part 
Pp vg _ (Jays one) I am fo little aſham'd of 

5 altering my Opinion in this Matter, 
that I think 1 have nothing to bluſh for, but that 1 
no ſobner diſcover'd my Error, and the ungrate- 
ful and odious uſe that was defign'd to be made of 
it. The Number is but ſmall of ſuch as ſtill adbere 

to the Prejudice of their Education under a Government, 

| whaſe bufoneſs it was to debauth our Principles, and diſ- 

. poſe us fot the Slavery that was to.be brought upon us, 


5 


- What I have touch'd concerning Penal Impaſitions 


on Conſcience, and the Nicene Aſſembly ( amongst 
whom were many Perſons that preſerv'd the Primitive 


Cbaracter) I muſt for the Conſequence refer you to the _ 
Teſtimony of Church- Hiſtorians  inſtancing only one 
Paſſage in St. Hilary, who gives us this Account c 
Conſcii ſumus quod poſt Nicænam Synodum nihil 


aliud quam Fidem ſcribimus, dum in Verbis pugna 


eſt, dum de novitatibus queſtio eſt, dum de Am- 


biguis Occaſio eſt, dum de Authoribus querela e 


ſt 
dum de ſtudiis cer tamen eſt, dum in Conſenſu dif- 
ficultas eſt, dum alter alteri Anathema eſſe cæpit 


prope, jam nemo Chriſti eſt, c. Tandem eo pro- 
ceſſum eſt ut neq; penes nos, neq; penes quenquam, 
ante nos Sanctum exinde aliquid perſeveret ; an- 
nuas atque menſtruas de Deo fides decernimus, de- 
cretis penitemus, penitentes defendimus, defenſos 


anathemarizamus, aut in noſtris aliena, aut aliena 


in noſtris damnamus, & mordentes invicem, jam 
abſumpti ſumus ab invicem. | 

I cannot better make my Apology, than in the 
words of a late Writer upon this Occaſion, who 


ſays, It is not their declaring their Opinion 


(wherein they ſeem to me to have light upon the 


Truth, if they had likewiſe upon the Meaſure) 


that could have moved me to ſpeak with this li- 
berty, but their impoſing what was not contain'd 
in expreſs words of Scripture, under Spiritual and 
Civil Penalties, contrary to the Privilege of Reli- 
gion, and making a Precedent, follow'd and im- 
prov'd by all ſucceeding Ages, for moſt Cruel Per- 
Wentione t 
There is no Perſon ſo obſcure or inconſaderable, but 
| might have obſerv'd our moſt zealous Proteſtants, both 
| Churchmen and Diſſenters, to. have been all alon 


Properties to the Common Enemy; ſo viſible have 


been the Triumphs and Inſultings of Roman Emiſſa- 
45 „„ ries 
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riet upon the Animoſities they have ſown among 
us, and of which they reckon'd ſhortly to reap the Har. 
75 Unreaſonablencſs (that is to ſay, the Impoſ- 
ſibility) of Force in Matters of mere Conſcience and 
Opinion, bas demonſtrated it ſelf thro all Ages. Ouy 
Diſſenters have bad their Faults, and they have ſuf- 
fer'd : Neither is it the leaſt Bleſſing amongſt thoſe 
Great and Many that ſeem to be reſery'd for His pre- 
ſent Majeſty"s Reign, That we do not yet deſpair of a 
Comprehenſion. His Majeſty bas, with more than 
Conſtantine's Piety, ſignalix d bis Royal Inclination; 

tbe ableſt of our Spiritual Guides are zealous Ende a- 
 wourers for it; and that (amongſt other weighty 
Reaſons ) for the True Intereſt and Inviolable Security 
of the Church Eſtabliſhid : Which, as it influences 
the Publick Happineſs, it is the Duty of ev'n the mean- 
eſt Layman to be ſollicitous for it. And this Privilege, 
at leaſt, I may plead for what I baue ſaid 5 


For common quiet is Mankind's Concern. Relig, Lai. 


Now as to vour Cenſure of this Eſſay as a Poem, 1 
bave that Indifference which is neceſſary for an ill 
Writer. F it have the leaſt degree of Art or Beauty, 
the Fudicious will not miſs of it Otherwiſe, I have 
ſeldom known a Reader harangu'd into a favourable 
Opinion againſt bis Conſcience. The Nature of tbe 
Dialogue oblig'd me for the moſt part to Expreſſions 


that were familiar, and Ser moni propiora, Tou wil | 


find it but preliminary to a more agreeable Subject, if 
any pitch of Zeal can warrant ſo mean a Talent in tbe 
Faculty as Mine for the Undertaking. = 
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4 POEM occaſion d by the late Diſcon- 
tents and Diſturbances, &c. ad 


XIEAR 155 Spring, the Muſes poor Retreat, 
Palemon dwelt in his unenvied Seat; 
Whoſe little, but Hereditary Soil, . 0 
Anſwer'd his mod' rate Hopes, if not his Toll; 
For Nature's Wants did modeſtly provide, 4 
Content and Innocence the reſt ſupply'd. ar 
His Years declin'd, his Thoughts their manly Fire 
Preſerv'd, advancing as his Days retire. 
None better knew or practis'd in his Cell 
The chaſt Delights that in Retirement dwell, 
| That ſcorn the Golden Manſions of the Proud, 
And fly the Haunts of the unhallow'd Croud ; 
| Betimes he ſhun'd the beaten Roads of Strife, 


And found the ſecret Track to peaceful Life. 


Tod Bleſs'd, if while his private Cares did ceaſe, 
No Fears had ſeiz'd him for his Country's Peace 
So ſtrong the Guard of Vertues which he choſe, 
Fate had no other way to his Repoſe. | 


= Bigot in neither, tho in both Sincere, 


Religion He, and Loyalty, held dear; 8 
J 


In ev*ry Courſe by Truth and Senſe did ſteer ; 

Did gen'rouſly his Rules for Practice draw 

From Sacred Writ, and uncorrupted Law. 

Of Church and Court th Encroachments did ſurvey; 
In Prieſts and Stateſmen found the ſame foul Play; 
Both Functions ſaw alike by Int'reſt way d. 
Both grown a Cheat, for both were grown a Trade. 


E27 


Pzbilander, Fits — Muſes Charms had mov'd, 
By Learn'd Palæmon's Rules his Vein improv'd, 
And next the Muſes his Palæmon lov'd. 

His awful Steps with rev'rend diſtance trac'd, 
Silence and Sacred Poverty embrac'd. 

His ſole Ambition to compoſe ſome Lay, 

That might to Britain's Follio force its way; 
From his ſharp-judging Patron gain a Smile, 
And of an Hour the waiting State beguile. 

In this alone he wrong'd the Pablick Weal, 

For which no Swain confeſe'd a warmer Zeal. 
Oppreſt with Thought, one Ex'ning he repairs, 
With his Palemon, to concert his Cares: | 

- Juſt then returning from his Ev'ning's Round, 

HisFarm'sſhortBounds, the good oldSwain he found, 

Who in his Arms brought home a new-ean 'dLamb, 

A Firſtling, bat forſaken by its Dam. 

| The Youth with that unkindly Omen ſtruck, 

To veat his penſive Thoughts occaſion took, 

And thus began - 
e 4 N D E K. 

The ſame Diſorder reigns | 

| een our Flocks that has poſſeſt our Swains ; 

Perverſly both to their own Hopes unkind, 

Expoſe their tender Comforts to the Wind: 

But lately *twas that ev'ry Shepherd ſung, x 


While with the gen'ral Glee the Valleys rung, 
As Nature had renew'd,and freſh Creation ſprung; 
Each Muſe to the Reſtorer tun'd her Lyre, | 
Their only and almoſt deſpair'd deſire. 
They ſung, How in his Belgick Seat he lay 
Silent as Night, but watchful as the Day; 
His ſure, but ſecret Counſels did advance 
To check the Progreſs of encroaching France, 
While Belgia did the Tyrant's Summons wait, 
And Britain from the Continent disjoin'd, 
Na Safety in her Seas embrace could figd, 1 


wa WW 
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Not Britain knew to ſhun the common Fate. 


To Bondage ſold, deſpairing to be fred 
The ſervile Contract, her own Act and Deed. 
Her Roman Maſters at their Conqueſt ſmile z 


Secure in Hopes, they cantle out the Iſle. 


Palamon, you muſt needs remember well 

That ruthful Seaſon which you could foretel, 
To Unbelievers preacht, who mourn'd too late 
Their Trojan Fathers Folly, and their Fate. 

If juſt Diſdain will ſuffer, call to mind 


Ho in that penſive Time 


Our Swains at their own handy- work repin d, 
And curs'd their Tillage to new Lords aſſign'd; 
Wiſh'd Blight and Mildews on their gen'rous Soil, > 
E'er Lubber-Prieſts ſhould batten on the Spoil, 6 
And conſecrated Sloth devour their Toll. 


By Husbandmen of yore forwarn'd the Harm, 


No Caterpillars like a ſacred Swarm. 
The vile Remembrance we can ſcarce ſupport, 1 
How Vermin to our Palace did reſort, 7 
And Nations purg'd their Scum into our Court. 

The Rogue was qualify'd for Magiſtrate, 
Tribunals then were Shambles of the State. 

We ſuffer'd much, and Fear ſuggeſted more, > 
Till Ruin ſhould-o!erwhelm our fenceleſs Shore, 5 
We heard the near advancing Billows roar. 


With ev'ry Guſt th' impetuous Tide came on, 


Our Sluces open'd, and our Moundings gone, 


When Tyranny with Sword high-brandiſh'd ſtood, 


Aad Zeal, the worſt of Fiends, for ſeeming good, 


9 
3 


The Monſter now confeſt with darted Claws, 


And lick'd for Thirſt of Blood her frothy Jaws. 
Twas then Fame Voice did firſt our Coaſts ſurprize, 
(A Voice like that ſhall bid the Dead to riſe) 
That brave Naſſau approach'd to our Relief: 
With Joy as ſpeechleſs as our former Grief, 
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The Tidings wereceiv*d; with early Eyes; 
Preventing Day, we watch'd the Eaſtern Skies; 


4 


As from a preſent Deity 


At laſt the Hero came, the long expected Gueſt, 


The conſcious Monſters ly, 
The SpeQters vaniſh'd, and the Land had reſt. 
| „„ P44 AMON, © 
Unparallel'd in Story was the Change! 
But nothing, where ſuch Virtue works, is ſtrange! 
C 
Then tell me, good Palæmon, whence this Cloud 


Of Diſcontent, that does our Morning ſhroud ? 


Can we fo ſoon grow ſick of Happineſs, 
So ſoon ſuſpect the Bleſſings we poſſeſs? 


The Reaſons of this ſtupid Change relate, 


Our Fault or Lot, our Folly or our Fate. 
| P ALA MON. | 
Too ſoon we ſlept, and let the watchful Foe, 
Before our Wheat was ſprung, his Darnel ſow, 
; | :a £444: ND £E-*+ ö 
A diſappointed Foe you cannot blame, 
At once by Int'reſt urg'd Revenge and Shame. 
Think not a loſing Gameſter will be fair, 


Who at his beſt ne'er play d upon the Square. 


224 PAL A MON. | 
Rome's Frauds are now of ſuch an antient Date, 
The Harlot pleads her Privilege to cheat. 


Her holy Panders too you mult forgive, 
Who keep her Trading up, by which they live: 


The Ghoſtly Pimps muſt ſtarve, orelſe combine; 


For her Support, the State to undermine. 


Neceſlity ſways here with ſome Pretence 

To Right Divine — at leaſt to common Senſe : 
But who that unintelligible Wight 

Can e' er decipher, calFd a Jacobite? 

(The Appellation he with Pride do's claim, 
Nor will I grutch him the auſpicious Name) 8 
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How ſhall) we him define, who ner could find - 
The Sentiments of his own wayward Mind ? 
Foe to his Own, and to his Country's Eaſe, 
And whom no Colour of Affairs can pleaſe : 

For, truſt him with the Pow'r he do's aſpire, 

With mad Career he drives into the Mire; 
While grov'ling there, in woful Plight be lies, 
He wearies Earth and Heav? n with reſtleſs Cries. 
Aſſiſt the Wretch, and place him on firm Land, 
He'll curſe the Friendly unexpected Hand. 

PHIL ANDE R. 

How diſmal were your State, ye murm'ring Race, 
Show'd your own fatal Wiſhes once take place? 
But Heav'n, and Godlike Kings, their Grace extend, 
And ev'n to fave th' ingrateful condeſcend, 

P AL ef MO N. f 

Ah! what can Heav'n, and Godlike Kings de- 

(viſe 
For their Relief ? what Charm unſeal their Eyes, ( 
Whom common Danger warns not to be wile ? 
PHIL AND ER. 

vet, good Palæmon, leſt the plague increaſe, 

Mark out and brand the Troublers of our Peace. 
P AL MON. | 

The Faction a meer Hydra you will find, 5 
Whoſe different Aſpects to one Trunk are joln'd, 2 
Of Human Form, but all of Serpent. Kind. 
Some hiſs and mur mor, whom no schemes of Law 
Can pleaſe, but what their own wild Notions draw; 
Nor would ev'n theſe content theChangelings long. | 
Others by Sympathy affect the Wrong, 

To Error by Impulſe of Nature . 

Like Dungeon Toads on pois' nous Vapours fed, 
Mongſt Caitiffs, who had ſold for ſtated Sums 
Their Country, ſummon'd now 0 halty Dooms. 


„ be 
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They who had longeſt truſted, moſt repin d, | 

Diſcarded Knaves, to want and ſhame conſi gn'd '% 
The Drudg'ry paſt, their dear Arrears behind. 
For Envy ſome revile, who wanted Heart 
In the bold Scene to bear a timely Part. 
Same who nor Prince nor Providence dare truſt, 
- Cautious how they too ſoon the Foe diſguſt, 
Decry the Cauſe, of preſent Grace aſſur'd, 
And wiſely for another Turn ſecur'd. h 
Some ſleepy Sots, born ſwiftly down the Stream, 

Wake, ſtare, & think the wondrousChange aDream. 
Some who had lent their helping- hand, recoil ; 

For want of Buſineſs, their own Work they ſpoil; 
Fall off, as they came on, they knew not why; 
Start any Game, and they'll purſue the Cry. 
Miſtaken Politicks did ſome incenſe ; 
And ſome found fault for honeſt want of Senſe. 
The frailer Soul (for when were Women wiſe ?) 
Give ear to murm” ring Fiends ſuggeſted Lies, 0 
Fair gloz'd to cheat em of their Paradiſe. 

FRHILAND £6: 

But Man methinks his Reaſon ſhould recal, 
Not let frail Woman work his ſecond Fall. 
P AL A MON. 

The Sex to cenſure were unjuſt and rude: 3 
The Foe has few to boaſt beſide the Leud. 

To ſpiritual Whore- mongers let Whores be kind, 
Their carnal Harlotry were too confin'd, 
Without the Fornication of the Mind. „ 

Rank next the giddy Thoughtleſs Lawleſs Rout, 
The Atheiſt, and miſtakenly Devout; 
Bigots whole croſs. grain'd Piety looſe-rid, 
Starts, flounces, kicks | 
Tame Aſſes when by Tyrants they're beſtrid, 
| PB AILSINDERBDR 

Ah! whendid Miſchief in the State begin, 
Where Conſcience did not for her ſhare come in ? 


PAL A 
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Mark the whole Chain of Publick Woes, you'l find 
The laſt Link ſtill to the Prieſt's Girdle join'd. 
Pan proſper me, as I the Function hold 
Moſt Sacred, and the Watchmen of the Fold; 
But hate the Shepherds who their Labour ſpare, 8 


To Hirelings leave their Flocks, their only Care 


To call at Sheering-time for an ungodly Share: 


They pipeand feaſt, and jocund Meaſures tread, 


Fleece-warm, and with an Amaryllis ſped, : 
While their lean Sheep look up, and are not fed. 


Nor care which way, make but the Stipend large, 
Thro Door or Breach they climb into the Charge: 


preferment's Sacred, let the Bleſſing fall 
From a Court-Miſtreſs, or a Prieſt of Baal. 


Profit with them is Grace's loudeſt Call; 8 | 


.. RR 0 
From hence, from this corrupted Fountain's Head, 
The poiſon'd Stream of Paſſive Nonſenſe ſpread, 
Divines of Fortune, to deſerve their Pay 


| From Court, the People to the Prince betray; 
With Fire and Lough-Bells for his Service ſer, 


To awe the Partridge, while he ſpreads his Net; 
To honeſt Self-Defence Damnation give, . 
And ring their conſtant Peal, Prerogative. 

P ALA M ON. 
While elder Chanticleers, and more inſpir'd, 
To ſound the Spiritual Watch alone aſpir'd, 


Our young and dapper Brood of forward Chicks 
No ſooner perch, but ſcream out Politicks. 


Grown Pariſh-Cocks, each in his Barn can crow 


| Againſt tame Fowl, but Cravens to the Foe; 


Plump, richly-plum'd, and ot the treading ſtrain, 


They ſtrut amongſt their Hens, and ſpread their 


(pompous Train; 
u 4 9 if H- 
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Ah! had the Paſſive Syſtem no ſupport 
Beſide the Cock'ril Clergy of the Court, 
The Church long ſince had lent the Cauſe her Hand; 
But awful Names, and ſuch as bore Command, 
Too far, too long indulg'd the ſickly Dream: 
Peace ſprings ; but while reſerv'd thoſe Leaders 
The Herd gaze on, and dare not taſt the ſtream. } 
C 
Enough: If Great Examples may prevail, 
Our brighteſt Stars have ſcap d the Dragon's Tail; 
Have own'd Heav*ns Cauſe, and took their Michael's 


| | err, 
Nor &er from free · born Truth's Defence did ſtart; 


W hoſe Senſe no Gorgons, no Chimeras char m, 

To hang dead Weights on their Reſtorer's Arm; 
Who ne er to {laviſh Principles gave way, 5 
That would Religion, Church and State betray: 


And, tho they ſoar'd not with a modern Crew, 
Euſebia ne er cou'd boaſt of Sons more true, 
In this bright Liſt let that learn'd Champion come, 
Euſebia's Glory, and the Scourge of Rome; 
Whoſe piercing Wit toall her Frauds gave light, 
The deep engender?d Births of Papal Night. 
The Fiends, who long ſecure in Darkneſs lay, 
Shrunk from his Beams, and yield at ſight of Day. 
Of num'rous Champions can Euſebia boaſt ; 
But this the Leader of the Sacred Hoſt. 
WIL ANDER © 
Yet equal Praiſe to that learn'd Paſtor give, 
Of Modern Skill, and Meekneſs primitive; 
But bold in Fight, with Arguments conciſe, 
_ Helightens in the Eyes of Rome and Vice: 
With Wonder Men, with Triumph Angels ſee 
His blameleſs Life, from Pride and Paſſion free; 


From antient Sanctions ſtill their Meaſures drew 5 
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No Prieſt more frank the Ghoſtly Counſel gives; 
No Lay- man with more lib'ral Hand relieves. - 
Unprattis' d in the Worldly Shepherd's Guile, | 
His Life's whole Buſineſs is to reconcile; © 
His very Aſpe& breathes an Air of Grace 
So mild, he carries Goſpel in his Face. * 
PAL AM MO N. 
How ſhall Euſebia then her ſelf excuſe, 
Whoſe Builders cou'd this Corner-ſtone refuſe ? 
PHIL ANDE R 
vet e' en th'unjuſt Repulſe his Worth confeſs'd, 
Rejected by the Many, not the Beſt. 
4A #4E6MON. : 
Ah ! without Envy let the Truth be told, þ 
Such as ne'er knew the Shepherd's ſtaff to hold, ; 
| Fear'd Moderation wou'd ſet ope the Fold. 
C 
Ott have I found, while I my Sheep did guide 
To Paſtures ſweet, 'the Friendly Gate ſet wide; 
They freely enter d. and my Crook obey'd, 
But {till of narrow Inlets were afraid; 
Dr if a Bridg too ſtreight they ſpy'd afore, 
 Wov'd rather take the Stream, than venture o'er: 
But ſay, what Prejudice had thence enſu'd, 
Had they receiv'd the ſeparate Multitude ? 
Was ever Shepherd yet a Foe to Peace, 
Or e er repin'd to ſee his Flock increaſe? - 
P AL A MON... 
The Fold ſet ope, had gain'd more Sheep, tis true, 
But had withal receiv'd more Shepherds too, 
Who with new Stewards Diligence at firſt | 
(lf not for Conſcience. ſake) their Flocks had nurs'd; 
Our Loiterers from hence foreſaw their Doom, 
When none but painful Paſtors cou'd have room. 
This made 'em rave like Men on Ruin's brink, 3 
And cry, the Deluge comes, ſtop ev'ry Chink, 5 
Rant faſt the mou or elſe the Ark will fink. 
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To loſe one uſeleſs Peg did Shipwreck ſeem, 
And er Ty rotten Rafter was a Beam. 
FNILANDER ©: 
Let queſtion'd Beauties owe their Charmsto Dreſs, 
Euſebia's Frame does all that's Fair poſſeſs; 
| Too gaudy Tire but makes a Matron ſcorn'd, 
Let mild Euſebia ſhine 
A Firmament by her own Stars edorn'd. 
P AL A MO N. | 
| Yet Meteors to the Firmament may riſe, 
And Comets peſtilent invade the Skies: 
*Twas ſo of old. 
Their Influence in firſt Ages did appear, 5 


Bright and untroubled ſhone the Church's Sphere, 
Till Sons of Vengeance got th'Aſcendent there. 
In petty Factions firſt her Stars engag'd, 
Till War broke out, and Perſecntion rag'd. 
This Peſt, by Conſtantine's warm Summer bred, 
At once thro all th infected Clergy ſpread. 
The bloody Paths had long in vain been trod, 
Till Heathen Princes, tir'd, threw down the Rod; 
Ambitious Prieſts the Utenſil to burn 
Thought pity, till themſelves had took their turn, 
And perfecuting by more dextrous TS, 
- Prov'd Maximine and Diocleſian Fools. 
"Twas Rooting up God's Heritage before, 
While Magiſtrates the Iron Scepter bore: 
In Them the Exerciſe, tho more fevere, 
Was Diſcipline, and Eceleſi aſticł Care. 
| PHIL AND ER. 

For Church or State on Conſcience to- impoſe, 
Muſt wider make the Breach they think to cloſe : 
And he that Fetters wou'd for Reaſon find, 

May ſhackle the Sun- beams, and graſp the Wind, 
Whichno Reſtraints of Human Laws will know, 
But where and when they pleaſe will ſhine or blow. 
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But Truth ſhould bind; And your Opinion's true, 
And erring Judgments ſhould ſubmit to you, 
1 grant.- 
85 firſt you muſt convince by Reaſon's Light, 
That They mſtake, and You are in the right: 


Where You miſtake, and they the Truth may hit, 


Will you to your own Rule of Force ſubmit? 
You'll plead the Privilege They urg'd before, 
Conviction crave, and They demand no more, 
Conviction clear the Soul can only win; | 
With Club or Hammer try to force the Pin, (in. 
TheBrains you may beat out, ne'r drive theNotion 
Abſurd the Zeal that Goſpel's Pow'r promotes 


That Faith to plant does Charity disband, 


And break for doubtful Truths a clear Command. 


Since firſt this Peſt the Chriſtian World — 
Since Perſecuting Power the Church enjoy'd, 


Zea marr d Religion, Creeds the Faith deſtroy'd. | 


P ALA MO MN. | 
| Where Rome bears ſway, bid Laws Divine farewel, 


And Human Rights t'aſſert, is to rebel. 


Speak, ſuffering Witneſs, 1 appeal to Thee, 
Thou Firſt Apoſtle of our Liberty, (ſame 
Condemn'd to Stripes. Thy Crime? Thou didiſt pre- 
To write *gainſt Arbitrary Power and Rome; | 
Didſt Inferences of ftrange Treaſon draw, 


And lay, Tas legal to defend the Law. 


Thy envious Foes no other Crimes could urge, 
And to confute thy Pen, produc'd the Scourge. 
PHIL ANDE R. 

You mention'd Conſtantine, in whoſe mild Reign 
The haraſs'd Church did firſt her Freedom gain, 
When Prieſts ſecure to Biſhopricks aſpir'd, 
Without Firſt-Fruits of Martyrdom requir'd : 
Tell me, How then could Cruelty intrude ? 
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8 Luft, Riot, Avarice, Ambition, Strife, 
| Arc Baſtard Off-ſprings of too peaceful Life. 
With nice Diſputes the wanton Prieſts began, 
To Envy next, and wild Confuſion ran ; 5 


Wou'd My ſteries too curiouſly enquire, 


That firſt asd Smoke, then ſet the Church on Fire. 
From brangling Arius the firſt Fire-brand came; 
E448 1L ff ND ER af 
But Conſtantine took care to quench the Flame. 
ens Prof LC at6 AE 0: : 
The MWicene Fathers, ſummon'd to decide 
The Strife, inſtead of Lenitives apply'd, 
Too late convinc'd th* indulgent Emperor, 
How fatal 'twas to truſt a Prieſt with Pow r, 
PHIL ANDE X. 
The pious Prince, to do th' Aſſembly Grace, 
Refus'd (I've heard) Himſelf to take his place, 
Till they were ſat.— I was Favour ill apply'd, 
| it ſuch Behaviour taught the Doctors Pride. 

. 8 ALK oN 

Then having, as a Chriſtian Monarch ought, 
Firſt burnt th'Invectives which the Fathers brought 
Againſt each Other, and for Union _ 

Thus to the Council he himſelf addreſfs'd : 8 
God made you Prieſts, and God alone can be 
Your Judg ; Reſt therefore from my Cenſure free ; C 
No Man ſhou'd judg of Gods, and Tou are Gods to Ae. 
HTL 

When Princes yield, the Prelate muſt prevail. 

eee. 

When e'r did Prieſt to take Advantage fail ? * 
Forthwith Church -Cenſures flew as thick as Hail: 
The Arian Syſtem to juſt Flames aſlign'd, 

And MNicene Creed with Penalties enjoyn d. 
- They fix'd not here; but for each trifling Cauſe. 


4.1 Fhe Metal try'd of their new Oy Lauf. Thi 1 
in - 
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Think how each Victor went triumphant keine” 

With Titles ſwell'd too bulky for his Dome, 
From Council Ortbodox and Catbolick ; | 
Each Hare that croſs'd him was an Heretick. 
And if his Horſe but ſtumbl'd in his way, 


7 Þ h'erroneous Beaſt incur'd th. Anathema. 
P-H I L DEX. 


vet, ſince they ſquar'd by Rules of Sacred welt + 7 


Their Symbol, you to their Decrees ſubmit. 
P ALA M1 O N. 
own what e ** the Sacred Books contain, 
Can Myſteries believe, tho not explain; 
Have none in Footſteps of firſt Martyrs trod, 


And dy'd for Truth, who ne'r conceiv'd the Mode? ö 7 


Brand ſuch as won't to Truths reveal'd agree, 
But Penalties on ſuch as cannot ſee _ 
What others can, is Breach of Charity. 
Had Charity in Synods interpos'd, 2 
The ſeamleſs Garment's Rent had ſoon been clos d, 0 
Which to repair the wrangling Doctors tryd, 
(While Metaphyſicks Sacred Truths decide)ß 
And by ill-botching made the Rent more wide; 
But they had now learnt Sciences, and muſt + 
To their own Fame, as well as Truth be Juſt : 
Would Myſteries, not like Mechanicks know, - 
But both the dn and qu ſhow; 
Were ſubtle School-men grown, and to agree, 
Had Scandal been to their Philoſophy. _ 
PHIL ANDER. 
But tell me, did theſe Clouds the Faith invade; | 
When firſt whole Nations were its Converts made? 
| r MN & EO N, ns, 
he Faith ſhone clear till School-terms,rais'd like 
Favour'd the Juggles of impoſing Priest, 
And Councils having Scripture Bounds o'er-paſt, 
hs to forging of New Creeds at laſt; 


F 
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Which by the Hocus of Iufallible, 


Went dawn fo glib the Difference few could tell; 

The Prieſt's Turn better ſerv'd, and pleas'd the 
(Croud as well. 

They heard how their Redeemer at his Death 

Did Sacred Legacies to all bequeath, 

Which if they*d now inſpect, and had the Skill, 

The Church into her Hands had got the Will; 

For now the Laity were left ”th? Lurch, 

Thy encroaching Clergy were become the Church : 

Nor ſtood the Magiſtrate on higher Ground, 

In vain to Scripture their Appeals they found, 5 

W hile*twas the Church's Privilege to expound. s 

Thus (thro Indulgence, fond of ſuch as reign'd, 

And thro the People's Sloth) th? Aſcendent gain'd, 

Nome s Prelate top'd'upon her Temp ral Pow'r, 


And from her Prieſt became her Emperor. 


With artful Baits the Fiſher long had ſought, 
And Empire was the Fiſh at laſt he caught. 
But Time, and Breath, and Patience too wou'd fail, 
To count the Steps of chis prodigious Scale; 
Suffice it, that at firſt th Impoſtor gain'd (tain'd; 
By Frauds his height, and by worſe Frauds main- 
Sloth, Ignorance, blind Zeal, and blinder Fear, 
Combin d to level Thrones, and mount the Chair, 
PHIL AND'E Rh N 
*Twas then th aſpiringClergy crown'd their flope, 
And form'd their Church- Leviathan, a Pope, 
In whom they ſtil} poſſeſs the Pow'r they give, 

Earth's Tyrant, but their Repreſentative. 
5 PAL MON. 

"Tis done, th ambitious Prieſt has got the Day, 
The Prelate rules, and Princes muſt obey ; | 
The Spiritual Lord exalted to the Skies, 
| Lopksdown, and all the Subject World defies ; 
Does ſafe his Empyræan Height:poſſeſs, 
His _P Care to © Manage his Succeſs 


How 


vol. V. State-4ffar, zoz 
How to diſpenſe his Beams, to whom be kind, 
And who ſhall his Malignant Aſpects find z - 
To whom large Territories he ſhall give, 
To whom ſell Crowns, & whom of Crowns deprive, 
To judg who beſt to Merit does pretend, | 
And Merit is to be the Church's Friend. "6 
- 214 2244: os 
For Crimes ſo black, that Human Nature ſhockt, 
Unpeopled Earth, and HelF's Plantations ſtockt; 
Th'Indulgence- Shop was ope'd with Pardons ſtor'd, 
And to a Friend good pen'orths cou'd afford, 
At thold ſixt Rates, the reſt their Ware muſt take. 
eee 0M ets 
But if you're impious for the Church's fake, 
- Eva with their Office-Fees they can diſpenſe, - 
They con you Thanks, and conſecrate th'Offence. 
A Cut - throat Prieſt of Murder cou'd make ſport, 
From Laws protected by the Spiritual Court; 
Kings let him kill, and blackeſt Treaſons act, 
His judges till were Parties in the Fact. | 
eee, Bod 
What if a Lay-man did the Prieſt offend ? | 
ard Fraß, as ha nd Wreee e 
An injur'd Prieſt, or who could Wrong pretend, 
Cry'd, Burn the Heretick—the ready Stake tha. 
Forthwith did Pious Reparation make. 

5 P HIL AN DER 
Io hurt his Perſon made the Sentence Juſt, | 
What the Prieſt ſaid, ?twas Death but to miſtruſt, 
5 ALS M0N fc. 

Fear more than Wit this Tyranny enjoin'd, 
Leſt the dull Crond at laſt the Cheat ſhould find, 
And to requite their groſs pernicious Pranks, 

Pull down their Stage, and ſtone the Mountebanks: 
Dull Souls with Eaſe are of their Rights berea wd, 


But none revenge, like Feols, when undeceiv'd ; 
1 e : a 
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And ſtrongeſt Stomachs, with large Draughts op- 
The laſt diſguſts,and throws up all the reſt: (prelt, 
Heap Crime on Crime, to keepthe Frauds fromAir, 
The laſt of courſe mult lie expos'd and bare; 
And too much Weight o*erthrow the guiltyChair. 
Now Monſter, Triple-Crown*d,expe& thy Doom, 
Luther the Saxon Thunder-bolt is come, 
T*unhingeat once the Babel-Toils of Rome. 
For tho to Heav'n the threatning Front aſpire, 
He'll ſhew the wretched Baſis laid in Mire 
In Papal Nets, ſhall Breaches make ſo wide, 
That Kings & Kingdoms thro the Rents ſhall ſlide: 
Then ſhall Euſebia, cloth'd in Truth Divine, 
Her Roman Ruſt fiPd off, the Stars out-ſnine. 
J PHIL AN D E R. 
Far muſt her firſt Reformers Skill extend, 
\ To leave ſucceeding Ages nought to mend, |} 
| PAL A MON. 
l don't pretend to judg, ſince all confeſs 
Her Beauty, who except againſt her Dreſs ; 
Which if ſhe may with Decency neglect, 
Or does too much the Roman Mode affect, 
l leave her Guides that Queſtion to decide, 
And dare not charge the Sacred Dame with Pride: 
Il d ſee Contention, but not Order ceaſe; | 
Order is needful, nor leſs needful Peace: 
Hope, tho unthinking Formaliſts repine, 8 | 


Th Indulgent Mother will at laſt incline 
To gratify her Pious Conſtantine, - 
The Hero from Domeſtick Cares unbind 


To proſecute the Buſineſs of Mankind; 1 
| Wave Jealouſies, and yield the Truſt that's due 8 
| To her kind Patron, and Reſtorer too, 5 / 
Her Sacred Birth-right may ſhe ſo retain, 3) 
VE Diſſenting Flocks ſo may her Sheep-folds gain, © | 
W Andleave the bafff d Wolf to grin & houl in vain. 3) g 
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The Mother ſtill in vain will condeſcend, 
In vain to wilful Sons her Arms extend; 
As ſhe enclines let them Advances make, LE 
Beware how Pride for Conſcience they miſtake ; 
How :ncommillion'd Shepherds lead aſtray, | 
Securely on the wilder'd Sheep to prey. | 
Divided Flocks, but make the Wolf more bold, 
The greateſt Safety's in the common Fold; | 
The Bars remov?d, Compliance mild will ſhow 
Your Paſtor's Care, if for Themſelves or You, 
Our ableſt Guides for Comprehenſion ſtrive, 
That Sacred Union may once more revive; _ 
None more than He who late the Mitre took, 1 
Deſerv*dly, as before He held the Crook, © | 
The skilful'ſt Textman at the Shepherd's Book: 
True to his Function, and the Publick-Weal, 
For which his ſteddy Votes have prov'd his Zeal: 
In each Debate (by Party or Deſign 8 


[ 
1 


Unbiaſs'd) does his Country's Int'reſt join, 
And ſtamps on State-Decrees a Seal Divine. 
What Shepherd from his judgment would divide, >; 
What Flock refuſe to wait on ſuch a Guide, 8 | 
Whoſe Truth and Courage has of old been try'd? 5, 
Whom not the raging Peſtilence could make | 
To ſlake Attendance, or his Charge forſake ; 
His Sheep to Comfort did their Danger ſhare, 
When Hirelings fled, and for themſelves took care. 
tin Bolt rl A ON; 
From hence let Britain her new Freedom date, 
The Church conſenting to ſupport the State, 
Since ſhe at laſt has found a King to Truſt, 
And Worthy Senate, who to both are Juſt. 
br” PREISE NDER 5 Ks 
Hail, generous Patriots, you that poize the Realm! 
AndleſtencreachingWaves the State d | 
Bring kind Supplies while Czſar ſits at Helm, 


306 POEMS on 


jn vain th Oppreſs'd would call for his Alarms: 


And Conqueſt beckon forth his Pious Arms, 


Unleſs with Europe's Freedom you comply'd ; 
Ceſar and You muſt Europe's Fate decide, 
Invading Pow'rs within juſt Limits draw, 
Teach Tyrants Juſtice, and Oppreſſors Law. 
For tho the Gallick Pride has ſwell'd fo high, 


United States and Empire to defy, 


StoPn Conqueſt boaſt, & Neighbouring Cities hold, 
The wretched Purchaſe of extorted Gold; 
From you, the Tyrant his Juſt Doom muſt wait, 
For Nero's Guilt muſt look for Nero's Fate: 

Ev'n now the State- Magician in his Cell, 

Sits cloſe contriving ſome new impious Spell, 
Which He ſends forth his Dæmons to perform, 
Well-skill'd to raiſe, but dares not meet the Storm: 


Tis You the Sword muſt furniſh, You muſt Arm 


Our Pious Hero to diſſolve the Charm. 
| P AL Et MO N, 
Our Swains oer - joy d their Senate's Conduct ſee, 


And carve their Sacred Names on ev'ry Free; 


To their diſpoſal yield their Grain and Fleece, 


| A ready Off ring to their Country's Peace, 


PHIEA ND EF 
Oh! like our Patriots may our Swains agree! 


From home-bred Strife, as foreign Dangers free: 


And Shepherds skill'd in Song the Conſort raiſe, 
To celebrate once more our great Reſtorer's Feile 
Employ their Leaſure purchas'd by his Toil, 
In Raptures on Juverne's reſcu'd Soil. 
P ALA M O N. | 
Repeat, kind Youth, for | o'er-heard your Strain 


So ſhall our Vales reſume their former Lays, © 


Laſt Night, by Moon - ſhine, from the dusky Plain, 
That joins the Copſe, my Farms extremeſt Bounds; 


| Repeat, for they w were more than vulgar Sounds. 


Your 
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Your Song pur ſud the Hero to the Coat 
Of moiſt Juverne, where the adverſe Hoſt 

Confus'd, the Mountain Paſſes did reſign, 

And ſhew'd their Rear to the diſdaining Boyne, _ 
On whoſe ſteep Banks our Briti/h Troops you left: 
Of what enſu'd the liſtning Dales bereft; 

Nor had retrencht your welcome Notes ſo ſoon, 

If ſhrill Zyciſca had not bay d the Moon. 

r 
To happy Swains that task I mult reſign, 

Who ſing beneath the Shade of their own Vine 3 
From dewy Morn, and ſultry Noon can creep 
Jo their cool Sheds, and chuſe to pipe or ſle ep; 

With vacant Songs call up the Ev'ning Star, 

Their Strains may rouze the noble din of War, 

Make Squadrons move, give foaming Steeds the 

R SEG Kein; 

And trace a Hero through the duſty Plain, 

Lure hov'ring Conqueſt down where they incline 5 

Thro all you ſee the gen'rous Freedom ſhine : 
And what falſe ſtrokes their Pencil ſtrikes in Heat, 
Their happy Leiſure makes correct and great. 

What can Philander do, the wretched Heir 

Of Thought-confounding Grief, and Slave of Care, 

To ſervile Hours of tedious Day confin'd, | 

Expos d all Night to welter thro the Wind, 

To tend in Sun-burnt Lawn, or thirſty Dale, 

His Maſter's Flock, and muſt make good the Tale? 

How ſhall the ſtrict Damætas be repay'd? 

Suppoſe a Milcher ſtoln, or Firſtling ſtray'd ; 

With Notes refin'd can I repair the Wrong, 

Or make him Reſtitution with a Song? _ 

_ *Twas then great Maro found the Art to charm, 

hen he regain'd his Freedom and his Farm, 

With Meadows, and an Oaten Pipe began. 

Till warm'd with fipening Beams he ſung the Mar: 


J 
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And Fortune may aſſiſt the daring Muſe : 
Deep Senſe of Duty, and immenſe Deſire - 
Can make the Pipe keep Conſort with the Lire, 
The vanquiſh'd Boyne and Shannon will inſpire. 


Thy poor Philander to the Muſes Seat 
By ſtealth has crept, and felt th inſpiring Heat; 


Been Midnight-Preſent at the ſacred Quire, 


Has ſeen'd the laurePd God, and heard his Lire; 
In ſmooth Pirene dipt his Fancy's Wing, 
And taſted of the learn'd Caſtalian Spring. 


What ſteads it that he knows his Flow'rs to cull, 


Ifruffling Care, before his Garland's full, 


Confound the fancy'd Order in a Trice, 
Moil his clear Spring, and blaſt his Paradiſe? 


. wy. 
Yet has our Britains Pollio heard thy Lays ? 
| EMIT AN DER, Bo 


Our Pollio's Skill might Phebus Envy raiſe : 


For tho the Court be Pollw's proper Sphere, 
Altho he ſhines the brighteſt Planet there, 

He thinks no ſcorn ſometimes to cheer the Plain, 9 
Oft condeſcends to hear the rural Strain; C | 
Yet Pollio's Smiles ſhould make no Shepherd vain. ), 
My uncouth Muſe let gibing Goat-Herds laugh 


To Death, and Codrus write her Epitaph, 


If Pollio's Goodneſs ſhe ſo far abuſe, 
Or Ween he likes becauſe he doesExcuſe. 
On Wits ſteep Heights he ſits the ruling God, 


- Thoſe Heights which by himſelf alone are trod, 


Yet thence vouchſafes his gentle Beams to throw, 
And pitys all the panting Croud below, 
LL PAL, HON 
Yet William's Praiſe no Shepherd can refuſe, 


PHILANDE R. 
When next we meet, expect the Silvan Rhime, 
Night haſtens, and "tis now my Folding time; 


The 


wy 
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The winding Song will ask your Leiſure's ba, 
Employ your Patience, tho your Hopes deceive. 
The Daring Muſe unbeaten Paths ſhall tread, 
In Viſionary Dreams of Rapture led, 
Deſcend into the Regions of the Dead. 
Elyſian Bow'rs, where Waller's well- tun d Lire 
The Art of Numbers ſhall inſtru the Quire,, 
Where Afilton on eternal Roſes lies, 4 
Deep wrapt in Dreams of his own Paradiſee: 
Th advent”rous Muſe, with this kind Viſion charm'd, 
And dear Concern for her loy'd Country warm'd, 
Of Secrets that to Britain's Peace belong, 
Shall queſtion Fate, conſult the Sacred Throng 
And thro the dang'rous Courſe 
The learn'd Couleian Shade direct her Song, 
The Victor crown, and to reward their Pain, 
Embalm and conſecrate the noble Slain: 
If that low pitch to which my. Voice can riſe, _ 
May reach ſuch Theams, and rural Notes ſuffice 
To pleaſe the Plain, is all my Hopes perſue: 
The Palace has already had its _ | 


— 


ne org. 
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A pleaſant Battel between two Lap- Dogs of 
the Utopian Court. Or a Dialogue between 
Sleep and Awake, Jeſt and Earneſt, Rea- 
ity and Fancy ; Being fought upon the new 
refed Dog-Pit, lately contriv d purpoſely 
upon this Occaſion as aforeſaid in the Anti- 

Chamber of the faid (ourt, where it was 


feught with great Applauſe, Satisfaction 


and ( ontent of the ( ompany there preſent : - 
But by reaſon of the Author's Drowzy 


Diſpoſition, being late at Night, aud he 
inclin d to ſleep, be would crave your 
favourable Cenfure of this bis Pains, 


and judg of them as Jon 55 occaſion. 
Printed in 1681, 


Enter two Lap- Dogs, Tutty and ty «ſhort, 


Reader, | | 
[+ ISE Æſop thought it no „ Miſtake 


To make brute Beaſts, as well as Men to jets 
h may not I, like him, in barmleſs Rhimes, 
Bring Brutes to " ſpeak againſt the brutiſh times # 
ben Sin ſwells bigh, it needs a ſharp Correction 
Tl give you bere a brief yet full EIN 
Zy ſuch a Catalogue of naſty Sin, 

AS Soom amy loath d to val, in: ? 


Firſt, 
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Firſt, I preſent two Lap-Dogs on the Stage, 
Who ſtrike the hidden Vices of the Age, © 
With ſo much Vigour;-as it will Jure 2 
Your Senſes all, your Hearts, your Ears, your Eyes: 
The Engliſh Lap-Dog here does firſt begin 

The Vindication of bis Lady GW -n. 

The other much more Frenchify d, alas, 

Shews what bis Lady is, not what ſhe was. 

From Words they riſe to Blows, as People ſay, 
Occaſioned a ſharp and bloody Fray, | 

The Ladies looking on, each back'd ber Cur,  _ 
Until they made ſuch a foul filthy ſtir, n ; 
As ſet all in an Uproar e thts was Sport ROY 
Did hig biy pleaſe the grand Utopian Court, 
The Battel being ended I awoke, 
And all the Viſion vaniſh'd into Smoak, 


Bo N Tutty. N 
HR now Snap. ſhort, what out of your La- 
1 dy's Lodgings at this time o'th' Night? 

I' teach the beſt French Cur of you all to come as 
2 Spy into our Quarters at this vnſeaſonable Hour: 
What do you think your Lady is able to protect 
you ad ſecula ſeculorum 2 No, Sir, fo long as I 
have an Engliſh Tooth in my Head they ſhall make 
bold to falure your French Ears, and in as rugged 
a manner as ever Don Quixot handled the Wind. 
mills : and fo have at you N | 
5 Snap-ſhort, : 
How now Tutty, meddle with me if you dare; 
| Iproteſt if you do, I will cry out Treaſon ! what 
aſſault me in Court? Be gar me ſee your Engliſh 
Love and Affection: but what have you to ſay to 
me? ſpeak your Mind, for if it comes to Blows, 
we have French enough to eat you. 3 
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Eat me, you French Scoundrel! Sirrah, you are a 
French pocky Raical: and, tell your Lady from me, 


She is no better than the Devil can make her: before 


I would be a Dog to ſuch a piece of monſtrous In- 
gratitude, I proteſt, Snap-ſhort, I would cut my 


own Head off. My Lady is a good Common- 
wealth's Woman : Yours cares not if ſhe be ruin'd 


to buoy her up amongſt thoſe troubleſom, Seas of 
Deſtruction which are rais'd to involve us in 


Ruin: and indeed Ruin and She are ſo near akin, 


that ſhe is out of her Element unleſs ſhe be 


. 
- 
0 
4 
K. 
8 


ready to go together by the Ears. Such is the 
wretched Condition of theſe miſerable times. 


View. 


there. 


Come, Tutty, neither you, nor any of your La- 


dy's Retinue durſt affront me after this manner, 


Were not my Lady a French Lady and a Romaniſt - 


But ſhe may live, and I too, to ſee your Lady's 
Tail ſet up an end once more upon a Dung- 


hill. 17 

80 1 Tutty. | 

_ You French Scoundrel, inconſiderable, pragma- 
tical, ruſtical, diabolical, muſty, fuſty, ruſty 
Puppy: You ſee my Lady's Tail ſetup as formerly! 


Sirrah, I would have you know, had it not been 
more out of my Lady's In terceſſion than out of re- 


ſpect to your Lady's Deſerts. the Grievances of the 
Nation had long ago been expos'd to publick 


LE M ns 6 

Come, Tutty, I ſee you can bark, but dare not 
bite: Iam ſure my Lady has Charms ſufficient left 
her to controul another-gueſs Kingdom than ſuch as 


we are; a parcel of puny inconſiderable Lap-Dogs, 


who dare hardly bark, but the whole World is 


Tutty, 


. + God toons Ronen an. 
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And ſuch the condition of theſe miſerable 
times (as you call them) is ſtill like to continue, ſo 
long as your Miſtriſs is ſuffer*d thus to reign in her 
Roguery: were ſhe more modeſt, it would never 
grumble in my gizzard, but being ſo peremptory, 
Vexcs ever? Vein of my Heart. But Murder will 
out at laſt: Come, Suap-ſhort, my Lady never yet, 
to make her on private Gains, endeavor'd the Ruin 
of the Nation. | | a poet 
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And prithee, Tutity, who did? For you ſeem to 
reflect upon my Lady: but for all your Engliſh brave 
Alls and Braggadocio Tricks, you ſhall never make 
me believe your Lady exceeds mine in point of Ho- 
nor. A Lady undo a Nation! This I dare boldly 
ay; If ſhe undo a Nation, it's only to advance ano- 
ther: And this, Brother Tutty, holds good with the 
Scripture too, why was Joſeph ſent into Agypt, 
but to help his Brethren in time of Dearth ? 
| Tutty:* | 5 
In time of Dearth, Snap- hort! let me tell yon 
without offence, your Lady is one of Pharaot/s 
lean Kine, ſhe has almoſt devour'd a Kingdom; 
and yet her ſtarv'd Carcaſe would get a ſick Man 
an Appetite to look upon it: for ſhe looks ſo ill- fa- 
vour'd by ſharp Countenance, that I proteſt when 
I ſaw her lait, I would have given one of my Legs 
to have ſav'd my Body; for ſhe look'd fo hungry, 
as if ſhe would have chopt me up at one mouthful. 
However Jam more afraid of her than you: lam 
apt to believe, you cannot ſwallow a Kingdom, 
nor me neither, ſo ſoon as ſhe can: and, if I be 
not. miſ-inform'd, ſhe can make Guinny-Pies as 
well as any Lady in England, tho it be a French Re- 
ceipt. And, let me tell you, That there's no French- 
man of them all, of any Repute, at Court, _ 
DE | as 
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has taſted the ſweet Savor of Engliſh Gold, which 


I pray God may be dillolv'd in a real Vengeance 


Paſty. | 
. Snap-ſhort. 


Come, Tutty, you are a Raſcal to abuſe a Lady 


whom you know was, not long ago, one of the 
Primum Mobjle's of the Kingdom; however, me- 


Tthinks *tis ſtrange, your open-arſe Lady, who 


came lately from ſelling ripe Oranges and Lem- 


mons about the Streets, and now being advanced 


to a Royal Bed, ſhould be ſo forgetful of her for- 
mer Mechanick Condition, as to kick up her wan- 


ton Heels againſt a Perſon whoſe Extraction is fo 


high, that it would puzzle a good Poet, nay a 
good Herald, to givean abſolute Deſcription of her 
Pedegree, deriv'd from theſe Three Remarkable 
Judges of Hell, Zachu, Minos and Rbadaman- 

| | \ 


EO RITA Tutty. by | 
And truly, Snap ſhort, I wiſh her no other harm 
than barely this, ſeeing you have ſo liberally de- 
ſcrib'd her Pedigree, I hat ſhe might be imme- 
diately ſeat to her Relations: I am confident my 
Lady will bear a conſiderable hare of her Charges, 
and accompany her part of the Way; but ſhe has 
other Buſineſs than to go too far on the Road: Be- 


Fides, ſhe has more Diſcretion than to go to the 
utmoſt Stage, merely for this Reaſon, leſt having 
but ſmall Acquaintance, and being much more 


ſhort of Mony than your French Lady, ſhe ſhould 
be left in the lurch, and pawn'd to Lucifer as a 


Pledg for your Miſtreſles Honeſty, which ſhe can- 


not truly juſtify. es 
0 | Snap-ſhort. 3 

Ha, Tutty, now you and I piſs both in a Quill, I 
. confeſs I dare no more vindicate my Lady's Hone- 
ſty than you dare your Lady's: For this | believe, 


es was „ Yd to ot Aa 


my 
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my Lady's a Whore of the greater Magnitude; 
and, in ſpite of your Teeth, will carry à greater 4 
Luſter than any Engliſh Lady whatſoever: Tho 7 
in your own Court, if French Dogs, Ladies — Boda ache, 


Catholicks be not ſufficient to put you all to a Non- Alto | 
plus, I will never bark in the. praiſe of Frquce' © _ 
more. Et wa | 
Ke OE 
Come, you French Scoundrel, have at you taoth 
and nail, before I will ſee my Lady abus'd, or any © 
of your Factious Tribe thus to reign in your Ro- 
guery: Iwill make no more to cut your Catho- 
| licks Throat, and ſpill your wolſiſn Blood, than 
you did in Queen Mary's Days to burn us: Your 
French Dogs, Ladys and Catholicks have more 
command at Court! Give me leave to tell you, 
'You lye, if you deny it: And if any thing raiſe 
my Lady's Fortune, let me tell you, 'tis her be- 
ing a Proteſtant who ſhall be protected, when your 
French Romiſh Bitch ſhall be pull'd Limb. from 
Limb, without ſtarving her, as her Predeceſlor 
Jane Shore was ſtarv'd not many Ages before. 
„„ Snap ſhort. „ 
Come Tutty, my French Lady will find Favqur, 
when your Engliſh Madam will be glad to return 
to her old Function; it is not 10cco I. per ann. will 
laſt your Lady ad infinitum © my Lady has taken the 
wiſeſt courſe, who has tranſported forty times the 
Sum, and intends to "oO it ſoon after her ſelf. 
utty, ESE Ci Ss. 
And good riddance of her by my Troth: when 
the Salt Bitches leave the Kingdom, it's more 
than probable the Romiſh Wolf- Dogs will fol-) $f 
low them; and then what a happy Kingdom we * 
ſhall have, let the whole World judg. But I am apt N f 
to believe, my Antagoniſt Snap- ſgort, that your 
Lady rather makes proviſion for the Entertain. 
12858 eee Nee 
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ment of her French Monarch, than for her De- 
7 7 yet let me tell you, let him come when 

e will, I will for once hazard my Life like the Old 
Roman Geeſe, rather than betray the Capitol, for 
Jam reſolv'd to bark Louder than ever they 
Squeab'd, and if poſſible will prevent thoſe hidden 

Miſchiefs, tho they lay them as deep as Hell; 1 

have a quick Noſe for ſcent, and as ſharp Claws 
as the beſt of them all; then do what you dare, 

for i vow, by the Honour of my Lady, I will ruin 
you ſooner or later. | 

| Snaß . ſhort. 


Ha, good Tutty, rather than my Lady ſhould be 


rum'd, I will perſwade her to turn Proteſtant too, 
I am confident ſhe will do any thing to ſerve her 
on Intereſt, 5 + 
= Cs Tutty. E 
But, Snap- ſbort, let me tell you, that a Frenc 
Whore will never make a good Proteſtant Lady; 
for if ſhe ſhould turn Proteſtant, and make a 
Whore of Religion, as ſhe has of her Body, the 
whole World would ſet a Mark upon her for a 


notorious Murderer both of Religion, Honeſty 


and common Reaſon; and when ſhe comes into 
France, her own native Country, ſhe muſt expect 
to be pelted like an Owl in an Ivy-Buſh. 
| Snap- ſhort. 
But, Tutty, you miſtake the Caſe, my Lady has 
an Abſolution and Diſpenſation from his Holineſs 


for all her Villanies that either are or may be com- 
mitted during her Life, tho ſhe ſhould live to the 


Age of Metbuſelab. It ſeems you have call'd me 
inconſiderable Cur, but I wiſh you had but a Gi- 
zard long enough to apprehend my Lady's De- 


_ figns : you miſtake the Caſe, if you imagine ſhe 


came out barely to be a Whore; in ſhort, ſhe came 
for a Spy to betray both Kingdoms Intereſt. Do 


. . 


> 0 „ 
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you 
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you not remember Alexander the Great had a 
brace of notorious Whores, ſent over purpoſely 
upon the like occaſion? but he had ſo many Guts 
in his Brains, as not only to perceive the In- 
trigue, but likewiſe a timely prevention to avoid 
e., 5 
| 3 Tutty. | =” 
Say you ſo, Snapſhort, I am infinitely glad. you 
have ſo ingenuouſly unravel'd your Lady's Deſign, 
which 1 hope to make ſuch uſe of, as to ſend your 
Lady with a Flea in her Ear into her own Country; 
this is no more than has been formerly ſuppos'd, 
nay, confirm'd by ſeveral true Reports. But ſee- 
ing you have own'd your Lady's Intentions and 
Deſigns. upon which ſhe was ſent over; as ſure 
as my Name is Tutty, and by the Virtue of my 
Proteſtant Miſtreſs, I am not only reſolv'd ro bark, 
but bite, and if my Tongue can do no feats, my 
$ Teeth ſhall; tho J am but a little whiffling Cur, 1 
| would have you know I am not afraid to take the 
beſt French Bitch of you all by the Throat; and 
ſo, Snap-ſbort, ſtand on your Guard, for I vow IL 


win be at you. . 
Snap-ſhort. Fl 
Come, Tutty, ſince you are fo Cholerick, | | 


— — 3 - — =s wo — * * 4 


{trip me of my Crucifix ; and begin as ſoon as you 
will, let's ſhake Hands, and ſo have at you. 
Tuctty. | 
Come down, there, now you are ſtript. Curr; | 
ur, rrr, urr, urr, urrr, urrr. [The Dogs begin 
to engage, the Company ſpeaks. ]J _—— 
„ Dutchehof F=th  . 9 
Pray, Madam, give my Dog fair play, I proteſt 
you binder him with your Petticoats, be cannot faſten 5 
Madam, fair Play is fair Play. . 


| Madam” 
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Madam G -L. „ 
Truly Madam, I thought I knew as well what belonged 
to Dog-fighting as your Ladyſhip : but ſince you pretend 
to inſtruſt me in your French Dog-play, pray Madam 
ſtand a little farther, as you reſpect your own Fleſh, for 
my little Dog is mettle to the Back, and ſmells a Popi/h 
Miſs at a far greater diſtance Pray Madam take 
warning, for you ſtand on dangerous Ground: Haloo, 
baloo, baloo, ba brave Tutty, ba brave Snap-ſhort ; 
a Guiny on Tutty, two to one on Tutty; Done, quoth 


Monſieur; Begar, Pox take te begar, me bave loſt near 


Ton ſand Pound. 


1 Tutty it ſeems beat Snap. ſhort, and the Bell 


Tutty bears home in Victory: Farewel. 


MT” 5 
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Marvels Ghoft : Being a true Copy of 4 
Letter ſent to the A. Bp. of Cant. upon 
his ſudden Sickneſs, at the Prince of 
j Orange's firſt | Arrival into London, 
— Oe » 


The APOLOGY. 


HEN Menof God will do the Devil's Mort, 

And frame new Prayers for Lewis and the 

In drunken Clubs religiouſly combine (Turk, 
To make the loſt Mack-Ninny's Rigbt Divine, 

And the whole Town with Sham Diſtin@ions ring 0 


Of a de jure and de Facto King, | 
W 


When 


OO 


* 
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Wben thoſe whoſe Buſineſs tis to preach up Peace, 
Labour to make our Diſcontents increaſe; 

Foment Diviſions, and new Storms create; 9 
Defame tbe King and undermine the State, 8 
Which wou d, were they but hang d, be fortunate 5, 
WWhat Indignation can be thought ſeuvere? 
How can a true-born Engliſh Muſe forbear 

To laſh their Folly, and correct their Vice, 

And teach the People whence their Plagues ariſe ? 
How innocent and good ſoeer they ſeem, | 

The Source of all our Miſchiefs lies in them. 

From them, as from Pandora's Box, they fly: 
"Ts their corrupted Breath pollutes our Northern Sky. 
Therefore, my Lord, you juſtly can't accuſe 
This modeſt Sally of a backward Mnſe, 

Which bad been damm d to Silence, and forgot, 

If you bad not revivꝰd it with your Plot. 

*T was writ to conſolate ou Sickneſs then; 

If you had mended this had ne er been ſeen. 

But ſince you every Day grow worſe and worſe, 
And ſtill reſolve to be the Nation's Curſe; 

I alſo am reſolv'd to let you know, 

Here's one as ſtubborn and as bold as you. 


$ | „„ 1. 
H. juſt is then the Tribute of our Eyes! 
L & When Vertue languiſhes, and Goodneſs dies, 
When holy Prelacy from Court withdrawn, 
Lies ſicx at Lambeth in a Shroud of Lawn! 
Who fearing now, Compliance with the Prince 
Shou'd better Men to equal Power advance, 
With- holds his Hand, and in the very nick 
The humorous Prelate willingly falls ſick. 
On what ſmall Props a Churchman's health depends! 
Draw but one Pin and the whole Fabrick bends z 
5 | e f Touch 
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Touch but their Wealth their Power, or their Place, 
They'll ſnuff, and ſnort, and curſe you to your Face. 


Has there a Miſchief in the World been done, 
Eer ſince the odious Name of B-— known, 
In which a Clergy- man has not been one 


Have there been private Murders, publick Wars, 


Dividing Schiſms or inteſtine Jars, 


bs Reproaches, Scandals, Goals, Fines, bloody Laws, 
Of which they have not been the chiefeſt Cauſe ! 


Great Conſtantine, how baſely haſt thou ſtain'd 
Thoſe glorious Laurels that thy Conqueſts gain'd ! 
Untainted Honor with bright Luſtre ſpread 

It ſelf in ſhining Circles round thy Head, 


Which might have ſhone till now, belov'd, rever'd, 
In the ſame Tomb had B 


been inter d 
With leſfer Villains; but nice Goodneſs ſpar'd 


"Thoſe Foes that ſhould have the ſame Ruin ſhar'd : 
_ Thoſe Sanctimonious Robbers that did more 


Infeſt the Church than Heathen Prieſts before : 
They with profeſſed Malice Blood did ſpill; 


"Theſe pray, and ſmile, and flatter when they kill: 
They did their open Enemies annoy z' 
I Theſe kiſs the Friends they murder and deſtroy. 


By theſe oppreſt, the mournful Church implor'd 
The tardy Vengeance of thy backward Sword, 
Had this been done, had thy Imperial Frown 
But ſmote thoſe havghty Mitred Monarchs down ; 
Myriads of Bleſſings ſhowd thy Reign adorn, 


Paid by paſt Ages, this and thoſe unborn, 


Tell me, ye doting Bigots who revere 


Theſe Raree Shows o'th' Church and Pageants here; 


Like Tinſel Mortals on a Gewgaw Stall, 


 Fram'd for mere ſhow and of no uſe at all: 


Tell me in ſober ſeriouſneſs, unvext, 
What Holineſs is to their Cowl annext ; 


What hidden Virtue in their Office lies, 


Unſeen by Men of common Senſe and Eyes! 


S e A, ome Te, eee Ax. a 


Did 
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Did e'er a Biſhoprick a Man advance N 
Above the reſt in Honour, Truth, and Senſe! 
Or did a fat Advowſon ever make 

A Man preach better and more labour*take ? 
They talkt indeed in very Loyal ſtrain, * 27 
To praiſe the King did God himſelf profane, 5 
But ſure we ne'er ſhall hear of that again. 
Born to themſelves, themſelves alone they pleaſe, 
Steep't in the Sweets of Luxury and Eaſe: 

The Land they canton and divide the Spoil, 

And drain the moiſture of our Wealthy Ifle. 

For Pulpit Work let thoſe who can do that, 
They're all too dull, too feeble, or too fat. 

Are theſe the Men that hope to govern now? 
To whom our Church and State again muſt bow? 
Have we then but the bleſſed Proſpect ſeen 

Of dawning Peace, of a vaſt Gulph between! 
Like Men condemn'd,on flattering Hopes born high, 
To fall with greater Ruin from the Sky ! : 
Good God, forbid thy Church ſhould e er be ſway'd 
By thoſe again that have thy Truth betray'd: 
Who lately ſuch a fatal Inſtance gave 5 
What precious Care they'd of Religion have, 5 
That durſt adore a Fool and truſt a Knave. 

Shou'd it be thus, how would our Iſle complain, 

| And beg to have our wandring King again? 

Intreat the worſt his incens'd Rage can do, {+ 
The leſs important Miſchief of the two; 

Which is the cruel'ſt Beaſt will then be known, 
An Engliſh Pr—te or a French Dragoon. 

From hence, my Lord, you may with eaſe foreknow 
What Epitaphs we ſhall on ſuch beſtow : HE: 
When ſuch depart (when will juſt Heaven think fit 
To ſtrike and do an injur'd Nation right!) 5 
The moſt obdurate Muſe will ſtrain a Verſe, 
And bathe with Tears of Joy each Biſhop's Herſe. 
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ff (ongratulatory Poem to the Reverend 


Dr. John Tillotſon, upon bis Promi- 
tion to the Arch-Epiſcopal See of Can- 
terbury, 169 1 i 


W Hilſt Prieſtly Pens the Glorious "_ de- 
» ine 

And at their Loſs, or at your Fate repine; ; 
And College-Wits no tuneful Notes expreſs, 

Are drunk in Faction, or unskill'd in Verſe ; 
I, who the Levite ſeldom did adore, 5 
And ſcarce e' er knew a Prieſt 1 lov'd before, 

Do to your Fame a juſter Tribute bring, 

At once the Prelate and his Vertues ſing. 
Tas but of late my Warbling Lute I ſtrung, 
And mighty Orange in juſt Numbers ſung ; 

Did with the wondring World in Notes rejoice, 
And prais'd our Maker's and the People's Choice. 
Now the dear ſweets of freſher Joys commence, 
And for the Prelate we mult bleſs the Prince. 
Methinks the Vertue of our Land appears 
After the Luxury of Thirty Years, 

When cloſe Opinions ſet the Prelate forth, 

And *twas his Faction rais'd him, not his Worth. 
A juſter Path our righteous Prince did tread, 
Deſtin'd the Mitre for a nobler Head: _ 
He ſhall unvanquiſh'd on the Plain command, 
When ſuch a Biſhop does ſupport his Hand : 
Home from the Wars ſhall laſting Trophies bear, 
For Heav'n will grant a righteous Prelate's Pray'r- 


* 8 
n 0 


01 


Vol. IV. Sede furt 1 3¹ 2 
On you, Great Sir, our Pious Hopes depend. 
Your Learning muſt our Rational Faith defend; 2 


We fear no Fate, reſolv'd to overcome 


Beneath your Banger, who have conquer'd Rome. 
Whilſt mighty William draws his Shining Sword 


To fight God's Battels, you maintain his Words 
He skilb'd in War, wich manly Proweſs arm'd, 


Has each good Man and every Nation charm' 9; 
Your Skill in Argument is not unknown, | 
Nor the great Feats your Artful Pen has G 


Altho Religion ſeem'd to bid adieu, 
| Its Reſurrection we expect from you. 


Religion firſt with dazling Rays did ſhine, 
Her Shape was comely, and her Face divine; * 


. Her Native Beauty each Admirer warm'd, 
Eier Stains of Error had her Mien deform'd, 
And Clouds of Ignorance, that Truth. o 'erſpread, 


Hoyer'd in gloomy Circles round her Head. 
You are the Sun that muſt diſpel theſe Miſts, 
Revive Religion, and reform our Prieſts ; 
Curb all our Vices, and impede their Growth, 
So long debauch'd in Luxury and Sloth. 


You are the Moſes muſt our Factions quell, 


And ſtop the murmuring of our vac. 

At your Advancement pious Souls rejoice, 

No more the Monarch's than the People's Choice, 
Before the King's Decree was fully known, | 


Methought each Look declar'd for T7, LO TSO. v. 


But when 't was known, each Man his Joy expreſt, 
And thank'd the Monarch for ſo good a Prieſt. 
Each diſtant Place receiv'd the joytul Sound, 
Where the glad News a hearty Welcome found. 


Tho diff'rent Sects too much infeſt our Land, 


And with hot Zeal for either Party ſtand; 


Tho the Devotes too mad and rigid are, 


There ne'er appear'd a raſh Diſſenter here. 
* 3 1 The 
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he prelate all approve, the Man careſs, 


And for his Choice their rightful Monarch bleſs, 
Loet envious Prieſts your Glories ſtrive to blaſt, 
Fixt as ſome Rock your Memory ſhall laſt. 

No ſtubborn Levites ſhall moleſt your Fame, | 
But yours ſhall grow, as mighty William's Name. 
The ſtubborn Levites are our Land's Diſgrace, 
A havghty, proud, and a contentious Race; 
Bya ſs'd in Judgment, turbulent in Mind, 
No King can pleaſe, nor Acts of Grace can bind; 
Promote our Wars with vaſt Expence of Blood, 
_ -Prefer their Humour to their Country's Good. 

If theſe reproach, the Venom of their Gall 
Beneath the weight of your Contempt mult fall. 
All the Reproaches of the Wicked muſt 
Tend to the Praiſes of the Good and Juſt. 

Who knows the Vice to Envy does belong, 
Wou' d loath the Slanders of a railing Tongue: 
The Glory of your Vertue ſhines more bright, 
And ſcorns the Darkneſs of approaching Night: 
*Tisnot the tainted Breath of envious Fame, 
Can blaſt the Beauties of your ſpotleſs Name; 
You need not value what the Gloomy ſay, 
The Clouds may darken, not obſtruct the Day; 
The lofty Pine, with Head erect, does grow, 
Nor heeds the Motion of the Shrubs below. 
On in its courſe the conſtant Moon ſtill jogs, 
Diſdains the barking Neighbourhood of Dogs. 
When Vertue is oppos'd by vicious Might, , 
It ſhews its Force, and ſhines with double Light, 
Vertne, like Camomile oppreſs'd, ſtill lives, 
The more tis trod, the better Scent it gives. 
What tho you're hated and contemn'd by few, 
The Many to your Cauſe and Faith are true; 
In vain the Bad their weak diſguſt expreſt, 
Since you are lov'd, ſupported by the beſt. 


Scarce 
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Scarce had our Royal Pair a greater Train, 
To give the Scepter of a gentle Reign, 

Than that the Prelate has ſo lately grac'd, 
Who gave the Croſier, and the Miter plac'd; 
The Nobler Throng led the Imperial way, | 
Scarce could Maria's Charms command their Stay; 
Io ſee the Rites perform'd they all reſort, 

Leſs'ning the Numbers of the cronded Court. 
From evy'ry part the glad Admirers throng, 

And bleſs the Prelate as they paſs along, 
Thus once the ranſom'd People fill'd the Strand, 
| OFerſpread the Beach, to ſee Great Orange land; 
He brought ten thouſand Bleſſings to the Shoar, 
Great as the Miſeries we felt before; 

Remov'd our Scourges, and deſtroy'd our Rods, 

And triumph'd o'er our Wooden Prieſts and Gods. 

The joyful People ſoon his Praiſes ſing, 1 

With one united ſhout proclaim him King. 

Scarce did they more rejoice to ſee the Crown 

Plac'd on a Head was choſen by their own, - 

Than now they triumph when the Mitre's given 

To one approv'd by People, Prince, and Heav'n. 

But now, my Lord ! the mighty Work is done, 

And Heav'n with Bleſſings does the Action crown 
The joyfal News fills every diſtant Plain, 

And glads the Heart of every humble Swain. 

We from your Learning do expect the Truth, 

To help the Aged, and inſtruct the Youth ; 

And hope your good Example will afford 

The ſame Succeſs as mighty Y/iliam's Sword; 
Conquer the Luſts and Vices of the Age, 

Aſſwage their Fury, and appeaſe their Rage: 

To ſtopa Torrent, when the Waves combine, 
Requires a Courage and a Heat Divine: 

Todare their Force, and with addreſs withſtand 

The impious Fury of a Sinful Land: : 
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Such mighty Actions never can be done, 
But by the Hands of ſuch as Tillotſon ;, © 
*Tis not an eaſy ſtep. to mount a Throne, 
And pull an old Im perious Tyrant down. 
Sin, like a Tyrant, with its Scepter reigns, 
And all the pious Strength of Man diſdains; 
A num'rous Train does to its Courts belong, 
Its Slaves are valiant and its Vot”ries ſtrong : 
Juſt like a rightful Monarch it appears, 
And pleads Succeſſion of ſome hundred Years; 
Does for all Leudneſs and each Vice declare, 
And againſt Grace proclaims an open War; 
All its ſtrong holds with Art does fortify, 
And forms a Train of its Artillery, 
Of Uuſt, Ambition, and inſatiate Pride, 
Ot Malice and ten thouſand Ills beſide ; ; 
Longing for Death, and thirſting after Blood, 
And the Deſtrution of each thing, that's Good. 
T his is.the Enemy, my Lord, you muſt 
Leſtroy, and lay its Honour in the Duſt; 
Retrieve thePraiſe of Thred-bare Vertue's Fame, 
And give'ta glorious and immortal Name. 
listiue, the Buſinels and the Work is hard, 
But great's your Help, and great is your Reward. 
The Mighty /Villiam did the Scepter ſway, 
When Men were ſtubborn, and refus'd t 'obey ; ; 
A Moody. People in a Nation rul'd, 
Had been with Folly and with Leudneſs gultd : Es 
So good, ſo mild, ſo gentle was his Sway, 
The Ma Nen part foon fearned to obey. 
Nor is the Hierarchy, where you command, 
Much leſs iafeſted with the Sins o'th” Land; 
Deſpotick Sway of late o'ercame the Law, 
And we the Ruin of our Freedoms ſaw ; 
Then grave Divinity became a Cheat, 
And fell and dwWinglrg tol Know not what: 
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some for Preferment had their Faith forgot, 
And gave their Hand to carry on the Plot; © 

Some Braves indeed (and theſe were not a Ter 

Kept to their Doctrines and their Country trye, 

Oppos'd our Foes, and our Reſtorer ſery? 

And never yet have from his Intereſt ſwery'd. 

The Glory of our Faith you muſt retrieve, | 

And a new Life muſt to Religion give, 

And make our Clergy good Examples live. 

Thus by your Sway we hope for better Times, 

Men ſhall hate Vice, and ſhall abandon Crimes; - 

The Shame of Sinning ſhall its Uſe unlearn, 

And Men by Vertue ſhall their Worth diſcern: 

The Prieſts no longer ſhall be ſteep'd'in Sloth, 

And 't ſhall be Scandal to refuſe the Oath ; 

Nor ſhall Opinion one another blame, 

The Wolf ſhall lumber with the tender Lamb; 

Our Tuneful Bards exalted Notes ſhall raiſe, 

And ſing the Aubert and the Biſnop's Praiſe. 
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batt 
| 2 may our Lives bear an uncertain Dite ; 3 
Diſtarb'd with Maladies within, 
Without by croſs Events of Fate, 
The worſt of Plagues on Mortals wait, 
Pride, Ignorance, and Sin. 
If our antient Mother Earth, 
Who gave us all untimely Birth, 


. Such 
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Such ſtrong Hyſterick Paſſion feel; 
H Orbs are from their Axlestorn, _ 
And Mountains into Valleys worn, 
All in a Moment's ſpace; _- 4 
Can Humane, Race 
Stand on their Legs when Nature reels? 

Unhappy Man! in all things croſs'd, 
On every giddy Wave of Fortune toſs'd : 
The only thing that aims at Sway, | 

And yet capricious Fate muſt ſtill obey ; | 

Travels for Wealth to Foreign Lands, (Sands, 

Oer ſcorching Mountains, and o'er Deſart 

Laden with Gold, when bomeward bound, 
Is in one vaſt impetuous Billow drown'd; :-. 
= Or if he reaches to the Shoar, 

Fa And there unlades his Oar, 
Builds Towns and Houſes which may laſt and ſtand, 

LTLhinking no Wealth ſo ſure as the firm Land; 

| Yet Fate the Animal does ſtill purſue ; (too. 
This ſlides from underneath his Feet, and leaves him 
| II. or fer 
Environ'd with Ten thouſand Fears we live, 
For Fate do's ſeldom a juſt Warning give; 
- Quicker than Thought its dire Reſolves are made, 
| And ſwift as Lightning flies, | 
Around the vaſt extended Skies: 
All things are by its Bolts in vaſt Confuſion laid. 
Sometimes a flaming Comet does appear, 
Whoſe very Viſage does pronounce 
Decay of Kingdoms, and the Fall of Crowns, 
 Inteſtine War, or Peſtilential Year; 
Sometimes a Hurricane of Fate 
Does on ſome Great Man's Exit wait, 
A murder'd Corniſh, or ſome Hercules, 
When from their Trunks Almighty Jove, 
Who breaks with Thunder weighty Clouds above, 
I To honour theſe, 2 OS 
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Large Pines and Oaks does lop,, 
Andi in a Whirlwind lays 'em upon Oeta's Top. 
Eer this vaſt Orb ſhall unto Chaos turn, 
And with conſuming Flames ſhall burn, 
An Angel Trumpeter ſhall come, 
| Whoſe Noiſe ſhall ſhake the Maſſy Ground, 
In one ſhort Moment ſhall expreſs 
His Notes to the whole Univerſe ; 
The very Dead ſhall hear his Sound, 
And from their Graves repair 
o the Impartial „ 6 
Thoſe that have been in the deep Ocean drown'd, 
Shall at his Call come to receive their Doom, 
M. 
But here, alas! no Omens fly, 
No ſecret W hiſper of their Deſtiny 
Was heard; none cou'd divine 
When Fate wou'd ſpring the Mine : 
Safe and ſecure the Mortals go, 
Not dreaming of a Hell below, 
In the dark Caverns of the gloomy Earth, 
Where ſuffocating Sulphur has its Birth, 
And ſparkling Nitre's made; 
Where Yulcan and his Cyclops prove 
The Thunderbolts they make for Fove. 
Here e/£olus his Winds has laid, 
Here is his Windy Palace, here *tis ſaid 
His Race of little puffing Gods are bred, 
Which ſerve for Bellows to blow up the Flame. 
The dire Ingredients are in order plac'd, 
Which muſt anon lay Towns and Cities waſte; 
Strait the black Engineer of Heaven came, 
His Match a Sun-beam was, 
He ſwift as Time unto the Train did paſs, 
It ſoon took Fire ; the Fire and Winds contend, 
But both co concur r the Vaulted Earth to rend! ; 
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It 29 417 roſe, aid then it downwards fell, | 
Aiming at Heaven, it ſunk to Hell: 
The Neighb'ring Seas now own no more 0 
The ſturdy Bulwarks of the Shoar; 
The gaping Earth and greedy Sea, 
Are both contending for the Prey : z | 
| Thoſe whom the rav nous Earth had ta'ne T 
Into her Bowels back again, © 
Are waſh't from thence by the inſulting Main. 
W. ö 1 
The Old and Young receive alike their Doom, 
Ihe Cowards and the Brave „ 
Are buried in one Grave; Wir 
For Fate allows 'em all one Common Tomb: 
1 The Aged and the Wiſe 
Loſe all their Reaſon in the great Surpriſe. 
They know not where to go, 
And yet they dare not ſtay, 
There's Fire and Smoak below, 
And the Earth gaping to-receive the Prey, 
If to the Houſes Top they crawl, 
"Theſe tumble too, and downwards fall: ys 
* And if they fly 'into the Street, 1 
There grizly Death they meet; 
All in a hurry die away, 
The Wicked had not time to pray. | 
The Soldier-once cou'd teach grim Death'to Kill, | ih 
In vain is all his Skill, #15 T 
In vain he brandiſheth his Steel: = 
No more the Art of War muſt bach, 5 5 
But lies Fate's Trophy underneath the Breach * | 
TE The goodCompanions now no more carouſe, 
They ſhare the Fate of the declining Houſe, 
Healths o their Friends their Bumpers 
El - (crown'd ; 
| But while they put the Glaſſes round, 
Death ſteps between the Cup and Lip, 
Nor would it let em take one parting Sip, 
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V. 
The Mine is TOP and a large Breach is ade! 
W hereat ſtrong Troops of Warring Seas invade 3 5 
| Theſe overflow; 
Where Houſes ſtood, and Graſs did grow, 
All forts of Fiſh reſort: 
They had Dominions large enough before, 
But now unbounded by the Shoar, 
They oer the Tops of Houſes Nr 
The watry Fry their Legions do extend, 
And for the new ſlain Prey contend; 
Within the Hovſes now they roam, 
Into their Foe, the very Kitchen, come. 
one does the Chimney-hearth aſſail, 
Another fla ps the Kettle with his ſlimy Tail. 
No Image there of Death is ſeen, . - 
No Cook-maid does obſtruct their Sway, 
They have entirely got the Day. 
Thoſe who have once devour'd been 
By Mankind, now on Man do feed: 
Thus Fate decides, and ſteps — . 
And ſometimes gives the Slave the Victor's Meed: 
| The beauteons Virgins whom the Gods might love, 
Cou'd not the Curſe of Heav'n remove ; 
Their Goodneſs might for Crimes atone, 
| Inexorable Death ſpares none. | 
| Their tender Fleſh lately ſo plamp and good, 
| Is now made Fiſhes and Sea-monſters Food; 
| In vatn they cry, 
| Heav'n is grown deaf, and no Petition hears, 
1 heir Sighs are anſwer'd like their Lovers Pry! rs, 
They in the Univerſal Ruin _ | 
Nor is inexorable Fate content 
To ruine one poor Town alone; 
More Miſchief by the Blow is done: 
Peath's on a farther Meſſage ſent, 


When | 
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When Fate a Gariſon does ſack, 
The very Suburbs do partake 
Of Martial Law, 
Its Forces draw | 
To every Mountain, Field and Wood; 
They ravage all the Neighborhood. 
Worſe than the weak Aſſaults of Steel, 
Its Inſtruments of Death all Places feel. 
They undiſcover'd, like fell Poiſon kill, 
7 Its Warriors fierce, 
The Earth, the Air, and Men do pierce; 
And mounted, fight upon the winged Winds. 
Here a great Mountain in a Valley's thrown, 
And there a Valley to a Mountain grown. 
The very Breath of an incenſed God 
Makes eyen proud Olympus nod. 
Chang'd is the Beauty of the fruitful Iſle, 
And its fair Woods lop'd for its Funeral Pile, 
The moving Earth forms it ſelf into Waves, 
And curls its Surface like the rolling Seas; 
— Whilſt Man (that little thing) ſo vainly Raves, 
Nothing but Heaven can its own Wrath appeaſe, 
* VII. 
But Fate at length thought fit to leave its Toll, 
And greedy Death was glutted with the Spoil. 
As weary Soldiers having try'd their Steel, 
Half drown'd with Blood, do then deſiſt to kill. 
More Ruin wou'd a ſecond Deluge make, 
Blot out the Name of the unhappy Iſle. 
It fares with her, as when in Martial Field, 
 Reſolv'd and Brave, and loth to yield, 
„ Two numerous Armies do contend, 
And with repeated Shouts the Air do rend. 
_ Whilſt the affrighted Earth does ſhake, | 
Some large Battalions are entirely loſt, 
And warring Squadrons from the mighty Hoſt : 


Here 
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Here by a Shot does fall | 

Some Potent General; 

And near to him 
Another loſes but a Limb. 
Part of the Iſland was a Prey to Fate, 
And all the reſt do's but prolong its Date, 

| Till injur'd Heaven finds . 
Its Bolts a Terror ſtrike on Human Minds; 
Sure we may hope the Sinners there repent, 
Since it has made their leudeſt Prieſt relent. 


. 
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Cannot bold, hot ſtruggling Rage aſpires, 

And crouds my free-born Breaſt with noble Fires. 
Whilſt prudent Fools ſqueak Treaſon thro the Noſe, 
And whine a quivering Vote in ſneaking Proſe, 

— Muſe ſoars out if reach, and dares deſpiſe 

bat &er below attempts to tyrannize. 

Tho Iby ſome baſe Nero ſhould be clad 

In ſuch a Gown as the old Chriſtians bad, 

In Clouds of Satyr up to Heav'n Pde roll; - 

For he could burn my Shell, but not my Soul. 
Tho Nature ber auſpicious Aid refuſe, | 
Revenge and Anger ſhall inſpire my Muſe : 


| Nature bas giv'n me a complaining part, 


And bleeding England a reſenting Heart. 


Let creeping Play'rs, whoſe pliant Fancies can 
Sneak to the Devil, and call him Gentleman ; 
Ho long has Northern Air ſo Sovereign been 

To purge the Plot, and — a din? 
*Tis 
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"Tis well for England, if at laſt it find 

The Traitor's Noxious Humours left behind, 
Which long have been fomented by the Spoil 
Of that old-faſhion'd honeſt Hool Argyle, 

Who loſt a noble Fortune, on pretence 

Of a fond thing the Whigs call Conſcience, 
His Fall, and Tbhynn's, if rightly underſtood, 
Were only doom'd tofleſh the Hounds in Blood: 
The Way's chalkt out, tho Fear retard the Blow, 
Tis plain, that once a Rogue and ever ſo, 
Treaſon's the Gangrene of a mounting Soul, 
Which, if not ſoon cut off, infects the. Whole. 
Tho Heav'nin Anger ſometimes may relieve, 
Pardons ſtil] do not follow a Reprieve. 


Not fell Charibdis, Godwins, and the Ore, 
If Fate ordain't, ſhall keepa Prince from Shoar ; 


Since he that would by Brother's Blood be crown'd, 
Shall (tho in Egg-ſhell Frigat) ne*er be drown'd. 


Which ſtockt Seraglio's, and rich Grand Viziers, 

Th? induſtrious Tory truck for Officers. 
In ſober ſadneſs, Sirs, how goes the Price? 
Are Sheriffs lately grown good Merchandize ? 
Sure, Brethren, we may fear the Cauſe is low, 
When you for Cordials unto Turkey go : 
When nothing elſe the deſperate Game retrieves, 
Vou'l chuſe the City Circumciſed Shrieves : 

To whom, if you would take Advice from me, 
Good Father Elliot ſnould a Chaplain be. a 
Some Mufties too you might have wafted o're, 
But that with B—ps we were ſtockt before, 
High rampant, ſwearing B- ps, tite and true, 


Brisk B—ps, who have their Seraglioes too; 


Who'll bid, &er Ghoſtly Codpiece find rebuke, 
Two hundred pounds a Year above a Duke; 
Who, if their Piety were open ſet, 

Are verier Turks than Biſhop Mahomet - 


Who 
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Who arm'd withSword for Pen, and Male for own, 
With cogent Blows knock reeling Error down. 
Had you ſome Aids of Janixaries got, 
Or ſome bold Troops from the Timariot, 

Theſe better would have merited Rewards, 

Than all your Ruby-nos'd and Whoring Guards; 
Who tho to fight they could not find a Heart, 
Moſt nobly would diſcharge the plundring Part. 
Then we ſhall get as Loyal Sheriffs, when 

The Louſy Regiments are Livery- men. 5 
Now you by Law may freely take a Purſe, 

For one upon the Bench will vouch it, Sirs. 

Claw me, and Fll claw thee; what, he's his Brother! 
And one Good-turn, ye know, deſerves another: 
For that old Fox moſt prudently decreed 

To get a pow'rful Friend in time of need; 

That when he Newgate Fate approaching ſees, 

He may perſwade him to refund his Fees ; 

Or, if they cannot here ſecurely trade, 

Sneak back with him, and turn a Renegade. 
Poor Tories / have you none but him in ſtore, 
Who's now been thumb ſo oft he'll hold no more? 
Can you provide no better Partner than Py 
An Unbeliever for a Muſſulman ? Fs 
| Thoſe are but mungrel Turks (to tell you true) 
Who love not Chriſtian better than a ew; 
And, if they will not take a Friend's Advice, 
Shall ne'er come into Mabomet's Paradiſe, 

Degenerate London! Slave to Mighty Pelf ! 
Degenerate London! Stranger to thy Self! 
Are theſe thy Senators? thy Fathers ſage ? 
Siure, if they are, they dote with Gold and Age. 
There was, alas! there was a time when we 
Eſteem'd our Lives below our Liberty; _ 
When, if our dying Country we could ſave, 
We ad ſung on Tombs, & triumph'd on the Grave, 


Joyfully 


en .2 
Joy fully fal'n on her beloyed Face, 

And per iſn'd in our Mother's dear Imbrace 
That nobler Ardour long ago is fled; | 
The Slaves are living, and the Heroes dead, 


We peep into the Hall, and whoop, and then, 
Fools as we went, like Fools come back agen : 


"7 =S 


For Shrieves, like Larks in falling Skies, we gape, 


And dance Attendance on the Courtier's Ape, 
Who (poor good-natur'd Soul) can neither have 
Honeſty for the Fool, nor Wit for Knave, 
He's a ſtrange piece of Linſy-Woolſy Ware, 
Juſt ſuch another thing as B—ps are. 


When he on lofty Ten-toes did advance, 

Aud thro the Streets on foot-back proudly prance, 
Circled around by all the ragged Rout, 5 
Who loud Huzza's, and, Bleſs your Lordſhip, ſhont ; 
Abſent from 7— 5, H— x, and all 

That in his Ears for ever buz and bawl ; 

Then he his Loyal Carcaſe did undreſs, 

And unto Ghoſtly Mother thus confeſs : 

The Work is done, I ought to ſwear em too; 
But, O! I ſhall be chidden if I do. | 
Some - body terrifies me twice and once, 

And frights me with Raw. head and Bloody - bones. 
But if l'm good, he calls me Love and Foy, 
And tells me, There's my dainty Golden Boy ! 
Gives me a Pipe and Cart to truckle in, 
And ſtrokes my Head, and chucks me under Chin: 
And alſo promis'd the next time he comes, 

To bring his Pocket full of Sugar-Plumbs, 
Nay, once in Verity he paſt his Word, 

To make my Honourable Knayeſhip, Lord; 
Spight of my Teeth, he made me Truant play, 
And to White- Hall kidnap'd my Lord away; 
There ſuch paw Words ſo terribly he ſed, - 


As with ſtrange Proclamations fill'd my Head; * 
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In imitate great Lucifer, ande 8 
A Tyrant far more abſolute than he, 

Who never could a Common- Council call, 

Nor domineer like me in Heaven's Guild- Hall; 
Nor yet in the Crown- Office put the Stars, 

Nor Angels proſecute for Rioterss © 
Well, if at laſt I find the Houſe too hot, 

And Maſter ] —ry needs mult go to pot, 
Worſt come to th* worſt, it only ſhall be ſaid, 

I wiſely hang'd my ſelf, to fave my Head. 

Thus ſaid; on gilded Couches linking down, 
Sleep ſeiz'd his Corps, and laid his empty Crown; 
Thro all the tedious Hours of baleful Night, 
Guilt gnaws his Soul with many a gaſtly Spright. 
Diſloyal Moypbeus did at firſt preſent 
The horrid Spectre of a Parliament; 

Five hundred Heads adorn its mighty. Cheſt, 
Millions of Noble Hearts inform the Breaſt ; 
Millions of Hands defend the Sacred Throne, 
Bravely reſolv'd to make its Grave their own: + 
Poor He at their Tribunal quivering ſtood, _ 
| Guilt lockt his Veins,and Fear congeal'd his Blood; 
But what was done or ſaid by him, or theſe, 
I cannot tell you till their Maſters pleaſe. 
The next that gave his Memory a rub, 
| Were Two produc'd in City Sweating-Tub, 
Who that they might appear for North and Box, 
Were us'd like rotten Courtiers with a P. x; 
Within his Bannio they were forc'd to ſtay, | 
Till choak d with heat, their Souls did melt away; 
Bequeathing him the Peoples weighty Hate, 


Sure. Omen of a far ſeverer Fate. —_ 
The next that diſcompos'd his Lord ſhip's Naps, 
Was a whole ſhow'r of dreadful Shoulder-Claps 3 
Action they ſtill a top of Action pack, 
Almoſt enough to break a Camel's Back ; 
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Hundreds of thouſand Pounds! St. f—s defend us, 

Or theſe unconſcionable Whigs will end us: | 
So great a noiſe theſe Counter-Devils did keep, 


As fright his doughty Lordſhip out of ſleep : 
For a Court- Journey he again provides, 


' Saddles his Cane, and then gets up and . 5 


Io the Cabal he haſtily does go, 

Still crying Weſtminſter and Lambeth, boa. 
What there he did, Fanaticks muſt not tell: 
But if you'd know, pray ask Sir Lionel. | 

Room for theChap-faln Mouth, or elſe*twill ſwear 
By all the Aps from Saint Cadwallader, 
Prute's hur creat Cranfather, if hur enquire, 
And Adam's Cranfather was Prutus Sire. 
Famous ap Shenkin was hur elder Prother, 

Some Caledonian Sycorax hur Mother, 
Or ſome ſhe-Deel more damn'd than all the reſt, 


Alt their black Feaſt hur luſtful Sire compreſt; 


Thence this incarnate Cacodæmon roſe, 

Whoſe very Face his Parents Image ſhows : 

His Shape was all inhuman, and nncouth, 

But yet he's chiefly Devil about the Mouth. © {42 
With care they nurs d the Brat, for fear it ſhon'd 


Grow tame, and ſo degen'rate into good; 


Wita City Charters him they wrapt about, 
And Ads of Parliament for Swadling - Clout. 
As he grew up, he won a Noble Fame, 
Well worthy of the Brood from whence he came; 
Cheriſhing Spite, and hugging Diſcord fell, 

He was the beſt-beloved Brat of Hell. 

Oft with Succeſs this Migbty Blaſt did bawl, 
Where loudeſt Lungs and longeſt Swords win all; 
And ſtill his clenched Arguments did end | 
With that home thruſt, He is not Caſar's Friend. 
Sometimes, that jaded Ears he might releaſe, 

_ Good Man! | he has *in * to hold his Peace. 


Hear 
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Hear him, but never ſee him, and you'd ſwear 
He was the Cryer, not the Counſelor. 20 4 
He roars, as if he only chanc't to find 
Juſtice was now grown deaf as well as blind. 
This demy Fiend, this Hurricane of Man, 
Muſt ſhatter London's Glory (if he can?) 
This Engineer mult with his forked Crown 
For Battering Ram, beat all her Bulwarks down: 
And him our prudent Pretor wiſely choſe _ 8 
To ſplutter Law, and the dinn'd Rabble poſe; 
They have a thouſand Tongues, yet he can roar 
Far louder, tho they had a thouſand more. 
Unto long-winded Cook he ſcorns to go, 
But pleads, His Majeſty will have it ſo, 
Counſel alone, for ſuch a Client fit, 
As fam'd for Honeſty as he for Wit. 
Well, quoth Sir G. the Whigs may think me rude; 
Or brand me guilty of Ingratitude; 
At my Preferment they (poor Fools) may grudg; 
And think me fit for Hangman, more than Judg; 
But tho they fret, and bite their Nails, and bawl, 
II flight them, and go kiſs dear Nelly Wall, 
Dalila is to Court return'd, and I, 
Bleſt with her Influence, all the World defy; 
'm made, whilſt Sampſon wantons in her Lap: 
Such Favorites are Wh-+$, ſo charming is a Clap. 
But hold ! what makes the gaping Many run? 
Is France defeated ? or, is Rome undone ? | 
Is Portſmouth Nun, or Kate a Mother grown? 
Will conſcientious Comyn ſwear for none? 
Have Poets quite forgot to ſmooth, and gloſe, 
And lead admiring Cullies by the Noſe ! 
Have we a War with Aonſicur, Peace with Spain; 
„Or, have we got a Parliament again? 5 
All in good time, when Heav'n & Charles ſhall pleaſe; 


But tis a Wonder greater far than theſe: 
= Were 


— 
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Were not our Shreeves the greateſt Sots alive, 
To q ieſtion my Lord Mayor's Prerogative, 
Who is (if all that Tories ſay be true) 
The wiſeſt Lord that ever London knew? 
And aided by ſome muſty Laws, diſpute 
With him that is, or would be, Abſolute. 
Tho that's (if due to one) to One alone, 
Unleſs the Huſtings could commenee a Throne. 
Rave whilſt they will, he'l make the City ſtay; 
Becauſe tis Great and Lordly to Delay. 
Our Pleaſure is, that you no longer ſit, 
But go, and meet again when We think fit. 
When Will and Pleaſure could not ought prevail, 
Away he trots to tell the woful Tale. 
On Marrow-bones he ſadly begs for pity; 
Pray, Sir! I can't be quiet for the City, 
They hunch, and punch, and hit me many a Pat, 
And throw one down, and dirt one's Bever-Hat. 
Th' uncomplaiſant Phanaticks neither care 
For ſage Sir J. -u, nor L. nor M--r, nor M-a-r. 
NV o to the naughty Boy that's ſuch a noddy, 
T” abuſe him who ſays nothing to no body. 
The Sbreeves muſt come, and in one live-long hour, 
Preſto, they'r conjur'd into* enchanted Tower - 
But four ſmall Devils did hoiſt em on their backs; 
Behold the Policy of Hallifax : = 
Who makes the Proteſtants Devotion thus, 

From Hell, and Hull, and Him, deliver us. 
That Sham won't take, Sir; for what e'er you do, 
We know our Strength, but know our Dy too. 

At theſe fine little Tricks of State we laugh ; 
For ſuch old Birds are ſeldom caught with Chaff. 
| Yet tho whole droves of Locuſts you provide, 
With ten and twenty Regiments belidez 
Ibo they ſhou'd batter down our Towers & Walk 
(As once before) with Teuxbury Muſtard Balls; 


We've 
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We've Noble Hearts dare leap into a Flame, ä 
With a bold Traitor's Blood to quench the lame, | 
With parting Breath curſe all the Friends to Koni, 
And in ſome Temple's Ruins find a Tomb. ' - 
Nor you Familiars ſhall forgotten be, 
Altho unworthy of my Verſe and Me ; 
| You who that Honourable Fool command, 
And finely manage him by flight of hand. 
Billy look to't, e er Parliament come on 
Let you and Neighbour Jemmy get you gon. 
Rouſe up ye Tories of the Factious Age, 
Implicit Clappers to the Bawdy Stage: 
Duy—b's an Aſs to think theſe mighty Men 5 
Would take ſuch ſtore of pains for Nine or Teng ze 
When your dear Patrons to Preferment riſe, | 
Moloch muſt have a larger Sacrifice; 51 n] 
Hundreds of Hecatombs ſhall grace his Shrine, 
Whilſt you huzza in Blood inſtead of Wine; 
Whilſt from their holes the Waſpi/h Whigs you n 
And every Sign- Tot to a Gibbet burn. | 
| Degenerate Albion! Ah! is this thy Son? 
This thy degenerate Off-ſpring, Albion“ 
Canſt thou without a Cloud of Bluſhes ſee | 
The Follies of thy ſpurious Progeny ? 
Is not the Man a Hero, bold and brave, 
That damns his Race &dooms hisGrandchild Slave 2 
Does not our Loyal Lord deſerve to paſs, 
For what he is indeed, a Loyal Aſs? 
Are not our deareſt Friends, the plodding Whigs, 
Old Dogs at Politicks and State-Intrigues, 
Who ſplit again upon the ſelf-ſame Shelves, 
And ſweat to twiſt a Rope to hang themſelves 2 
One would have thought the Port wherewith he 
| (8 oes, 
„ And Chain and all, enough to fright his Foes ! 
?Tis true, he ſcorns to fear, or take Affront, 
10 But looks as big as * Rodomont. : 
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For who the Valour and the Force can tell, 
That waits upon the Name of Colonel? 
But yet to curb Fanaticks Diſcontent, 
Guards muſt be drawn up ready to . ; 

Yet tho he's ſo courageous, he's ſo wiſe, | 
That none but Friends know where his Valour lies, 
Poor Soul- leſs thing! alike contemn'd and curſt, 
By ſome Court- ſneaking Devil inform'd at firſt, 
Under what ſickly Planet wer't thou born, 
Doom'dat thy Birth thy Nation's Plague and Scorn? 
Did ſullen Saturn rule the ſooty Sky, | 
Or frowning Mars his Car run rumbling by? 

No Manlike Power would then vouchſafe to ſway, 
- Same Woman-God uſurp'd th';unlucky Day; 

Unconſtant Zuna's Force did then prevail 
In cloſe Conjunction with the Dragon's Tail. 

Poor Soul-leſs thing! thee croſs· grain d Nature gave, 
To make the Land a Scourge, the Court a Slave ; 
Thy Country's Bane, the States-man's Wooden-Tool, 
More Fool than Knave, and yet more Knave thanFool. | 
Like farting Pythia, thou art nothing elſe 

But a mere Trunk to Satan's Oracles: 

Still mayſt thou live, but live in fear and pain, 
And live to ſee a Parliament again. 

Ah, too too happy London! didſt thou know, 
And bleſs the Arm Divine that made thee ſo; 3 
Planted by Heav'n in a Luxuriant Soil, 

The Paradiſe of all this fruitful Iſle ; | 
With Air-invading Turrets proudly crown'd, 
With Thames's ouzy Arms begirt around, 

With Silver Thames, who ſmooths his Aged Face 
When haſting to his Darling? s dear Embrace; 
Bearing the Traffick of the home-ſpun Weſt, 

As a Love-token to adorn her Breaſt. 

On his proud Neck he takes the irkſome Chain, 


And ſtill rolls back to kiſs her Pe again; 
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Indulgent Mothers ſo, long Tales will tell, 
And give their parting Sons a long Farewel! 
The gentle Naiads for her Sight prepare, | 
And in their Chryſtal Mirrour curl their Hair ; 
Their purling Streams, and bubling Rills advance, 
And round the Sedges deckt with Oſiers dance. 
Their Brooks and Ponds of skaly Subjects drain, 
For Preſents to enrich their Soveraign; 
The ſtately Nereids with the ſwelling Tide, 
Rich Freights from all the Univerſe provide, 
Wbate'er of Rarities the Eaſt can ſhew, 
With all the glittering Intrails of Peru; 
Cargoes of Myrrh and Frankincenſe they bring, 
And Pearls and Diamonds for an Offering: 
And when a Storm is rais' d, to make their Peace, 
Een their own Corals and their Ambergreaſe: 
Nor yet this Cabinet, tho bright, had been 
Admir'd, but for the nobler Gems within; 
Not all the Indies Charms enough can find 
To pleaſe and ſatisfy a Vertuous Mind. 
For Wealth without our Liberties would be 
But painted Chains, and gilded Slavery; 
To make her Happineſs compleat and whole, 
The Gods inſpir?d her with a generous Soul; 
 HerFree-bornOff-ſpring ſtill was great and brave, 
Too low for Rebel, but too high for Slave; 
Who both of Right and Duty ſenſe did feel, 
And could Bow low, but rather burſt than Kneel. 
- Amongſt this purer Wheat ſome Tares did breed, 
Some Cockle, and encroaching Darnel Seed; 
A vip'rous Brood, who ſmiling Poiſon give 
To thoſe indulgent Friends who made 'em live; 
Cut out for France, or ſome ignobler Place, 
Where Tyrants Chains are counted no diſgrace. 
Nature found Stuff for Men, and wrought it right, 
But Heaven denies to give a Human Sprite, 
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Some Sparks of Fire ſhe like Prometheus ſtole; 
And wanting better, gave a Chicken's Soul; 
Or what did by late Tranſmigration paſs 

From ſome contented Slave, or golden Aſs. 


Theſe (Bleeding London) all thy Bliſs deſtroy, 


Theſe ſtab thy Hopes, and murder all thy Joy: 


Theſe not content with what themſelves could do? 
To pleaſe the Devil, would damn their Neigb- 


(ours too. 


But thou (great Charles ) whoſe glorious Wain dos 


Round our Horizon, next to none but Fove, (rove 
With Royal Goodnels hear their humble Suit, 
 Whofain would love thee, if thou'dſt let *em do't ; 
beg no Favour, I expect no Bays, (Praiſe; 
Bare Truth gets Frowns, gilt Lyes have Coin and 
Could I the Art of thy great Laureat win, : 
To waſh a Moor, or blanch a blacker Sin, 

Then might I nobly ſwear and whore in State, 
And Cen bid fair for Wealth in ſpite of Fate; 
But tho my thredbare Muſe would fain be trying, 

Yet all, like him, have not the Gift of Lying. 

Oh, hear thy bleeding Subjects Groans & Sighs, 


If not their Tongues, yet hear their flowing Eyes; 


* 


Pity their too well- grounded Griefs and Fears, 
Mov'd by the ſilent Rhetorick of their Tears: 

O let the charming Devil tempt on in vain, 
Appear thy ſelf, and break th'ignoble Chain; 


Shake the Court Ear-wiggs from thy peſter'd 


__ | | (Throne, 
Shake off thy little Kings, and reign alone: 
So mayſt thou ſee thy Flatterers fall, and ſee 
Thoſe that are Friends to Laware Friends to thee 
so mayſt thou bring poor England glad Relief, 
Io right her Wrongs, and baniſh all her Grief : 


Till crown'd with Suns and Beams of peaceful 


Attendent Angels thee to Bliſs convey ; (Day; 
oo TE one 
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Thither tho late (late let it he) remove, _ | 
And change this Diadem for oge more bright above. 
May thy ſurviving Image ever be 
(If poſſible) as much belov'd as Thee. 

May After-ages his great Sons admire, | 

For England's Darlings and the World's Defirez : 
For ſworn eternal Foes to France and Rome, 
In a long, long Sueceſſſop down t to th day of Doom. 


— 
* 
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Jo. Hains, as be faith himſelf 1683. 


Arewel damn'd Stygian Juice, who doſt bewitch 
From the Court Baud, down to the Country 
(Bitch: 
Thou liquid Flame, by whom each fiery Face 
Lives without Meat, and bluſhes without Grace: 
Sink to your native Hell, and mend the Fire, 
Or, if you rather chuſe to ſettle nigher, ' | 
Return to the dull Clime from whence you came, 
Where Wit and Courage may require your n | 
Where they carouze in your Yeſuvian Bowls, 1 
To cruſt the Quagmire of their ſpungy Souls. 
Had Dives for thy ſcorching Moiſture cry'd, 
Abram in Mercy had his ſuit deny'd : 
Or Bonner known thy Force; the Martyr's Blood 
Had ſiſs d in thee and'ſav'd the Nation's Wood. 
Lfſence of Embers, Scum of melting Flint, 
With all the Native Sparkles floating in't. 
Sure the black Chymilt with the Cloven Foot, 
All Atna's Simples in bis Limbeck put, | 
And double ſtil'd, n the quinteſſenc'd thy Juice, in 
To Wee Mortals or his l uſe, | 
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Fire · hip to Nature, who doſt doubly wound, 
For thoſe that grapple thee, are burnt and drown'd. 
As when Heay'n preſs' d th' Auxiliaries of Hell, 
A flaming Storm on curſed Sodom fel; 
And when its ſingle Plagnes could not prevail 
Egypt was ſcal'd with kindled Rain and Hail: 
So Nature's Feuds are reconcil'd in Thee, 
Thou two great Judgments in Epitomy : ' 
God's paſt and future Anger breathes in you, 
A Deluge and a Conflagration too. Ro 
View yonder Sot (I don't mean Sheriff $þ—te) 
Grilly'd all o'er by thee from Head to Foot: 
His drouſy Eyelids ſhoar'd above their pitch, 
His Cheeks with Carbuncles and Rubies rich; 
His Scull inſtead of Brains ſupply'd with Cinder, 
His Noſe turns all his Handkerchiefs to Tinder : 
| He breathes like a Smith's Forge, and wets the Fire, 


I 


Not to allay the Flame, but raiſe it higher: 


His trembling Hands ſcarce heave the Liquor in, 
His Nerves all crackle in his Parchment Skin; 
His Stomach don't concoct, but bake his Food; 
His Liver even vitrifies his Blood; 5 
His Guts from Nature's Drudgery are freed, 
And in his Bowels Salamanders breed. 

He's grown too hot to think, too dull tolavgh, 
And ſteps as if he walk'd with Pindar's Staff 


Singes his Clothes, and all his Marrow fries ; 
| Glows for a while, and then in Aſhes dies. 
Thus like a ſham Prometbeus, we find _ 
Thou ſtealſt a Fire from Hell to kill Mankind. 
But hold —leſt we the Saints dire Anger merit, 
By ſtinting their Auxiliary Spirit: 5 
We hear of late, whate'er the wicked think, 
Thou art reform'd and turn'd a Godly Drink: 
And doubtleſs thou'rt con- natural to them, 
For both thy Spirit and theirs abound in Phlegm L . 


The moving Glaſs-houſe lightens with his Eyes, 5 
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Ere ſince the publick Faith for Plate did wimble, 
And ſanctify'd thy Gill with Hannah's Thimble: 
Thou lefr'ſt thy old bad Company of Vermin, 
The drunken Porters, and the {wearing Carmen, 
And the leud Drivers of the Hackny Coaches, - F 
And now tak'ſt up with ſage diſcreet Debauches: ; 
Thou freely drop?ſt upon Gold Chains and Fur, © 
And Sots of Quality thy Minions are. 

No more ſhalt thou foment an Ale-houſe Brawl, 
But the more ſober Riots at Guild-hall, 

Where, by thy Spirit's fallible Direction, 

The Reprobates ſtood polling for Election. . 
If this Trade holds, what will the Wicked do? 
The Saints ſequeſter Cen their Vices too : 8 
For ſince the Art of Whoring's grown Nein, 
And Perjury hath got demurer Eyes; 

Tis time, high time to circumciſe the Gill, 

And not let Drinking be Philiſtian ſtill. | 

Go then, thou Emblem of their torrid Zeal 5 


Add Flame to Flame, and their ſtiff Tempers neal 
Till they grow ductile to the Publick Weal. 
And ſince the Godly have eſpous'd thy Cauſe, 
Don't fill their Heads with Liberties and Laws, 
Religion, Privilege, and lawleſs Charters, 

Mind them of Falſtaff Heir apparent Garters, 8 
And keep their outward Man from Ketches Quarters 
One Caution more (now we are out of hearing) 

Many have died of Drinking, ſome of Swearing; 

If theſe two Pelts ſhould in Conjunction meet, 
The Graſs wou'd quickly grow in every Street: 
Save thou the Nation from that double Blow, 
And keep thy Fire * eee T 0. 
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The Grove : Or, the Reval e 19 1. 


IVINE 7 halia ! Charmer of my Breaſt, 

TowhomlIfly, when with rude Cares oppreſt: 
Thou only vernal Virgin of the Nine, 

Who mak®ſt the Spring with blooming Glories ſhine ; : 

And pleas'd with Gardens and a filent Grove, 

Inſpir ' ſt the Swains with Gaity and Love, 

Renew thy Favours, teach me to relate (Hate; ; 
The Shepherd's Love, the Nymph's diſſembled 
How he and Cycnus by the Moon's pale Light, 
With rival Songs, beguil'd the 3 Ni ght: 
And with what Joy the Youth forſook the Shade; 

And ran t' embrace the dear relenting Maid. 
His yearly Race bright Pbæbus thrice had run, 
And now again the radiant Courſe begun, 
Since Love - ſick Theron turn'd a Shepherd Swain, 
To feed a Flock, and play a rural Strain. 
To higher Notes at firſt his Harp he ſtrung, 
And of immortal Gods and Heroes ſung: 
Till in a ſwift purſuit of Love, and Fame, 
A fond Endeavour, and a hapleſs Flame! 
n thought ſecure (hard Fate !) he chanc'd to find 
he Town, and Celia both at once unkind. g 
One footh'd him on with hopes of coming Joys, 
The other bid him ſnatch the falling Bays: - 
But ſoon the falſe, inconſtant Wheel was turn'd; 
He ſaw his Verſes damn'd, his paſſion ſcorn d. 
Then ina Rage th ingrateful Town forſook, 
With many a Sigh, and many a parting Look, 
And to the Shades his mourning Muſe convey'd, 
To weep oy Fate, and curls the cruel Maid. N 


Where 


Th' unrival'd Prince of all the tuneful Swains, 

To him, and Pan they conſecrate the Plains. 

No beauteous Virgin, that is us'd to wiel 

The harmleſs Crook, and trace the dewy Field, 

But will for Theron weave a flow'ry Crown, 
And ſighing wiſh the Shepherd were her own. 

No Swain ſo rude, but bows at Theron's Name, 

Proclaims his wondrous Worth, and ſings his happy 

(Fame, 

This cyenus heard; whoſe Muſe in Buskins ſings 

The Fall of Empires, and the Fate of Kings: 

Or laſhes, with a ſharp Satyrick Rage, 

The Follies of a leud, degenerous Age. 

He heard, he ſaw, he read with wondring Eyes 

The happy Strains, and own'd a vaſt Surprize. 

So ſoft, ſo moving, „yet ſo full of Fire; 

Made Envy' s ſelf his matchleſs Skill admire. 

Yet nought the unbelieving Bard couꝰ'd ove, 

To think ſuch Verſe the product of a Grove. 

Till urg'd with Envy of another's Fame, 

From noiſy Streets, to ſilent Shades, he came; 

Io ſee the Youth that ſung ſuch render Lays, 

And try who beſt deſerv'd a Crown of Bays, 

To tempt from Solitude the careful Swain, 

And with kind Tidings end his growing Pain. 
Tall Shadows now | rom diſtant Mountains fell, 

Each Swain his Cot, each Hermit ſought his Cell: 

But Theron to a lonely Grove repairs, 

To mourn his Love, and ſing away his Cares; 


Where now in unmoleſted Peace he reigns N 5 
j 


There, every Night, when ſilence fild the Woods, 


And brooding Darkneſs o'er the Fields and f loods 
Had ſpread her fable Wings; the penſive Swain, 
Wou' d fit, and weep, and of the Stars Nee 
And Celia, cruel Celia cry, in vain. 
But now the riſ ing Moon with Silver Light, 
Began to paint the dusky Face of Night, 1 
And 
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And o'er the Meads her Lucid Beams advance} 
Where mimick Elves in antick Figures dance. 
When Cycnw liſt 'ning travers'd o'er the Grove, 
And heard the Shepherd thns complain of Love: 
Ah cruel Moon! (the mournful Youth begun) 
To me unwelcome, as thy Brother Sun: 

On happier Lovers ſpread thy ſilent Beams, 


That kils in Shades, or walk by warbling Streams. 


They may rejoice, and bleſs thee for thy Light, 
But let my Woes, and me be hid in Night: 
Darkneſs, Oblivion, everlaſting Shades, (vades! 


Where no bright Glimpſe the dreary Gloom in- 


(If ſuch a Place there be) that Place I crave, 


As diſmal as my Thoughts, and ſilent as the Grave, | 


Ah Celia, fair, unkind ! Didſt thou but know 


How full of Pain Ilive, how fraught with Woe ; 


(( ought a Heart of Adamant can move) 


. Thou need'ſt muſt pity, tho thou can'ſt not love. 


Here all the Night, about the Shades I rove, 
And all my Tale is Celia, Fate, and Love: 


br elſe upon ſome riſing Hillock lie, 


Sigh, languiſh, weep, and wiſh 1 could but die. 


Hills, Groves, and Woods are conſcious of my Flame; 


And every Tree bears cruel Celia's Name. 
Poor Philome} ſometimes affords Relief, 
And in a kind Condolance ſooths my Grief : 

She's with my Cares ſo well acquainted grown; 
She ſings my Wrongs and quite forgets her own. 

But all in vain : My Sorrows will not ceaſe, 

Till celia's Voice ſhall huſſi my Soul to peace; 
From her alone a Cure I muſt obtain, 


She gave the Wound, and muſt relieve the Pain. 


If not, I'm in Deſpair and Anguiſh loſt, 
And ſoon ſhall be a wandring, weeping Ghoſt. 
Dear charming Tyrant, let my Tears prevail, 


(Nought can ſucceed, if theſe laſt Tears ſhould 
F a (fait) 


Leave, 


e eee ee e a mac * 
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But preſs my Love, my laſt ſoft Homage pay; 
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Leave, leave the Town, and to theſe Shades repair; - | 


Theſe Shades will yield a ſofter, ſweeter Air. 
Here, free from Buſineſs in a calm Retreat, 


' Delightful as the Muſes ſacred Seat, 


In charming Grots, green Fields, and ſhady Bowers, 
We'll ſweetly paſs the gay, the ſmiling Hours : 
Here, like the Mortals of the golden Age, 
Secure from Envy, Treach'ry, Luſt, and Rage: 
How happy, more than happy! ſhould we be, 


Woulcd'ſt thou but come, and love, and live with 


But if at laſt your Pity yon deny, | (me? 
And I (ia ſpite of all my Tears) muſt die: 
Yet let poor Theron, &er his Soul depart, - 
Once more behold thoſe Eyes which fir'd his Heart; 
Grant me once more to view thy charming Face, 
Snatch one dear Kiſs, and ſteal a ſhort Embrace. 
I'll not offend thee by too long a ſtay, J 
For Charon waits to watt my ſighing Soul away. 5 
This, and much more the penſive Shepherd ſung, 


Till Grief o'erwhelm'd his Voice, and ſtopt his 


Th 5 (Tongue; 
And Cycnus now convinc'd, that Tberon's Name 7 
Had well deſerv'd the beſt, and nobleſt Fame; 6 
Gently advanc'd, and to the Shepherd came. 


Were thus he ſpoke, and ſeem'd to mourn his Fate: 


Ah happy Swain, wer't not for Celia's Hate! 
Tis ſtrange, fond Youth, ſhe can reſiſt ſo long 
The powerful Charms of your inchanting Song; 


So well you ſing, ſo well complain of Love, 
| Your Verſe might Paſſion in a Statue more, 


Calm a rude Tempeſt, ſtill the raging Wind, 

Stop rapid Streams, or make a Monſter kind: 

Sure ſhe's no Woman, or in Deſarts nurſt, 
With blood of Panthersquench'd her Infant Thirſt; 


Stupid and wild as they; the Savage Bowl 


Drown'd all the Softneſs of the human Soul; 
| EE a 
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For were there but one Spark of Native Fire; 
Soft Tberon's ſighing Lays would fan Deſire; 
Melt the coy Nymph, till ſhe her Love confeſt, 

And breath'd her Paſſion on his Joyful Breaſt. 

But ſhe who ſtands nnmov'd at Theron's Charms; 

Muſt be unworthy of his bliſsful Arms. 

Let me adviſe, come leave the lonely Grove, 

And ſtrive to cancel this unhappy Love, 

Not here in Shades indulge the darling Grief 2 

Silence augments your Pain, not yields Relief, 

Return, return, and all your Cares forget, 

And former Pleaſures with freſh Guſt repeat. 

Our crouded Town more pleaſant Objects yields, 
Than either Groves, or Streams, or Woods, or Fields. 
Lou may be happy there, you there may find 
Your Stars indulgent and a Miſtreſs kind. 
And yielding Fame no more your Arms will ſnun, 
But give the Crown which you ſo juſtly won. 

Return, return, great William's Deeds revearing . 

And ſing his Battels in Immortal Verſe. 

Tell, how the Seas he in loud Tempeſts croſt ; 
To fave a Nation, which had elſe been loſt: 
How he the Crown at laſt vouchſaf'd to take, 
Not for his own, but poor Britannia's ſake. 

Secure of Conqueſt wWhereſoe' er he fought, 
Returning home, Triumphant Laurels brought | ' 
Sing how the Hero paſt the rapid Flood, 

Roſe from the Waves, and look'd the Warrior God! 1 
With Joy the Billows ſuch a Burden bore ; 
Whilſt ſounding Fame, and Vict'ry flew before; 

Then how the Toils of War he could ſuſtain, 

Smiling on Fear with a ſerene Diſdain, | 

And glad to hear the Trympet's chearful Call, 

Still ruſh'd thro Danger, and deſpis'd it all. 

And how at laſt, a happy Peace reſtor'd, 
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Let his great AQs be your inſpiring Theam, 
Nor longer here thus ſooth a lickly Dream, 
Thus the preſuming Bard to Theron ſpoke, - 

And thus at laſt the Swain his Silence broke. 

Of Warriors let the skilful Stepney ſing, 

And Prior's Muſe her lofty Raptures bring 5 
To pay due Honaurs to a Godlike King. 

I doom'd to Sorrow, mult in Sylvan Song, 

I0 liſt'ning Woods relate my cruel Wrong. 
By Paſſion made unfit for chearful Airs, 

My Thoughts are all ſubjected to my Cares: 

And ſure no Place fo proper as a Grove, 

For one that languiſhes in hopeleſs Love. 

The Town! Alas | know the Town too well; 
That fatal Place, where Noiſe and Tumult dwell. 


i 


Can Virtue hope to find a Place of Reſt, 


Where Vice in her Imperial Glories dreſt, 
Uſurps the Throne, and is by all ador d; 
The ſordid Beggar, and the ſhining Lord? 
No, no; long ſince, with Indignation fir'd, . 
From thence the Goddeſs to the Shades retir'd. 
The Bard reply'd: Tho Vice is powerful grown, 
Vet has not Virtue quite forſook the Town. | 
To her the Generous {till due Homage pay, | 
And ſtill the Goddeſs bears an equal Sway, - 
Nor will ſhe thence withdraw her brighter Charms, 
W hilſtColyer fights her Cauſe with conq' ring Arms; 
And charming Weſky, warm'd with pious Rage, 
On Virtue's Part fo bravely does engage. 
Tis true, her Reign th' uathinking Vulgar hate, 
Yet ſtill ſhe's lov*d and honour'd by the Great; 5 
And H—t, and So—-rs ſtill ſupport her State. 5 
Suppoſe litigious F—— cannot reſt,  _ 
And Fury Law lies brooding in his Breaſt ; 
Which, like the Devil Malice, drives him on 
To tuin others; till himſelf's undone, 
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| Suppoſe ſome Husbands here their Wives deſtroy, 
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More fond of Riches than uxorious Joy; 
And others riſe to Fortune and to Fame, 
Flying like Eagles at a nobler Game, 
Who Kings defraud, and publick Treas'rys cheat, 


Nor fear a Puniſhment, becauſe they're great: 


vet ſure with Virtue we may often meet, 
Each Man is not a D - — nora F—, 
Then why ſhould one that ſings like Theron, chooſe 
A Place like this to entertain his Muſe? 

Can ſenſeleſs Trees your wondrousWorth proclaim, 


Or whiſtling Winds ſing your immortal Fame? 


Can you with Brutes and Savage Beaſts converſe, 
Or unbred Swains, that never heard a Verſe 
Beyond a — Pſalm or ballad Air, 

olers at ſome Country Fair? 
Clowns, who from fruitful Dunghils take their Riſe, 
With equal Stamp of Ignorance and Vice, 
W hoſe higheſt Wiſdom in their Senſes lies, 
And all their Underſtanding in their Eyes. 
Soft (anſwer'd Theron) moderate your Rage, 
If for the Town with me you would engage. 
Sit down a while: I may ſome reſpite gain, 


Theſe little Conteſts may divert my Pain. 
Beit your Buſineſs and your Task to tell 


What Vice, what Follies in the Country dwell ; 


W hilſt I a more ungrateful Subject chooſe, 


And to the Town compel m'vnwilling Muſe, 

Aſſume new Numbers, and a bolder Face, 

T'expoſe the Leudneſs of the bated Place. 

The Bard agreed, nor ſtay*d the Rivals long, 

E er ſmiling Cycnus thus begun the Song. | 
In vain you boaſt your Innocence ſo great; 

Imperious Vice keeps too her rural Seat: 

The ſordid Swains, by Nature prone to Ill, | 

Want more the Knowledg than they do the Will. 


There 
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7 There are ſome Crimes peculiar to the Town, 
7 © Not prattis'd here, becavſe they are unknown, 
But ruſtick Vices ſtam each bluſhing Day, 
And the dull Clown is leudeſt in his Way. 
+ Ott have | laugh'd to ſee the brainleſs Rout, 
wich ankward dancing fling themſelves about: 
Till down their Sunburnt Faces Sweat diltiPd, _ \ 
And undiſtinguiſh'd Clamours fill the Field. * 
e D'ye ask the Cauſe? A Farmer'seldeſt Son, 
Hight Corydon, the envy'd Prize has won. 
m. la woful Rhymes the Victor's Praile they ſing, 
on each of's Arms the buxome Laſles cling : 
Then round a Stand of Ale the Ruſticks Ile, 
And drink like Beaſts the ſounding Veſſel dry. 
Then drunk, with Luſt the mingling Sexes fill'd, 
Adt their rank Lendneſs in the open Field. 
ſe, Each Town, each Village well may curſe the Day 
That gave the Cauſe, and call'd them out to play; 
The dire Remembrance begs at every Door, 
| A bawling Baſtard, and a lazy Wh—re, 
Nor are theſe Boors alone by Vice ſubdu'd, 
Their Maſters too are ſenſeleſs, vain, and leud. 
| Hereinanold thatch'd Houſe by Tempeſts torn, 
By all but him, and Owls, and Bats forlorn, 
There lives a Wight, run mad for love of Gold; 
(They call him Colon) wretched, rich, and old. 
No Spouſe, no Off: ſpring ever grac'd his Bed; 
Too rough to Love, too covetous to Wed: 
No menial Servants round his Table wait, 
No croud of Beggars 28 his ſilent Gate, 
Alas ! the Wretch himſelf ſcarce dares to eat. 3 
Yet under ground the Churl vaſt Treaſure keeps, 
And in his mouldy Cheſts the ſhining Idol ſleeps; 
| Gotby Oppreſſion, while the injur'd Poor | 
lacreaſe, and not partake his uſeleſs Store. 
. Not far from hence a Princely palace ſhrouds 
Its riſing Head amongſt the flying Clouds. 
| _- + Encom- 
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 Encompaſs'd round with a delightful Scene 
| Of Rivers, Meads, and Groves for ever green; 
F Where ſmiling Flora paints the gaudy Way, 
And in cool Waves the ſportful Naiads play. 
Too happy Man! the Lord of ſuch a Seat; 
Did Virtue join to make the Bliſs compleat : 
But her he knows no more than to deſpiſe ; 
So from her Arms by conſequence he flies. 

Drink, Dogs, and Horſes are his darling Joys, 
Io this he gives his Nights, to theſe his Days. 

Laviſh of Gold, and prodigal of Health, 

The careleſs Spendthrift idly waſts his Wealth. 

On him a Crew of wretched Rakes depend, 

That ſooth his Follies, and his Faults commend : 

A Cadet one, old Cavaliers the reſt, 

A drunken Lawyer, and a gaming Prieſt, 

With daily Food theſe Locuſts he ſupplies, 

. Who, in return, perſuade the Fool is wiſe. 

Theſe Theron, theſe diſgrace your boaſted Plain, 

Theſe frequent Crimes in every Village reign. 
More I could mention, but let theſe ſuffice 

To ſhew the Country is-not free from Vice. 

Happy the Youth ! who far from penſive Groves 

Spends his glad Hours in Mirth, and various Loves; 

If one coy Nymph a wiſt'd Embrace denies, 

Another ſtrait his vacant Arms ſupplies. 

What tho Papirius chaſt Sulpitia ſhuns, 

To meet his Flames Aurelia panting runs; 
Aurelia to her trading Sponſe deny'd 
The Joys of Wedlock, and a blooming Bride; 

| / Papirius reaps the Harveſt of her Charms, 
And lies intranc'd within her cruſhing Arms. 

/ FSergius the Brave, the Gallant, and the Gay, 
To whom a wedded Wife could yield no Joy; 
Luxurious thro the Female World does rove, 

By juſt Decree divorc'd from lawful Love. 


* 
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You need not here drag on the Load of Life, 
Clog'd with that Houſhold Plague, a craving Wife. 
If flowing Blood provoke a ſtrong Deſire, 1 
Some generous Nymph will ſoon abate the Fire: 
Or if for Profit you're oblig'd to wed, - | 

A Doctor ſoon removes the Nuſance of your Bed. 
You need not of your Thraldom long complain, 
Mirmil and Maurus ne er took Fees in vain. 


Who's will may live in idle Shades for me, 


Sigh Love to Winds, and wound each harmleſs Tree; 
ll in the Town a Life more ſprightly paſs, 
With generous Friends, and the reviving Glaſs. 


Pray what Diverſions can the Country give, 
That, like the Stage, our careful Thoughts relieve? 


The height of Paſlion there we daily prove; 
Revenge, Hate, Pity, Jealouſy, and Love: 


Our vacant Hours there glad Kefreſhment find; 


Which charms the Fancy, and infarms the Mind. 
But can your Fields or Plains or Groves produce, 
Except your own, one ſoft, one tuneful Muſe ? 
Yes, your Amintas, he that wears the Bays, | 
Can ſing ſweet Sonnet, and make Rounde-Lays ; 
And G — d that writes Lampoons with haſty Rage, 
Still thinks it hard he cannot charm the Age : 

But while he labours on ſo baſe a Theam, 

None will admire, bur all deſpiſe his Dream, 

The charming Philomela ſings no more 

Her Lovers loſt, and ſeeks a Foreign Shore. 

She was the Glory of the Groves and Plains, 
Pride of her Sex, and Joy of all the Swains, 
But now ſhe's mute. The reſt with tuneleſs Throats 
LikeScreech-owls, hoot their harſh unpleaſing Notes. 


lere ended Cycnus, and the bluſhing Swain 


Confeſt he'd too much Reaſon to complain: 
Yet in theſe Shades, quoth Theron, ne er were known 


Such barbarous Miſchiefs as infeck the Town. 
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- Here ſtruts a Fop, with ſtarch affected Grace; 
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Extravagance and Luſt, Pride, Envy, Cheats, 
Murders, Oaths, Atheiſm too, her Guilt compleats: 
The very Streets will prove th' Aſſertion true, 
Vices of every kind appear in view; "+ 
Rogues of all ſorts, and Fools of every ſize, 
Some unobſerv'd paſs by, and ſome affront our Eyes. 


There reels a Sot, with Bacchus in his Face. 

This ſtarves his Belly, that he may be fine; 
And that undos himſelf, and Friends, for Wine. 

Here, at the corner of a crouded Street, 

A braceof formal buſy Coxcombs meet: 

Of Trade, and of Religion they diſcourſe, 

But — Hypocrites are always Knaves of courſe. 

There, lolling in a Coach, Aureno lies, I 5 | 


W hoſe numerous Train does all the Mob ſurprize, 

And gains their Voices, as it charms their Eyes. 

To theſe he bows as humble as a Slave, 

But treats with Inſolence the Great and Brave: 

Thinks he is wrong'd, that of their own accord 

Tt uncivil City had not dubb'd him Lord. 

Laviſh as Xerxes, and as Cræſus rich; 

Much every Day receives, and ſquanders much. 

Two Wh —- by turns his vacant Hours employ; | 

Whom, as the Gout permits, he does enjoy. * 

Oft with ſham Bounty he beguiles the People, 

Makes drunk the Mob, or elſe erects a Steeple, 

But let him, if he'd gain immortal Fame, 

So build a Church, and give it D-——s Name. 

Ah wretched Towul What Monſters doſt thou breed? 

What ravenous Harpyes on thy Vitals feed? 

Pimps, Paraſites, Buffoons, deſigning Knaves, 

Audacious Villains, humble cheating Slaves; 

Such as your Tradeſmen are, who Truth diſguiſe, 

And live by Tricking, Cheats, and formal Lies. 

All would be Gat, and all would be Supreme, 

Gold is their God, and Profit all their Theme, 
| = % a: «-M Some 
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Some by defrauding of their Neighbours thrive, | 
Others by politick Projections live, 

On fickle Chance the Merchant's Hopes depend, 
And Impudence is ſtill the Lawyer's Friend, 


How elſe could $ ———d ſuch vaſt Treaſures gain? 


And quibling 8 — has not baul'd in vain, 

In great gilt Coaches thro the Streets they ride, 

Big with Ambition, bloated up with Pride: 

W hilſt others, that like /carus will ſoar, 

Fall from their height, and lire deſpis'd and poor. 

With borrow'd Coin the Banker veatures all, 

And at a puſh mult either riſe or fall: 

And ſhould we &er ſee Honeſty prevail, 

Great. Lombard. ſtreet might languiſh in a Jail. 

| The trading Quacks too bear an equal part, 

Paultry Pretenders to Apolio's Art; 

Certain as Fate th' unhappy Patients die, 

{ Whilſt Ludlow durſt preſcribe, and Lee apply. 

Leudneſs pollutes Religion's living Streams, 

And drunken Ho nd in the Pulpit dreams. 

The other Party too has ſuffer'd long. 

Th' Impertinence of noiſy tatling T- ng 

The hot-brain*d Fool a Madhouſe once reſtrain'd, 

And ſickning Bedlam of his Tongue complain'd. 

But hold, my Muſe, a while ſuſpend thy Rage, 
And tell what Worth adorns the thankleſs Age: 

Dorſet and Hallifax, a matchleſs Pair, - 

Have reach'd her Sight, and challeng'd all her cue: 

Dorſet and Hallifax, brave, juſt, and good, 

Noble in Virtue as they are in Blood; 

Great William's Friends, our Iſte's Support and Stay, 

The Poets Patrons, and the Muſes Joy; 

Triumphant ſtand amidſt the ſacred Throng 

Of learned Bards, whoſe emulative Song 

In lofty Numbers, and ne'er-dying Verſe, 

T0 immortal Hero's matchleſs Praiſe rehearſe. 

Firſt generous Pryor greets the riſing Age, 

E mighty Genius ſhines thro every Page: 


Aa 4 His 
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And as his Muſe deſcends mounts upwards too in 
Whilſt by his Fav'rite great Apollo ſtands, (Flame. 
Striking the ſpeaking Strings with artful Hands: 
Wondring we hear a ſecond Pindar ſing, 


Extol the poet's Art, adore the God-like King, 


Dryden, 'tis true, the mournful Tomb enfolds, 

A narrow Grave the mighty Poet holds! 

Yet ſhall his Verſe to future Age remain, 8 
And Worlds to come applaud his heavenly Strain. 
Whilſt Garth and Congreve, Heirs to all the Flame 
With which he wrote, and roſe to endleſs Fame, 
Charm with ſoft Harmony the lifPning Age, 
Or laſh its Vices with a noble Rage. | 
Judicious Dennis too, with equal Fire, 

Shines ſweetly bright, and never ſhall expire. 
Poor Iphigenia weeps in ſuch a Strain 


We read, wepity, and we feel her pain. 


Sout herne ſtill moves our Soul with tender Grief ; 


(A fatal Marriage, and a double Wife!) 


None but a Savage could refrain from Tears, 


When he the innocent Adultreſs hears. 


Amongſt the Worthies of the Female Quire, 
Clarinda blazes with immortal Fire. FTE? 
With genial Heat the Delian God has fir'd 
Her tender Breaſt, and now ſhe ſings inſpir'd : 
Soft rural Lays the tuneful Charmer tryd, 
Her Numbers like a Silver Current glide. 

Not Behn her ſelf with all her ſofteſt Art 
So well could talk of Love, or touch the Heart. 


Io all the reſt that wear the ſacred Bays, 


Unknown, my Muſe a ſilent Homage pays. 
But fee what Croud is that which lags behind ? 


With meager Looks; a ſporions, mungril kind ! 


In vain they ſtretch their ſtubble Wings, and try, 
Like thoſe before, to mount thro Air and Sky. , 


In 
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In vain they catch at Fame; their Touch ſhe ſcorns, 

And to their native Earth the grov' ling Rhymers 

e FFF 

Brown their chief Leader, whom the Mob adore, 
A pigmy Poet, ſcandalous, and poor. | 

Pettis to him ſucceeds, and trifling Var 

A frolick Writer, and a Smithfield Bard. | 

Next Settle ſhews, amidſt the rhyming Throng, 

Unhappy Poet to have liv'd ſo long! _ | 
A Play-wright once; for Profit and for Praiſe 

He drudg'd : But vaniſh'd are thoſe golden Days. 

Expel'd the Stage, he met unhappy Times; 

And now for Bread compoſes Bellman's Rhymes. 

Motteux, and Durfey are for nothing fit, 

But to ſupply with Songs their want of Wit, 

Had not the Iand Princeſs been adorn'd (ſcorn'd. 

With Tunes, and pompous Scenes, ſhe had been 
What was not Fletcher's, no more Senſe contains, 

Than he that wrote the Jubilee, has Brains; 
Which ne'er had pleas'd the Town, or purchas d 

IT | 3 es | (Fame, 
But that *twas chriſt'ned with a modiſh Name. 

| Morel could urge in ſcandal to the Town, 

And tell of Crimes to harmleſs Shades unknown ; 

How Fathers burn with execrable Fires, 

And Daughters mingle withtheir luſtful Sires; | 

How R-—by ſcorns the Ladies charming Eyes, 
And on Male-Love his lend Embraces tries. 

Some City Matrons too might well prolong | 
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Th'ungrateful Task of my Satyrick Song, 
Who burn with Liquors, Envy, Luſt, and Pride; 
Nor e' er their craving Appetites deny'd : = 


Regard the true Concerns of Life no more ” 
Than the dull Spouſe with Bottle and a Whore. 
But ſtop my Mule, for it mult be confeſt, 0 


No Sins like thoſe which do the Town infeſt: 
By ſeeing part, we may ſuppoſe the reſt. 


—— 
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Then on and tell what Bliſs the Swains enjoy, 
Before ſhrill Chanticleer has wak'd the Day. 
With ſofter Voice in rural numbers ſing 
The budding Glories of the Infant Spring. 
When teeming Nature with a gradual Birth 
Brings forth her various Greens, and garniſhes the 
Earth SEEN - 4: ;Chinaves * 
With blooming Flowers, from whoſe fragrant 
The painful Bees inrich their uſeful Hives, 
And the gay Butterfly her Pride receives. 
Next by her Liberality beſtow'd (Wood; 
The Mountain Raſps, and Strawb'ries of the 
I !be nobler Fruits, loading the ſpreading Trees, 
Whoſe ſplendid Looks the joyful Gazer pleaſe, 
Which ſhow like Gold and Corals nicely plac'd, 
And like Ambroſia to the thankful Taſt. 
At laſt the rich luxuriant purple Vine 
Boaſts her inſpiring Cluſters more Divine; 
Each Place adorn'd with freſh inviting Groves, 
For cool Retreats, or ſolitary Loves 
While Phæbis chearfal Beams, with healthful Air, 
Makes a gay glad Elizium every where. 
Happy the Man, who acts his Part of Life 
In this bleſt Scene, remote from Noiſe and Strife. 
Content and Eaſe, with all their peaceful Train, 
Wait every Hour, and bleſs the humble Swain. 
No golden Wiſh invades his homely Seat, 
To vex his Thoughts with Hopes of being great. 
No frightful Dreams his ſtarting Soul ſurprize, 
Or make him wiſh the Day with waking Eyes. 
No Globes, or gilded Spires his Gates adorn ; 
No Silk, or Purple's by the Shepherd worn; 
Him, and his Love, a little Cottage holds, | 
And Cloth of Wool their healthy Limbs enfolds. 
On Beds of ' Moſs they ſleep ſecure and ſound; . 
With gentle Dreams, and golden Slumbers crown'd. 


or 
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Or if loud Winds the neighbouring Foreſts ſhake, 

Or Wiater Storms the ſleeping Lovers wake; 

They liſten to the Tempeſt with Delight, 

Secure from all the Terrors of the Night. 

Oh! let me ever live in ſilent Shades, 

Remote from noiſy Towns, and buſy Trades; 

Where I may innocently paſs my Days 

In virtuous Pleaſure and in harmleſs Joys, 

With ſome young Virgin Vot'reſs of the Grove z 

Like Celia fair, but faithful as a Dove. 

Ah ! could 1 once forget that fatal Name, 
Teach my fond Breaſt to own another Flame, 

Till the freſh Rapture had eras'd her Charms, 
Anda new Nymph came welcome to my Arms: 

Then to the Groves in ſprightly Tunes Pd ſing ; 

The Vales ſhould with redoubled lo's ring. 

The gay Idea fills my glowing Breaſt * 

Wich fancy'd Joys too vaſt to be expreſt. 
How ſweet the Pleaſure! when the Evening Breeze 

With geatle Murmurs fans the waving Trees, 

To walk along the River's verdant fide, 

And liſten to the ſoft complaining Tide': 

Or in ſome winding Valley to behold | 

 Qur weary Flocks run bleating to their Fold! 

Whilſt on my rural Pipe I ſoftly play 


A mournful Requiem to the falling Day: 


And the kind Ny mph upon my Labour ſmiles, 
Rewarding with a Kiſs her Shepherd's Toils. 
_ Raptur'd | think, how, when the Shades are fled, 
And bright Aurora leaps from Tithon's Bed, 

Eer Phbabus can relieve the bending Graſs, 

My Love and [the flowry Fields might trace, 

To hear the Warblings of the winged Choir, 
And taſt the fragrant Sweets of morning Air, 
Crop Virgin Violets bluſhing from their Bed, 

And ſip the pearly Dew og Leaves of Roſes ſhed. 


Then, 
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Then, then I curſe, and ban the baleful Dart, 
That in ſo ill an Hour transfix'd my Heart. 
?Tis then [call the cruel Maid in vain, 
To quit the Town, and haſten to the Plain. | 
With Rapture Cycnw heard the Shepherd tell 
What charming Pleaſures in the Country dwell, 
Nor longer could the joyful News conceal : | 
Then thus the happy Secret did reveal. ; 
Prepare dear tuneful Youth, prepare to hear 
A Tale fo kind *twill charm your raviſh'd Ear; 
Celia the falſe, the faithleſs, and the fair, 
Fickle as Chance, and fleeting as the Air, bw 
For whom you left the Town, and ſought the Groves, 
Spite of her Pride at length has own'd ſhe loves. 
The ſmother'd Fire is kindled into Flame, 
There's nothing now ſo dear as Theron's Name. 
To morrow ſhe reſigns up all her Charms, (Arms. 
With Joy ſhe runs, ſhe flies into your wiſh'd-for 
As, when the Sun's too powerful Beams invade 
The tender Lillies, 1n their native Shade ; 
With languid Looks, the mourning Flowers decay, 
- Scorch'd with the Ardor of a burning Day:; 
But when kind Auſter on his humid Wings 

Some gentle Showers of ſoft Refreſhment brings, 
And on their Leaves the dewy Cordial ſheds, 
| Soon they revive, and raiſe their penſive Heads, 
Regain their fragrant ſmell, their Charms retrieve, 
And in their former Pride and Splendor live. 
So Theron far d, who but few Moments paſt 
Droopꝰ d in Deſpair, and wiſh'd to breathe his laſt: 
Now fill'd with Joy, ſtarts ſudden from the Ground, 
And thus taught Eccho a more chearful Sound. 
She loves! Farewel ye melancholy Woods, 
Farewel ye ſilver Streams, and chryſtal Floods: 
To whom l've often ſigh'd my Griefs in vain, 

No more, no more, you'll hear me now complain. 


she 
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She loves! No longer PII converſe with! you, 
| Hills, Groves, and Woods, and Solitude adieu. 
Charm'd to the Town again by Celia's Call, 
Whoſe Love, whoſe Virtue can atone for all. 
Come, come my Godlike Friend, with winged Feet; 
We'll run, and the conſenting Goddeſs meet. 
Stay not to talk; look there, the riſing Day 
Already breaks, "and ſummons us away. | 
He ſpoke, and thro the dewy Shades they preſt, 
And Phzbu roſe, and {mil'd to ſee the Lover bleſt, 
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A Pindarick Ode, occaſioned by the Death : 
¶ the late Ld Chief Poles Treby, 


12701. 


S Indians, when a valu'd Hero dies, 
Prepare no cheap, no common Obſequies, 
But coftly Piles the high-priz'd Body burn; 
With Gums they load the odoriferous Urn, 
And Fumes of Spices waft him to the Skies: 
So we preſume not to attend thy Death 
With common or vhaliow'd Breath; 
But 
With Voice of Anthems and of Airs Divine 
We dorn thy Hearſe and conſecrate thy Shrine. 
Nobler than Incenſe or aſpiring Flame, 
Such as for Gods gory Fancies frame. 
1 
VYhy did we not with fervent Raptures pray, 
And importune the Heavens for his ſtay ? 
Alas! if Prayers could have brib'd the Skies, 
80 moving were chix own, his owncou'd well ſuffice : 


| Bur 
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| But Heaven's now our Rival grown; 
And robs us of our Joys t'increaſe its owns _ 
Orelſe the weight of State and Care 
Was much too heavy tor a Saint to bear: 
Or with the Joys above divinely fir'd, 
- _-- Thinking it goodly to be there, 
He thought he ſaw, and he expir'd; | . 
When Heaven ſo much Pains had ſhewn 
| To ſtamp the Favorite for her own, - 
Why was it flow to ſave _ 
So fine a Purchaſe from the Grave? 
But thisis ſacred and behind the Vale, | 
Whiles we in piteous Mourning left, 
Of all but Sighs and Murmurings 'bereft, 
___ Grow wild with Providence, and tail 
That fo much Worth ſhould be 
Subject alike to . Deſtiny. 


Joy of it ſelf beſpeaks a * Grace, 
When its gay Spirits ſpread and wanton in the Face: 
But Grief and fulen Woe _ 
Benumb the Spirits that would in Numbers flow; 
| The Soul then bends beneath its Care, 
As if *twere ty'd to Sorrow and Deſpair : 
To praiſe him right her ſtrains ſhould be 
As far above the Clouds as he. 
Who can the Loſs relentleſs hear, 
When even Malice has allow'd a Tear? 
If Envy'sfilent and is piteous grown, 
In what fad ſhape muſt Love and Duty-moan ? | 
And tho in filence they lament, 

Vet Truth is ever Eloquent ;, 
The deepeſt Sighs may burſt, and Tears may dry, 
And like or Time or Chance may raiſe : 

The faireſt Characters of Praiſe: 
But hearty Sorrow ſcarce can die, 


And is as EIS as his Monument: ty 
3 | 
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come grow illuſtrious thro a proſpercubflate; Es 
hat Treby's Sufferings help?d to make him great, 
For wounded Vertue ſhines with brighteſt Light, 
As Diamonds till cut are never bright. 
Firm and unmov'd he did like If bmus ſtand, 
Still beating back the Waves that beat vpon the 
When Rome laid out a Picture juſtly Great, (Land. 
The Hero's painted ſtrugling with his Fate; 
As if thoſe various Trials were deſign'd, 12 85 
There where they cou'd not ſhock, to raiſe the 
So in thoſe Pieces that are finely made, (Mind: 
We find the Beauty heightn'd by the Shade. 
The Indians torture all the Royal Race, 
And he that ſuffers beſt obtains the Place ; 
None to the Helm of Government can come, 
Unleſs by Croſſes ripen'd for a Throne. 
Brave Souls, like Ariſtotle's Stars, 
Backt with their Deities above, 
Have each a Genius to controul 
The wild Excentricks of the Soul ; 
And tho the Space wherein they move 
Be great, it's regular: 
| ' Treby could not, move 
Beyond the Bounds of Juſtice and of State; 
His Action's ſtill heroically great, 
Becauſe his Center was above. 
2. | Rus 
Let ſingle Vertnes meaner Souls adorn, - 
but Treby equally with all was born. 
As the fam'd Roman Pantheon did enſhrine 
Withia it ſelf whatever was Divine; 
Great without Pride, and without Wrinkles wiſe, 
Obliging without Art, and juſt withour Diſguiſe, 
_ Wiſe in his Counſels, humble in Diſcourſe, + 
Good without Noiſe, and FRO without 
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Eaſy of Acceſs, willing to beſtow, 
Regarded Vertue and forgot his Foe; I's 
So much his Goodneſs with the Law did Are, 


2 Meh Juſtice would bave puniſh'd Mercy did for- 
(give. 


80 full of Knowledg here below, 


5 He only could receive addition now. 


And thy great new-flown Soul ſo ſwift, - 
Theſe Realtas of Frailty when departing lefr, 
1 hat as the method is of Angels here, 

You only ſeem to diſappear; 


And | nce like them you have your Charader, 
And of Perfections as great a ſhare, 


Not only faultleſs; but good to that exceſß, 


F005 ſcarce n a —_ when your re- 
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The Triumph of Peace. F Poem, 1698. 
To Sir Richard Blackmore, Kt. M. b. Fellow 


of the College of Phyſicians in London, 
and Wen in en to his e 


SIR, 


| 1 425 Hope you wil pardon my Preſuimption, in pre- 
ng your 7 to ſo ſmall a Trifle. Ti- 
tbe 55 2 2 a young Poet, that hat not yet 
reachd his Ti 2 Tear; the firſk I mean that I 
have wenturd to make Publick : and therefore having 


but little Experience to recommend me to the World, I 
male | bold to chuſe you for imy Guardian during my 


Minority. The favourable Judgment you've heren 
pleas d to make of ſome former Lines, makes me flat- 
ter * elf, that * _ not be _ , 

8 | ejes 
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theſe; and I am proud to make this publick Ac n-ο -. 
ledoment of the kind Reception I hade met with from 
ſo great and worthy a Perſon”, One who has wvindi- 
cated the Reputation of the Muſes from the Diſhonouy 
reflected on em by the looſe Lives and Writings of 
ſome witty Men, and bas given the World a noble 
Inftance that good Morals and good Poetry are very 
conſitent. But I muſt not proceed trifling Preſents 
ought not to be uſher d in with much Ceremony. I 
{ball only add, that in a Senſe of the many Favours 
receiv'd from you, I ſhall. always endeavour to ap- 
prove my ſelf, _ 1 po | 
Sir, Your moſt oblig'd, 
5 | and moſt humble Servant, 


"0 , 
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JOHN HUGHES. 
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"The Triumph of Peace, &c. 


H E AR, Britain, hear a rongh unpractis'd 
| Ben gets. (Tongue! 
Tho rough my Voice, the Muſe inſpires the Song; 
| The Heav'n- born Muſe; ev'n now ſhe ſprings her 
2, (Flight, 
And bears my raptur'd Soul thro untrac'd Realms 
We mount aloft, and in our airy Way (of Light. 
Retiring Kingdoms far beneath ſurrve1. 
Amid the reſt a ſpacious Tract appears, 
| Obſcure in view, and on its Viſage wears 
Black hov'ring Miſts, which thick ning by degrees, 
. Extend a louring Storm o'er Earth and Seas. 
| But, lo! an Eaſtern Light ariſing high, = 
| Drives the tempeſtuous Wrack along the Sky? 
| : e ä 
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Then thus the Muſe Look down, my Son! and 
The bright Proceſſion of a Deity! (ee 
She ſpoke; the darkning Gloom was vaniſht quite, 


And well-known Europe ſtands diſclos'd to Sight. 
Of various States the various Bounds appear; 
There wide Hiſpania, fruitful Gallia here; 
Bclgia's low Soil conſpicuous from afar, 
And Flanaria, long the Field of a deſtructive War. 
Germania too, with cluſter'd Vines o'erſpread; 
And lovely Albion from her watry Bed, (Bean 
Beauteous above the reſt, rears her auſpicions 
Sea-Nympbhs beneath her chalky Cliffs reſort, 
And awful Neptune keeps his reedy Court; 
His Darling Thames, rich Preſents in his Hand 
Of bounteous Ceres, traverſes the Land; 
And ſeems a mighty Snake, whoſe ſhining Pride 
Does thro the Meads in ſinuous Volumes glide. 
Ah, charming Iſle! faireſt of all the Main ! 
I oo long thou doſt my willing Eye detain. 
For ſee a Hero on the adverſe Strand! 
And, lo! a blooming Virgin in his Hand! 
All hail, Celeſtial Pair! a Goddeſs ſhe 
Of Heav'nly Birth confeſt, a more than Mortal He! 
_ Victorious Laurels on his Brows he wears; 
Th' attending Fair a branching Olive bears. 
Slender her Shape, in Silver Bands confin'd ; 
Her ſnowy Garments looſely flow behind, 
Rich with embroider'd Stars, and ruffle in the 
- 8 PT (Wind. 
But once ſuch differing Beauty met before, (adore. 
When Warriour Mars did Love's bright Queen 
Even Love's bright Queen might ſeem leſs winning 
And Mars ſubmit to his Heroick Air. (fair, 
Not Jove himſelf, Imperial Jove can ſhow 
A nobler Mien, or more undaunted Brow, (Plains, 
When his ſtrong Arm through Heav'ns Xtherial 
Compels the kindl'd Bolt, and awful Rule main. 
tains. And 
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And now embark'd they ſeek the Britiſp Iſles; 


Pleas'd with the Charge propitious Ocean ſmiles. 
Before, old Neptune ſmooths the liquid way; 
| Obſequious Tyitons on the ſurface play; | 
| And ſportful Dolphins with a nimble Glance, - 
| To the bright Sun their gliſt'ring Scales advance, 
In oozy Beds profound the Billows ſleep, 
No clamorous Winds awake the ſilent Deep; 
| Rebuk*d, they whiſper in a gentle Breeze, 


And all around is Univerſal Peace. 
Proceed, my Muſe ! The following Pomp declare; 

Sa} who, and what the bright Attendants were! 

Firſt Ceres in her Chariot ſeated high, _ 

By harneſs'd Dragons drawn along the Sky; 

A Cornucopia filld her weaker Hand; 


Charg'd with the various Off- ſpring of the Land, 
Fruit, Flowers, and Corn; her right a Sickle bore; 
Ayellow Wreath of twiſted Wheat ſhe wore. 
Next Father Bacchus with his Tygers grac'd 

The Show, and ſqueezing Cluſters as he paſs'd, 
Quaff'd flowing Goblets of rich flavour'd Wine. 
In order laſt ſucceed the tuneful Nine; | 
Apello too was there; behind him hung 
His uſeleſs Quiver, and his Bow unſtrung; | 
He touch'd his Golden Lyre, and thus he ſung. 


Lead on, bright WILLLAM! In thy happy Reign 


Peace and the Muſes are reſtor?d again. 
War, that fierce Lyon; long diſdaining Law, 


Rang'd uncontropl'd, and kept the World in aw, 


And trembling Kingdoms crouch'd —_— his 

. | 5 Paw. 
At laſt the reeling Monſter, drunk with Gore, 
falls at thy Feet ſubdu'd, and quells his Roar; 
Tamely to Thee he bends his ſhaggy Mane, 
And on his Neck admits the long-rejeted Chain. 
At thy protecting Court for this bleſt Day, 


Attending Nations their glad Thanks ſhall pay: | 
5 Bb2 Not 
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Not Belgia, and the reſcu'd Ifle alone, 

But Europe ſhall her great Deliverer own: 

Rome's mighty Grandeur was not more confeſt, 
When great Antonius travel'd thro the Eaſt, 

And Crouds of Monarchs did each Morning wait 

Witn early Homage at his Palace-Gate. (meet; 
Haſt then, bright Prince! thy Britain's Tranſports 


Haſt to her Arms, and make her Bliſs compleat! 


Whate'er glad News has reach'd her liſtning Ear, 

While her long abſent Lord provokes her Fear, 

Her Joys are in ſuſpence, her Pleaſures unſincere. 

He comes, thy Hero comes! O beauteous Iſle! 

| Revive thy Genius with a chearful Smile! 

Let thy rejoicing Sons freſh Palms prepare, 

To grace the Trophies of the finiſh'd War; 

On high be hung the Martial Sword inſheath'd, 

The Shield with Ribbons dreſsd, and Spear with 
(Ivy wreath'd! 

Let C peaking Paint in various Tablets ſhow 

Paſt Scenes of Battel to the Croud below ! 

Round this Triumphant Pile in ruſtick Dance 

The ſhouting Swains ſhall hand in hand advance; 

The wealthy Farmer from his Toils ſhall ceaſe; 

The Ploughman from the Yoke his ſmoaking 


(Steers releaſe, 


3 And join to ſolemnize the Feſtival of Peace. 


No more for want of Hands th' unlabour'd Field, 
Choak'd with rank Weeds, a ſickly Crop ſhall yield: 
Calm Peace returns; behold her ſhining Train! 
And fruitful Plenty is reſtor d again. 
Apollo ceas'd ; — The Muſes take the Sound, 
From Voice to Voice th' harmonious Notes re- 
bound, (around. 
And ecchoing Lyres tranſmit the volant Fugue 


(Gales | 
Mean while the ſteddy Bark with proſp "rous | 


| Fills the large Sheets of her e Sails, 
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And gains th' intended Port; thick on the Strand, 
Like ſwarming Bees, th' aſſembl'd Britons ſtand, 


And preſs to ſee their welcome Soy'reign land: 9, 


At his Approach unruly Tranſport reigns 

In ev'ry Breaſt, and Rapture fires their Veins. 

A general Shout ſucceeds, as when on high 
Exploded Thunder rends the vaulted Sky. 

A ſhort Convulſion ſhakes the ſolid Shore, 

And rocks th' adjacent Deep, unmov'd before; 
Loud Acclamations thro the Valleys ring, (King. 


While to Auguſta's Walls the Croud attend their 


*The Quire f 
St. Paul's firſt 


And now behold * a finiſh'd Tem- 
pie riß, 
On lofty Pillars climbing to the Skies! open' on the 
Of Bulk ſtupendous its proud Pile it Day of Thanks- 
=o, (ears. &fving for the 
The gradual Product of ſucceſſive Jede. 
An inner Gate that folds with Iron Leaves, 
The charm'd SpeQator's entring Steps receives: 


Where curious Works in twiſted Stems arg ſeen 


Of branching Foliage vacuous between, 
O'er this a vocal Organ mounted high 


On Marble Columns, ſtrikes the wondring Eye, 


And feeds at once two Senſes with Delight, 


Sweet to the Ear, and ſplendid to the Sight. 


Marble the Floor, enrich'd with native Stains 

Of various Dye, and ſtreak'd with azure Veins. 
Ev'n emulous Art with Nature ſeems to ſtrive, 
And the carv'd Figures almoſt breathe and live: 
The painted Altar, glorious to behold, | 
Shines with delightful Blue, and dazling Gold. 

Here firſt th? illuſtrious Three of Heav'nly Race, 


Religion, Liberty, and Peace embrace; 


Here joyful Crouds their pious Thanks expreſs 

For Peace reſtor'd, and Heav'ns Indulgence bleſc, 
Auſpicious Structure! Born in happy Days. 
Whoſe firſt ty”: is the Nobleſt, PRAISE! 
e B b 3 N 80 
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So when by juſt degrees, th' Eternal THOUGHT 
His Six-Days Labour to perfection brought, 


With Laws of Motion firſt endu'd the W hole, 
And bad the Heav'ns in deſtin'd Circles roll: 


Then poliſh'd Spheres commenc'd their Harmo- 
All Nature in a Chorus did agree, (ny 5 
And the World's Birth. FO was a 2 


2 — 


| Ton my Lord Chancellor Hyde. Preſent 


on New Years-Day, 1662. 
By J. DRYDEN. 


| My Lord, 
Wis flattering Crouds officiouſly appear 
To give themſelves, not you, an happy 
Year; 
And by the greatneſs of their Preſents prove 
How much they hope, but not how well they love; 
The Muſes (who your early Courtſhip boaſt, 


Tho now your Flames are with their Beauty loſt) 
Yet watch their time, that if- you have forgot 


They were your Miſtreſſes, the World may not: 
Decay'd by Time and Wars, they only _ 


Their former Beauty by your former Love; 

And now preſent, as antient Ladies do, 

That courted long at length are forc'd to WOO, 
For ſtill they look on you with ſuch kind Eyes, 
As thoſe that ſee the Churches Sovereign riſe, 
From their own Order choſe, in whoſe bigh State 


They think themſelves the ſecond Choice of F ate. 


When our Great Monarch into Exile went, 


4 Thus 
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T Thus once when Troy was wrapt in Fire and Smoak, 
Fe helpleſs Gods their burning Shrines forſook; 
They with the vanquiſht Prince and Party go, | 
And leave their Temples empty to the Foe: 
At length the Muſes ſtand reſtor'd again 
To that great Charge which Nature did ordain; 
And their lov'd Druids ſeem reviv'd by Fate, 
While you diſpenſe the Laws and guide the State, 
The Nation's Soul (our Monarch) does diſpenſe 
Through you to us his vital Influence ; 
You are the Channel where thoſe Spirits flow, 
And work them higher as to us they go. 
In open Proſpect nothing bounds our Eye, 
Uatil the Earth ſeems joyn'd unto the Sky: 
So in this Hemiſphere our utmoſt view 
Is only bounded by our King and you: 
Our ſight is limited where you are join'd, - 
And beyond that no farther Heav'n can find. \ 
So well your Vertues do with his agree, 9 
That tho your Orbs of different greatneſs be, 3 
Yet bath are for each other's uſe diſpos'd, — 
His to incloſe, and yours to be inclos' de. 3 7ð»ͤ 
Nor could another in your room have been, „ 1 
Except an Emptineſs had come between. | N = 
Well may he then to you his Cares impart, | { 
And ſhare his Burden where he ſhares his Heart. f 
In you his Sleep ſtill wakes; his Pleaſures find | ; 
Their Share of Bug neſs in your lab'ring Mind: 4 
So when the weary Sun his Place reſigns, 5 | 
He leaves his Light and by Reflection ſhines. | —_ 
Juſtice that ſits and frowns, where publick Laas q 
Exclude ſoft Mercy from a private Cauſe, | ö 
In your Tribunal moſt her ſelf does pleaſe; | 
There only ſmiles becauſe ſhe lives at eaſe; 
5 And like young David finds her Strength the more, 
When gincumber'd from thoſe Arms ſhe wore: 
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Heav'n would your Royal Maſter ſhould exceed 
Moſt in that vertue which we moſt did need; 
And his mild Father (who too late did find 


All Mercy vain, but what with Pow'r was join'd) 
His fatal Goodneſs left to fitter times, 


Not to increaſe but to abſolve our Crimes. 


But when the Heir of this vaſt Treaſure knew 
How large a Legacy was left to you, 

(Too great for any Subject to retain) | 

He wiſely ty'd it to the Crown again: 

Vet paſling through your Hands it gathers more, 
As Streams through Mines bear Tincture of their 
While Emp'rick Politicians uſe deceit, (Ore. 
Hide what they give, and cure but by A cheat 
You boldly ſhew that Skill which they pretend, 
And work by Means as noble as your End: 

Which, ſhould you veil, we might unwind the Clue, 
As Men do Nature, til we came to you. 

And as the Indies were not found before | 
Thoſe rich Perfumes which from the happy Shore 
The Winds upon their balmy Wings convey'd, 

W hoſe guilty Sweetneſs firſt their World betray'd; 
So by your Counſels we are brought to view | 

A rich and undiſcover'd World in you. 

By you our Monarch does that Fame aſſure, 
Which Kings muſt have or cannot live ſecure; : 
For proſj”rous Princes gain the Subjects Heart, 
Who love that Praiſe in which themſelves have 

By you he fits thoſe Subjects to obey, (part: 
As Heaven's Eternal Monarch does conv 
His Pow'r unſeen, and Man to his Deſi igns, 

By his bright Miniſters the Stars, inclines. 
Our ſetting Sun from his declining Seat 
Shot Beams of Kindneſs on you, not of Heat: 
And when his Love was bounded i in a few, 


That were unhappy that they might be true; 
5 G5 Made 


Made you the Fav'rite of his laſt ſad times, 
That is a Suff*rer in his Subjects Crimes: © 
Thus thoſe firſt Favours you receiv'd were ſent, 
Like Heaven's Rewards, in Earthly Puniſhmenr. 
Yet Fortuve, conſcious of your Deſtiny, | 
Ev'n then took care to lay you ſoftly by: 

And wrapt your fate among her precious things, 
Kept freſh to be unfolded with your King's. 
Shown all at once you dazPd ſo our Eyes, 

As new- born Pallas did the Gods ſurpriſe; 


When ſpringing forth from Jove's new. cloſing 


| 2% | | | (Wound, 
| She ſtruck the Warlike Spear into the Ground . 
Which ſprouting Leaves did ſuddenly incloſe, 
And peaceful Olives ſhaded as they roſe. _ 
Hao ſtrangely active are the Arts of Peace, 
Whoſe reſtleſs Motions leſs than Wars do ceaſe! 
Peace is not freed from Labour but from Noiſe; 


And War more Force but not more Pains employs, 


Such is the mighty Swiftneſs of your Mind, 
That (like the Earth's) it leaves our Senſe behind; 
While you ſo ſmoothly turn and roll our Sphear, 
That rapid Motion does but Reſt appear, 
For as in Nature's Swiftneſs, with the Throng 
Of flying Orbs while ours is born along, | 
All ſeems at reſt to the deluded Eye 
(Mov'd by the Soul of the ſame Harmony) 
So carry'd on by your unwearied Care, 
We reſt in Peace and yet in Motion ſhare. 
Let Envy then thoſe Crimes within you ſee, 
From which the Happy never muſt be free; 
(Envy that does with Miſery reſide, | 
The Joy and the Revenge of ruin'd Pride) 
Think it not hard if at ſo cheap a rate 
You can ſecure the conſtancy of Fate, 


Whoſe Kindneſs ſent, what does their Malice ſeem, 


By leſſer Ills the greater to redeem ! 
1 „ Nor 
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And ſometimes mounts, but ſo as Billows play, 


' Your Brow, which dves no fear of Thunder know, 


And meaſure Change, but ſhare no part of it. 
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Nor can we this weak Show'r a Tempeſt call, 


But Drops of Heat that in the Sun-ſhine fall. 


You have already weary'd Fortune fo, 
She cannot farther be your Friend or Foe; 5 
But ſits all breathleſs, and admires to feel 


A Fate ſo weighty that it ſtops her Wheel. 


In all things elſe above our humble Fate, 

Your equal Mind yet ſwells not into State, 

But like ſome Mountain in thoſe happy Iſles, - 
Where in perpetual Spring young Nature ſmiles; 
Your Greatneſs ſhows : no Horrour to afright, 

But Trees for ſhade, and Flow'rs to court the ſight; 


Sometimes the Hill ſubmits it felf awhile 


In ſmall Deſcents, which do its height beguile 3 
Whoſe riſe not hinders but makes ſhort our way. 


Sees rolling Tempeſts vainly beat below ; _ 
And (like Olympus Top) th' impreſſion wears 
Of Love and Friendſhip writ in former Years. 
Yet unimpair'd with Labours or with Time, 
Your Age but ſeems to a new Youth to climb. 
Thus Heav'nly Bodys do our time beget 


And till it ſhall without a weight increaſe, 33 
Like this New-Vear, whoſe Motions never ceaſe. 


For ſince the glorious Courſe you have begun 


Is led by CHARLES, as that is by the Sun, 
It muſt both Weightleſs and Immortal prove, 
Becauſe the Center of i it is above. 


Upon 
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| Upon the ſtately Siri * Bow- Church 


and Steeple, Burnt Ann. $668, Re- 


built 1679. 
By Dr. W 1.5 


: LN how the Country-Hobbs with wonder fock h 


To ſee the City- Creſt turn d Weatheccock ! 

W hich with each ſhifting Gale, veers to and fro ; 
London has now got twelve Strings to her Bow ! 1 
The Wind'sSoutb- Eaſt, & ſtraight the Dragon ruſſels 
Nis brazen Wings, to court the Breeze from Bruſſels ! 
The Wind's at North! and now his Hiſſing Fork 
Whirls round, to meet a flattering Gale from York? 

Boxing the Compaſs with each freſhing Gale, 
But ſtill to London turns his threatning Tail. 


Our Red-croſs brooded by the Dragon's Wing! 
The Wing is warm; but O beware the Sting! 


But ſtay ! what's there? I ſpy a ſtranger thing; 5 8 | 


Poor Engliſh- Croſs,expos'd to Winds andWeathers, 8 


Forc't to ſeek ſhelter in the Dragon's Feathers ! 
Ne'er had old Rome ſo rare a Piece to brag on, 

A Temple built to Great Bell and the Dragon ! 
Whilſt yet undaunted Proteſtants dare hope, 

They that will worſhip Bell, ſhall wear the Rope, 

O how our Engliſh Chronicles will ſhine ! 

Burnt ſixty fix, Rebuilt in ſeventy nine. 

| When Jacob Hall on his High Rope ſhews Tricks, > 
The Dragon flutters ; the Lord Mayor's Horſe kicks: 


Wi Cheapf de-Crouds, and Pageants, ſcarcely know 
ey N! t admire, man, de Pm or Pow 1 . 


bot 
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But what mad Frenzy ſet your Zeal on fire”. 

(Grave Citizens ! ) to raife Immortal Spire 5 

On Sea- coal Baſis ? which will ſooner yield 

Matter to burn a Temple, than to build ! 

What the Coals build, the Aſhes bury : no Men 

Of Wiſdom, but would dread the threatning Omen 

But ſay (Proud Pragon! ) now prefer d fo high, 
What Marvels from that Proſpect doſt thou ſpy ? 
Weſtward thou ſeeſt, and ſeeing hat'ſt the Walls 
Of ſometimes Rev'rend, now Regenerate Pauls, 
Thy envious Eyes ſuch Glories cannot brook, 

But as the Devil once o'er Lincoln, look: 
And Eavy's Poiſon will thy Bowels tear, 
Sooner than Daniel's Doſe of Pitch and Hair. 

Then Eaſtward, to avoid that wounding ſight, 
Thy glaring Eyes upon the Mum-glaſs light. 
Adorn'd with monſtrous Forms to clear the ſcope, 
Ho much thou art out-dragon'd by the Pope. 

Ah Fools! to dreſs a Monument of Wo 
In whiſtling Silks, that ſhould in Sackcloth go! 
Nay ſtrangely wiſe our Senators appear 
To build That, and a Bedlam in a Year, _ 
That if the Mum-glaſs crack, they may inherit 
An Hoſpital becoming their great Merit! 

Io Royal Weſtminſter next turn thine Eye; 
Perhaps a Parliament thou mayſt eſpy. | 
Dragons of old gave Oracles at Rome; : 
Then propheſy their Day, their Date, and Doom 

And if thy viſual Ray can reach the Main; 
Tells when the Duke, new gone, returns again! 
Facing about, next view our Guildhall well, | 
Where Reverend Fox-furs charm'd by potent ſpell _ 
Of Elephants (turn'd wrong fide outward) dare 
Applaud the Plays, and yet hiſs out the Player + _ 
Player! whoſe wiſe Zeal for Fare rag, © 


Shall to all Points of the wide Compaſs ring, 
Whilſt Bow has Bells, or Royal Thames a Spring 1!) 


- 
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Thy roving Eye perhaps from Hague may ſend's 
How the New League has made old Foes nem Friends c 
But let ſubſtantial Witneſs Credence give it, 
Or ne*er believe me, if the Houſe believe it! 

If true, I fear too late! France at one ſup x 
( Like Pearls diſſolv'd in Cleopatra's Cup) 8 
Trade, Empire, Netherlands has ſwallow'd up! . 5; 

But hark the Dragon ſpeaks from brazen Mouth, 

Whoſe Words, tho Wind, are ſpoken in good South! 
To you of ratling Fame, and great Eſteem; 

The higher plac'd, the leſs you ought to ſeem ! 

To you of noble Souls, and gallant Minds, 

Learn to out- face (with me) the huffing Winds! 

To tim'rous feeble Spirits, that live beneath; 

Learn not of me to turn with every Breath! 

To thoſe who (like Camelions) live on Air; 
Popular Praiſe is thin conſumptive Fare! 1 
Io you who Steeple upon Steeple ſet, 

Cut my Cocts- comb, if e er to Heaven you get. 
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A Paradox againſt Liberty. 
Written by the Lords, during their Impriſon® 


ment in the Tower, 1679. 
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And tho it be abroad adays, the Light 
Still lodges in the Priſon of black Night; 
The Sea it ſelf is to its Bounds confin'd, 
And Holus in Caves ſhuts up the Wind. 
Nothing in Nature has ſuch vaſt Extent, 
But is impriſon'd i in its Element. 
The Fiſh in watry Dungeons are inclos'd; 

Men, Beaſts and Birds, to Earth and Air dif IF 
If to enlarge their narrow Bounds they ſtrive, 
The fatal Freedom rarely they ſurvive. 

And as with them, we hope with us twill be, 
When from theirPriſons took Death ſets them free. 
Man can no more a native Freedom boaſt ; 

That Jewel ne'er was found ſince firſt ? twas loſt, 
*T was then tranſported to the Stygian Coaſt. 
But ſtill there's ſomething which we do eſteem, 
Only becauſe tis like the poliſht Gem, 


And this we Freedom call; its Credit grows 


From a falſe Stamp, the gilded outſide ſhows : 
Which avaritious Men attempt to get, 
| Cheated and ruin'd with the Counterfeit. 
Like Children, Soapy-bubbles they purſue, 
And the fantaſtick Vion take for true; 
But whilſt they think bright Forms they do em- 
Ixion-like, they find a Cloud i'th' place. (brace, 
Conſent of Crouds exceeding Credit brings 
And ſeems to ſtamp Truth's Image on falſe . 5 
Not what's a real Good, but what does ſeem; 
Still ſhares the blind and popular Eſteem. 
 Whillt Senſe and Fancy over-rule their Choice, 
And Reaſon in th' Election has no Voice. 
But Souls in vain have Reaſon's Attribute, 
If to their Rule they cannot Senſe ſubmit. 
Hence the Heroick Mind makes no complaint, 
But Freedom does enjoy, e'en in Reſtraint. 
When Chains and Fetters do his Body bind, 
He then appears more free, and leſs conſin d. 
| Diſcord 
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Diſcard and Care, which do diſtract him here, 

In Durance take their leave, and come not there. 

Falſe Friends and Flatterers then take laſt adieu, 

W ho often ſwore how faithful and how true, 

Things their diſhoneſt Boſoms never knew. 

Theſe, like the Swallows, in cold Weather ak : 

A Summer's Fortune only draws them nigh. 

Flatt'rers a ſort of fatal Suckers be, | 

Which draw the Sap till they deſtroy the Tree. 
Fair Virtve to their Opticks when they NO: 

Seems a deform'd and antiquated thing. 

Vice they commend, whilſt Virtue is deſpis d; 

The Blackeſt by theſe Negroes molt are pris'd. 
Theſe Slaves to Vice do hug ſo hard and long, 

Till like the ober- fond Ape they kill their Young, 

Ambition in the Mind's a feveriſn Thirſt, 3 


Which is by drinking drier than at firſt; 

And theſe will feed the Humor till it burſt. 

When Paraſites the Arbiters are made, 
'They'l place the Garland on a Bedlam's Head. 

| Riot, Exceſs, and Pleaſure car? the Day, 
And "Luſt (the worſt of Tyrants) bers the ray 
At whoſe black Throne they blind 4Begiance pay. 
| Moroſe and dull they do account the Grave; 

And the meek Man, fit only for a Slave: 
The Humble, of a Nature poor and baſe; 
The Chaſt, ſprung from a dull infipid Race ; ; 8 
And Temperance a Gallant's chief Diſgrace. 

In Virtue's Garb the great Man's Vice they dreſs, 
Giving it Names which ſound of Worthineſs. 

They call his Pride the Grandeur of his Mind, 

And for his Luſt the Name they have deſign d 5 

Is a complaiſant Air, that makes Men kind. 2 
Profaneneſs is his Wit; and his Exceſs | 
By a gay janty Humour they expreſs; 8 | 
All his Debauches too muſt be no leſs, 


Thus 


— 


With unſubſtantial and unwholeſom Wind. a 


Her fruitful Bleſſings whereſoe'er ſhe flows: 


In us, the dang rous State th* Ambitious ſee 


And fall into the Ruin lies below. 


And uncorrect, in ſure Deſtruction ends; 
Whilſt in the way her gilded ſnares ſhe lays, 
- Eaſy and credulous Man ſhe ſoon betrays ; 


But her concealed Snakes doth never fear. 


And cheicer Viands ſqueamiſhly refuſe. 


3 
* 


Thus they lap Ruin up, and gild our Crimes; 
But Vice deſtroys like J, where it climbs, 


Of Greatneſs, Avarice, and Flattery. HEY 
Gifts, Honors, Office, Greatneſs, Grace of Kings, 
Raiſe the Ambitious upon Treach'rovs Wings; - 
Till from the mighty heights they giddy grow, 


If the firſt fail, which do ſupportour State, 

The laſt our Fall ſerve to precipitate. | 
This with too dear Experience we have bought, 
And learnt à Lefſon, which too late was taught. 
Proſperity's a Drug, that muſt be ta'en 
Corrected (Opium like) or elſe tis bane : 

A more Lethargick Quality's in her, 

Than ever yet in Opium did appear. 

Her fatal Poiſon to the Migd ſhe ſends, 


Who ſees her Roles and her Lillies here, 
Proſperity's Repaſts puff up the Mind 

Tis a Hault-Gouſt which Epicures do uſe, 

But when Affliction moulds your daily Bread, 


Tis then the ſtaff of Life with which ſhe's fed. 
Affliction (like the River Nile) beſtows 


And if when ſhewithdraws, ſtrange Serpents riſe, 
Not in her Streams, but in the Soil it lies. | 
Which (like the great Apollo) ſhe ſtrikes dead, 
By the ſame Influence they firſt were bred, 
If ſhe return, and ſhew her hidden head. 
Great Minds (like the victorious Palms) are wont 
Under the Weights of Fortune more to mount. 
0 | | Strongly 
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Strongly ſuppreſs' d and hurl'd upon the ground, 
Filld with ſublimer Thoughts they more rebound; 
Still careleſs whether Fortune {mile or trown, 
Whether ſne give or take away a Crown. | 
Our Walls are tided, and by that we know 

She always ebbs whea ſhe doth leave to flow, 
And conſtant in Inconſtancy does grow, 

Make an attack all Injuries that can, 

They fall like Waves beneath a Riſing Swan. 
Freed and ſecur?d from all diſcordant Care, 0 


Here we our Heads above the Billows bear, 
Till from our Shoulders they tranſplanted are. 
And from their ſummits, with dumb Gapes proclaim, 
Of a Quincumvirat the trait'rous ſhame. 1 
But during all this Storm, we ſtill do find = 
An Anchor and a Haven in our Mind, |. 8 
Not beaten now, tho then expos'd to th' Wind. J 
As Nightingals, our Boſoms we expoſe, x 1 
| And ſing, environ'd with the ſharpeſt Woes, - . 
Degraded from vain Honour here we grow 1 ? 
| More great and high, as Trees by lopping do. 
 Honour's like Froth in each Man's Glaſs of Beer 
'Tis leaſt of uſe, tho topmoſt it appear. 
The common Vouchee for ill Acts ſhe's grown; 
It and Religion all our Miſchiefs own. 5 
She reigns in Youth with an unruly Heat, 8 


ry 
3 . | | 


And in her falſer Mirror ſhews them Great, 

Till Age and Time convince them of the Cheat. 

Raſh Heads approve what ſober Men deſpiſe, 7 
And the fantaſtick Garb offends the Wiſe 5 > 
She rarely now is ſeen, but in Diſguiſe. 5 
True Honour and plain Honeſty's the ſame; 
From various Dwellings comes the various Name: 
For whilſt ſhe's gay in Courts, ſhe's Honour there, 
But Honeſty with us in Durance here; 5 
Indiffering States, moſt things have difference: 

What pleas'd this day, the next offends the Prince. 

5 Ce | >. 
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1 And here we find a Palace in a Cell. 
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The Proſperous loath what the Afflicted love; 
Priſoners abhor, what free, they did approve: 
And ftill there's Power in each Man's Choice to 
Himſelf content, if he can wiſely take, (make 
And think his own (tho hard) a happy Stake. 
In every ſtate does ſome Contentment dwell, 


Good's.good ev'ry where, and every thing, 
And Good can of it ſelf no Evil bring. 

All Good's a Ray of the firſt Light alone; 
When lll approaches, only that's our own. 
Vertue's not gain'd by ſpending of our Days 

In Pleaſure, Prince's Courts, or from their Rays, 
At Vertue's Coaſt by Travel we arrive, 

And ſo by Travel Vertue's kept alive. 

She dwindles if ſhe want due Exerciſe ; 55 
But us'd, grows brighter, and ſtill multiplies. 
Vertue increaſes Snow-ball like, roll'd on: 

A lazy Vertue's next of kin to none. 

Pris'ners indeed they be, that do lay by 
At once their Freedom and their Induſtry. 
If Men turn Drones within theſe hony'd Hives, 

It lies ”th" Pris'ner's Heart, and not his Gives. 
The Good grow better here, the Bad grow worſe; 
The Spur that makes this go, does jade that Horſe. 
Hence the great'ſt part are Male-content and Sad, 

Since that the Good are fewer than the Bad. 
A Bliſs that ſprings from penitential Joy, 

Is the Mind's Balſam in each ſharp Annoy ; 5 
Fools only their own Comforts do deſtroy. 

To this Retirement we can freely go ; | 
Tis the great'ſf pace of Majeſty below ; c 
Our ſtirring out imports the World to know. 

The Goaler's Centinel to guard our Doors, 

And Caſtles are contain'd 'th' narrow Floors. 
More happy and more ſafe, ſecur'd from Foes, 
Than thoſe whom Troops of Enemies * 41 
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Much more as Pris'ners, our high Bliſs we boaſt, 
Being ſecnr'd from ſuch a mighty Hoſt 

Of deadly Foes, ſo fierce with Wrath and Might, 
Our ſelves ſo feeble, and unfit to fight 

Gainſt the black Band of Vicious and Profane, 
Who Thouſar{ds do undo in each Campaign. 

In the Aſſault, we ſeldom brook the Field; 

But fly like Hares, or elſe like Cowards yield, 

Yet this the World eſteems an hard Eſtate, 

And us, who feel it, count unfortunate. 

Shew then, Philoſophy ! ! the State wherein 

Such Satety, and ſo much Content is ſeen : 3 
Wherein leſs rugged or ſteep Hindrance lies, 

T obſtruct the Path unto Perfection's prize: 

The uſeful Rod's only bound up for this, 

To whip and laſh the Childiſh on to Bliſs ; 

Who ſullenly refuſe the Rod to kiſs, 

And ſo the Bleſſing in the Whipping miſs. 

Some, like the Whale, only deſign'd to play 8 


In fruitleſs Pleaſures, drive the flying Day 3 
| As Boys with Clackers drive the Linet away. 
| Whilſt here, we ſtop the hours of Time, that flies, 
With Contemplation” s nobler Exerciſe. | 
„ hlaugre all Goals, think we &er long muſt dye, 4 
e. And then enjoy an endleſs Liberty; | 
[Death will redeem from long Captivity. 
| Man's Life's a Piece ſpun of a various Thred ; 
In ſome'tis fine, in ſome a coarſer Web. 
The Threds acroſs, th' Occurrences of Fate, 
Cut early from the Loom by Death or late. 
The Dread of Kings, Death does not us diſmay; 73 
Jo dye's leſs, than be tantaliz d each day: 
Whät Man complains, with Wearineſs o preſt, 
That Night is come, the only time tore 
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A DIALOGUE between the Dutcheſ; 
ef Clevel— and the Dutcheſs of Portſ- 


mouth, at their Meeting in Paris. 


With the Gboſt of Jane Shore. 


CL RT thou return'd my Siſter Concubine, 
For all thoſe ſubtle cunning Arts of thine, 
With which thou didſt ſubdue our Monarch's Heart, 
And wouldf not let me with thee ſhare a part; 
Tho my great Beauty did that Heart ſubdue, 
Long e' re it could ſo meanly ſtoop to you? 

Portſ. I am return'd to ſee my Native France, 
The Place where firſt I ſaw the World by chance. 
Tho mean by Birth, yet Fortune this can do, 

Help by the Charms of Wit and Beauty too. 
Methinks my Port and my illuſtrions Train, 
Should rather move your Envy than Diſdain. 
C. My Envy! no, thy Meanneſs I deſpiſe, _ 
Thou art a Beggar ſtill, tho in diſguiſe, | 
The noble Ladies of the Gallick Court 
Will mock at your fine gaudy Train and Port; 
Thy Converſe and thy Company they'll ſcorn, 
Since thou of genteel Blood wert never born. 
P. The King's Example, Dutcheſs, you will find, 


hall make the Ladies of this Court more kind: 


For many Services for him Pave done, 
Which he Pm ſure with Kindneſs now will own. 
Pave ſerv'd him with my Perſon and wy Wit, 
But how, to tell you, Madam, tis not fit. 
C. If you have ought for this great Monarch done, 
He'l make you then ſome Abbeſs or a Nun, 


For 
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For I do find 'tis not the Guiſe of France, 

Their Whores to noble Titles to advance «© 

But uſually the Royal Miſs is ſent, * 

To ſome Religious Cloyſter to repent. 85 
P. It is not yet that time of Day with me, F 

Nor am | fallen to ſo low degree; 


| More joyful Days I yet do hope to ſee. 


Tho J have here of Engliſh Guinies ſtore, 


I thither will return and get me more. 


England will me a plenteous Harveſt vield, 
Here to buy Lands and Palaces to build. 
C. Methinks you talk at an immodeſt rate, 


Thou French She- Hor ſe- leech of the Engliſh State: 


Rome us d to draw its richeſt Treaſures — 5 
The Engliſh Gold was chang'd to Peter's pence: 
But now that Rome can draw from thence no more, 
It is enhanced by a Gallick W——., 

P. If Pm immodeſt methinks you are vain, 


Thus idly of my Riches to complain: 


England did once to you a Harveſt yield, 
Alas! Tave but theGleanings of the Field. 


KB Gold fell into your Lap with a ſpring Tide, 


But you have ſpent it on your Luſt and Pride : 


| Your time is paſt, and Luft has made you old, 


And to be ſerv'd you now muſt give your Gold; | 
Or fumble with ſome weak old Clergy-man, . 
To get a Spill your Royet to maintain. 

C. O Madam, you muſt needs be very chaſt, 
If, as they ſay, the Prior you embrac'd. 
laugh to hear of Chaſtity from you, 


As if a Whore was e'er to one Man true. 


I own my Nature, it is brave and high, 
With Ale ſſalina Lmy ſelf could vie. 
Let a dull Husband lie with her that's chaſt, 
I by a Prince am fit to beembrac'd. * 
P. Brag not, your decay'd Beauty is'grown ſtale, 


And all your Arts no longer can prevail: 


: 1 4 1 


290 POEMSm 


1 yet retain my glorious conquering Charms, 
Whilſt you are bani{h'd from a Monarch's Art ms. 


_— | 


lx 8 


Alas, your Beauty now is in the Wain, 


\ I can't but wonder by what Magick Art, 


No Art can e'er renew that Face again: 

Madam, the ſhining Glories are all ſer, 

Which makes you thus at your Succeſſor _ 

(good, 

c. Dull Tool, my Eyes yet ſparkle and are 

1 feel a vigorous May yet in my Blood; 

I'm ſound and free from any foul Diſeaſe, 

Can warm a Lover and know how to pleaſe : 

Whilſt thou corrupted, ſcentſt the very Room 

In ſpite of Eſſences and ſtrong Perfume. 


Thou &er couldſt conquer a great ects 
| Heart 
That Baby's Face of thine, and thoſe black Eyes, 
Methinks ſhould ne era Hero's Love ſurpriſ; 
None that had Eyes e' er ſaw, in that French Face, 
O'ermuch of Beauty, Form or comely Grace. = 

P. You are my Rival and may me deſpiſe, 1 
But Lovers ſee not with your envious Eyes. 
If you in Beauty have the greateſt ſhare, ' 

And if that mine cannot with yours compare, 

My Wit exceeds, and yours have prov'd but iu, 

Since you're caſt off and Iam courted ſtill, 

C. When 1 did reign, I like a Queen did ſhow, 
I fat above and ſaw crown'd Heads below; 
Of Jewels and of Gold I had ſuch ſtore, 
I knew not how to ſeek or wiſh for more. 
To me the Idols of the Court all bow'd, 
I was adored by the numerous Croud ; | 
Till thou wert ſeen, who with ſome Magick Spell, 
Some Charm or Philtre that was made in Hell, 
Didſt my great Hero's Heart then ſteal away, 
— aun by ———_— Arts my el 8 Frey: 


This 
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This be my Comfort; did firſt ſubdue, | 
They were my Leavings that were ſhar'd to you. 
P. It ſhows my Wit and Beauty had molt Power, 
When I ſubdu'd your mighty Conqueror: 
And that I broke into your Ave, Charms, 
And raviſhed your Hero from your Arms. / 
Fave rul'd as well as you, and my French Pate 


Hasdiv'd into the great Intrigues of State: 


In Balls and Maſques you revePd out your Nights, 
But, Madam, I did reliſh State Delights: 

My Politicks and Arts were deeper bred, 

Than ever came into your ſhallow Head. 

Vain Pride and Pleaſure were the things you ſought, 
W hilſt that four Kingdoms did imploy my Thought. 
States. men did know that you were but a Fool, 


| But they from me took Meaſures how to rule. 


C. And yet I ſee you are turn'd off at laſt, 
a all your cunning Policies miſplac'd. 
Lou are deceiv'd, andI ſhall make you mourn, 


| When you ſhall ſee me, Madam, back return: 
Mind you your Pleaſures, game your time away, a 


My buſineſs will not let me longer ſtay, 
To our great Monarch | have much to ſay. 


bee” 
C. If back to England thou ſhouldſt _ return, 


| May thou become the common People's Scorn. 


May againſt thee the London Prentice riſe, 
And may they pull out thy bewitching Eyes. 
Againſt that time Iwill go learn to curſe, _ 
That Pox or Plague bl wiſh thee ſometbing worſe, 
W hat Specter's this ! ! 

P. O Heav' ns, whit have we here! | 

My Joints do tremble and my Soul doth fear. 
The Gboſt of Jane Shoar to them. 

Ghoſt. Perhaps you know me not, yettakea View, 
Sce what lam, I was once ſuch as you, 
I was a Whore, a Royal Miſtreſs too. 
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I was a Woman of egregious Fame, 
And like you too I gloried ia my Shame, | 
Edward my Lord was, and Jane Shoar my Name, 
I Thiv'd in Splendor and enjoy'd Delights, 
Feaſted all Day, and in Love's luſcious Rites, ” 
Between a Monarch's Arms wore out the Nights, 
But when at laſt my happy Monarch dy'd, | 
I loſt my Riches, Pleaſures, and my Pride, 
And all that e'er was {ſweet or good beſide. 


Alas, remember what of me became, 


My Honor ſtain'd, and black was all my Fame, 

Scornof the People, to my ſelf a Shame. 
A Wretch 1 grew, wiſh d I were never born, 
Poor and contemn'd, and every Raſcal's Scorn, 
Unpity'd died, moſt wretched and forlorn. 

Bur happy had been had this been all, 

Or if that I had had no farther Fall, 
But Hell on my Miſdeeds aloud did call. 
Tormented in the Flames of Hell . | 
No Eaſe from Torment, Pain, and endleſs Woe,” 
For Pleaſures paſt, my ſcorched Soul doth know. 
Short were my Pleaſures while 1 lived here, 
And thoſe were alſo mixt with Grief and Fear, 
But Pain Eternal's in the lower Sphere. | 
You two great Women, great in Luſt and Sin, 
Repent, repent, and to reform begin, 

For your Reward you Hell at laſt willwin, 
Rivals look on me, and contend no more, 
What you are now I once was long before, 
Yet [; am damn'd altho a T0! W hore, | 
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A Satyr againſt Perſecution, I 68 2. 


O W eaſy? tis to ſail with Wind and Tide! ** 
Small Force will ſerve upon the ſtronger ſide; 
Power ſerves for Law, the Wrong too oft's made 
 _GQighr, 
And they are damn'd, who againſt Power dare fight. 
Wit rides triumphant, in Power's Chariot born, 
And depreſt Oppoſites beholds with Scorn. 
This well the Author of the Medal knew, 

When Oliver he for an Hero drew, . 
He then ſwam with the Tide; appear d a Saint, _ 
Garniſh'd the Devil with Poetick Paint. | 
When the Tide turn'd, then ſtrait about he veers, 

And for the ſtronger ide he ſtill appears. 

Then in Heroicks courts the Great and High, 

And at th' Oppreſt he lets his Satyrs fly. 

But he who ſtems the Tide, if ground he gains, 

Each ſtroke he makes muſt be with wondrous Pains: 
If he bears up againſt the Current ſtill, 

He ſhewsat leaſt he has ſome Art and Skill, 
When againſt Tide, VVind, Billows hedoes ſtrive, 

And comes at laſt unto the ſhore alive. | 

Huzza my Friends, let us our way purſue, \ 

And try what our Poetick Arms can do. 

This latter Age with VVonders does abound, 

Our Prince of Poets has a Medal found, 

From whehce his pregnant Fancy rears a Piece, 

Eſteem'd to equal thoſe of Rome and Greece. 

With piercing Eyes he does the Medal view, 

And there he finds, as he has told to yon, 

The Hag Sedition, to the Life diſplay'd, 

Unger a a Stateſman $ Nen or made, ** . 
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That is all one, he doth it ſo apply, 
At it th Artillery of his Wit lets fly; 
Lets go his Satyr at the Medal ſtrait, 
Worries the Mbigs, and doth Sedition bait. 5 
Let him go on, the Whigs the Hag forfake; . > 
Her Cauſe they never yet would undertake, 
But laugh to ſee the Poet's fond Miſtake. 8 
But we will turn the Medal; there we ſee 
1 ther Hag, I think as bad as ſhe; 
fam not miſtaken tis the ſame, 
Chriſtians of old did Perſecution name: 
Thar's ſtill her Name, tho now grown old and viſe 
She has new Names, as well as new Dif; guiſe. | 
Let then his Satyr with Hedition fight, 
And ours the whilſt ſhall Perſecutzor bite; 
Two Hags they are, who Parties ſeem to make; 
Tis time for Satyrs them to undertake. | 
See her true Badg, a Priſon or the Tower; 
For Perſecution ever ſides with Power, 
Our Satyr dares not worry thoſe he ſhou'd, 
But there are ſome felt, heard, and underſtood ; 
W ho Subſtantives of Power ſtand alone, | 
And by all ſeeing Men are too well known; 3 
What Steps they ti ead, and whither tis they drive, 
What Meaſures take and by what Arts they thrive. 
But were theſc little Tyrants under foot, 
How bravely o' er them could our Satyr ſtrut 1 
Wat Characters, and juſtly, could he give, 
Of Men who ſcarcely do deſerve to live! 
Yet theſe are they ſome Flatterers can court, 


Who now are Perſecution's great Support. 


4 We could hite ſorely n he do it ſafe. 


We on the Medal ſee the fatal Tower; 
Truth muſt be ſilent, for we know their Power: 
Whilſt they, without controul, can ſhew their hate, 
And whom they pleaſe with grinning Satyrs bait. 
This puts our Satyr into fume and chafe; 


Since 
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Since againſt ſuch he dares not ſpend his Breath, 
Th Hag Perſecution he will bajt to death. 

Old as the World almoſt, as old as Cain, 
For by this Hag was Righteous Abel lain; 
In Tyrants Courts ſhe ever doth abide, | : 
Accompanied with Power, with Luſt and Pride. 
What ſhe has done js to the World well known: 
She always made the beſt of Men to groan. 
Her bloody Arts are regiſter'd of old, 
And all her cruel Policies are told, | 
All that is paſt our Muſe ſhall let alone, | 
Paſs Foreign, and ſpeak only of our own; ; 
Our own dear ugly Hag, who now has Power, 
To ſend to Tyburn, Newgate, or the Tower. | 
If Power be in the Multitude, not few, 
They ſhew that they have Faith and Reaſon too, 
Leap not their Bounds, nor do their Power betray, 
Sigce they to Laws and Government obey. 
If other Power they exerciſe, tis Force, 
Or Rage, that ſeen in a wild headſtrong Horſe, _ 
The more he's ſpur'd or rgin'd, the more doth 
OG (bound, 
And leaves not, till the Rider's on the ground. 
But far it ſeems from our Almighty Croud, 
To boaſt their Strength, or be of Power proud: 
Their Power they of old had fruitleſs try'd, 
And therefore now take Reaſon for their Guide. 
Nay, Faith they have in their own juſter Cauſe, 
In their dread Sovereign, and his righteous Laws; 
This makes them thus ſubmir, all Power lay by, 
For Right, for Law, for Peace they only cry, 
For this, by ſome, they are accounted Fools; 
So generons Hor ſes are miſtook for Mules 
And fome Court Fockies mount them in their Pride, 
And with a Satyr's Heel-ſpurg all their Hide; 
Dull Aſſes they ſuppoſe the People are, 
Made for their Burdens, and not fit for War. 
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All with the forewind of Religion fail, 
It to all Parties is the Common Stale. 'S 
1 know -you'l grant the Devil is no Fool, | 
He can diſguiſe in Surplice, Cloak, or Cowl; 
But ſtill he may be known without diſpute, 
By Perſecution ; tis his'Cloven Foot. 
Let him be Chriſtian, Pagan, 7. urk, or Jew, 
Pretends religious Zeal, it can't be true, 
If 't Perſecution raiſes, or maintains, 
Or makes a Market of ungodly Gains. 
When Rome had Power here, and fat inchair'd, 
How cruel and how bloody ſhe appear d! 
Our Church-Diſſenters then did feel the ſame, 
Their Bodies ſerv'd for Fuel to the Flame: 
And can this Church now, got into the Chair, 
A cruel Tyrant like to Rome appear? 
por bare Opinion do their Brothers harm, 
Plague and impriſon, cauſe they can't conform? 
But ſtay, our Church has Law upon its ſide, 
And ſo had Rome, that cannot be deny d. 
And if theſe Jehu's, who fo fiercely drive, 
In their ſiniſter Arts proceed and thrive, 
We ſoon ſhall ſee our Church receive its doom, 
And feel again the Tyranny of Rome. 
To bar Succeſſion is th? ungodly Sin, 
do often broke, ſo often piec'd ag'in: 
O may it here in England never ceaſe, | 
Could we but hope it would ſecure our Peace ! 
But Men with different Thoughts poſſeſſed are, 
We dread th' Effects of a new Civil War. 

We dread Rome's Yoke, to us tis hateful grown, 
And Rome will ſeem a Monſter in our Throne. 
How rarely will a Cope the Throne bedeck ? 

A Biſhop's Head ſet ona Prince's Neck ? 
Th” inherent Right lies in the Sovereign's Sway, 
But then the Monarch muſt Rome's Laws obey. 
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Head of the Church he muſt no longer be, 
But give that Place unto Rome's Holy See. 
Both of the Church, and him Rome will take care, 
The Throne muſt truckle under Papal Chair. 
Kings can't do wrong, ſo does the Maxim ſay, 
But Miniſters of State, their Servants, may. 
Tho Kings themſelves do fit above the Law, 
Juſtice ſtill keeps their Miniſters in we 
For if they do not make the Law their Guide, 
Great as they are, by Law they may be try 'd a 3 
Elſe we ſhould ſubject be toevery Ill, 
And be made ſlaves to Arbitrary Will. RO. 
O happy Iſle where each Man Juſtice craves! 
Kings can't be Tyrants, nor the Subjects Slaves. 
The Laws ſome great Ones fear, who rule thestate; 
When they can't new unto their Wills create, 
They to their Minds, with cunning, try to wald, 
And, with new Images, to ſtamp the old; 
What gainſt diſſenting Papiſts firſt was bent, 
For Proteſtants now proves a Puniſnment. 
Law, Law they cry, and then their Brother ſmite, 
As well upon the left ſide as the right: | 
 Toevery Jayl the Proteſtants they draw, 
And Perſecution ſtill is maſqu'd with Law: 
We do not know but Rome may have its torn. 
And then it will be alſo Law to burn. 
This is not all, for ſome ill Men there be, 
Who would the Laws uſe in a worſe degree : 
; Treaſon and Traytors, Plots againſt the State, 
I Toreach their Foes, they cunningly create: 
To Priſon then the Innocent they draw, 
And if they could their Heads would take by Law 3 3 
But Law is juſt, and Engliſhmen are good, 
And do not love to dip their Hands in Blood 
Of Innocents : But this has rais'd the Rage 
Of ſome Politick Ae on our Stage, 
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And ſpite of Jaſtice; Law, and Reaſon tov, 
Their wicked Ends by other means purfve. 
Thoſe Men, whom they can neither hang nor draw; 
Freed by their Country, Juſtice, and the Law, 
They try to murder with an Hireling's Pen, 

By making them the very worſt of Men. 
They 'ave Orators and Poets at their Will, 
Who with their Venom ſtrive their Fames to kill, 
Theſe rack the Laws, and holy Scriptures too, 
And fain would make all the old Treaſons new : 
They will not let the Graves and Tombs alone, 
But conjure up the Ghoſt of Forty One. | 
With this they try the Ignotant to ſcare, 
For Men are apt the worſt of things to fear; 
Tho that Ghoſt is no liker Eighty Two, 
Than a gbod Chriſtian like a Turk or Few. 
- London, the happy Bulwark of our Ile, 
| Noſmooth and oily Words can thee beguile: 
Thou knowſt thy Int'reſt, that will never lye ; 
Eternal as thy ſelf, the Men do die. | 
Tis Truth and Juſtice that do thee uphold; 
And richer in Religion than in Gold ; 
Thy Piety has built thy Torrets higher 
Than e er, in ſpite of Plague, of War, and Fire. 
Without a Sigh we can't think on the Flame, 
Nor by what Hands, and from what Heads it came. 
With envious Eyes they do thy Riches view, | 
| When old Ways fail, to ſpoil thee they find new: 
No Art's untry'd which may thy Coffers drain, > 
For which the ſubtil Lawyer racks his Brain: © | 
Thy too old Charters they will new arraign. 
Thou muſt not think thou canſt in ſafety ſtand, 
Whilſt the falſe Canaanite ſwarms in the Land. 
Some State Phyſicians cry, that thou art ſick, 
And on thee they would try ſome quacking trick: 
As yet their poiſonous Drugs thou doſt not need, 
Nor does thy Body want to purge or bleed. Thy 
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Thy Head we hope with Loyalty is crown'd, | 
Thy Heart and Intrails we do know are ſound : 
Thy Hands are open, honeſt, free, and ſtrait, 
And all thy Members pliable and neatz 
All think you well in Health, and ſound within, 
Tho ſome few Spots appear upon your Skin, 
They're but the Purgings of the ſounder Part, 
And are at a great diſtance from the Heart. 
The Wealthy love to thrive the ſureſt way, 
For Gain perhaps they will like Slaves obey. 
Give up theirCharters,bend theirNecks,now free, ) 
To ſervile Yokes, and ſtoop to that degree, c | 
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As to ſubmit to Rome's curſt Tyranny. 
But ſure the Wiſe, and the Religious too, 
Will all the juſt and lawful Ways purſue, 
To keep that Freedom unto which they're born, 
And which ſo well doth Engliſhmen adorn; 
Which our Forefathers did preſerve with care, 
And which we, next our Souls, do hold moſt dear. 
Let the hot Tories, and their Poet, curſe, _ 
They ſpend in vain, and you are ne'er the worſe : 
Alas! they ſeem as only made to damn, (ſham; 
And then curſe moſt when they have loſt theirs 
They are true Sbimeis, or the Sons of Cham. Y 
Their Mouths are open Sepulchers, their Tongue 
With Venom full is ever ſpeaking wrong: 
With Oaths and Curſings, and with looking big, 
They ſeek to fright ſome harmleſs peaceful hig; 
Then boaſt the Conqueſt, hector, rant, and tear, 
And cry, God dam'um Proteſtants they are: 
All the Fanaticks are a curſed Crew, "On 
Worſe than the Papiſts, or the Moor, or Jem: 
The City is a Layſtall full of Mire, | 
And ought again to be new purg'd with Fire: 
All Honeſty, all Godlineſs they hate, | 
Love Strife and War, Contention and Debate, 
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| Theſe are the Men from, whog much miſchief 
e ee ed at) | . (ſprings, 
Whilſt their bad Cauſe they falſly make the King's. 
Theſe wrong the King, and then to make amends, 
With Oaths declare they are his only Friends: 
But theſe are they who Coleman would outdo, 
Blow up both Kings and Kingly Power too. 
For why is all this Conteſt and this Strife ? 
This ſtrugling in the State, as *twere for Life? 
When all Men own'd their enjoy'd Happineſs, 
And daily did their belov'd Monarch bleſs? 
Bat theſe ill Men all common Roads forſake, 
O'er Hedges, and throſtanding Cornthey break; 
Tho ill Succeſs they have, they will not ceaſe, 
Till they have ſpoil'd the Nation's happy Peace. 
They ſee none to Rebellion are inclin'd, | 
Yer Plots they make, where Plots they cannot find, 
But their Deſigns they did fo idly frame, 
The Evil on their Heads return'd with ſhame 3 
And tho they find their evil Projects curſt, 
They keep the Impudence they had at ſirſt: 
*Gainſt Honeſty, Law, Reaſon, then they fight, 
And falſly cry, The King can have no Right. 
The People of their Judgment. they bereave, 
No Proof, no Circumſtance will they believe : 
| Rebels and Traytors they will ſtill create, 
= And are Men-catchers of the higheſt Rate. 

2 With Regal Rights theſe Men keep much ado; _ 
But, with that Stale, their own Game they pur ſue: 
Their Monarch's Safety, Honour, Fame, Renown, 

The great Supports and Jewels of the Crown; 
The Peoples Love, their Freedom, Liberties, 
Thoſe they neglect, and theſe they do deſpiſe. 
What cer theſe Men pretend, the jugling Feat 
Is plainly ſeen; tis to grow Rich, and Great, 
Io Rule, to Sway, to Govern as they pleaſe: 
Ihe Peoples Grievance, and the Land's — q 
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| An Men that would oppoſe their Pow'r and Sway, 
And will not them, like Gally-ſlaves, obey, . 
They brand with odions Names, altho they ſpring 
From Fathers ever Loyal to their King : 


Tho they themſelves Sons of the Church are known, 


Would with their Blood defend their Monarch's 
And ready are their Lives to ſacrifice (Throne, 
For all their King's juſt Rights, which much they 
| (prize. 

But O the Change that's now in England ſeen ! 

They who are Loyal, and fo e'er have been, 

Becauſe they will not ſerve ſiniſter ends, 

Are Rebels call'd, at leaſt call'd Traitors Friends. 

Thou wicked Hag, that now art arm'd with Power, 

That wouldſt Mens Souls and Bodies both devour, 

That now doſt ſhow thy bloody armed Paws, 

With Malice arm'd, and with too rigid Laws; 

With what Poetick Curſe ſhall | thee paint, 

Who art a Devil, yet appear'ſt a Saint ? 

But Vengeance for thee ſtill in Heav'n thereꝰs ſtore, 

Tho many bleſs, and Thee the Beaſt adore, 

(Whore. 

Thou'rt dy'd with Blood, and art the Scarlet 

O Perſecution ! thou'rt a Goddeſs blind, 

That never ſpareſt any Human kind; 

In every County thou doſt footing gait, 

In all Religions thou deſit'ſt to reign, 

But never waſt admitted in the True. (renew 

Hence grow our Tears, that here thon ſhonldſt 

Thy Strength and Power in this happy Realm, 

Our Quiet and our Peace to overwhelm ; 

When for ſome Years thou haſt been baniſhed, 

And Proteſtants believ'd thou hadſt been dead; 

Or that at leaſt, we never more ſhould fear 

That thou ſhouldſt live to ſhew thy Power here : 
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402 POEMS m 
Unleſs (which Heav'n avert) that thou 5 — 
57 | 1 come 
| By Force, brought in by the curſt Power of Rowe. 
9 But griev'd we are, to ſee it in our Age, | 
And fear it may a greater Ill preſage. 
Priſons and Fines the Puniſhments are now, 
1 But who knows what at laſt it may come to? 
E > For this damn'd Hag longs ſtill for human Food, 
Ne'er ſatisfy'd till ſheis gorg'd with Blood. 
Well may the Papiſts, when they have their turn, 
Rack and impriſon, torture, hang, and burn; 
When Proteſtants to Proteſtants do ſhew, 
That had they Pow'r, themſelves as much would do, 
But let the buſy Miniſters take care, 
They do but Vengeance for themſelves prepare: II. 
For in all Ages it was ever known, (down. A. 
That God his Vengeance on their Heads pour'd II 
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All but mere Fools may eaſily foreſee Ye 
What will the fatal End of theſe things be; Fo 
If one bigotted in the Romiſh way, Th 
Should once again the Engliſh Scepter ſ\mayz 


Ihen thoſe who inthe Pulpit are ſo loud, 
Preaching Succeſſion to the vulgar Croud, (tum; I Bat 
Muſt change their croaking Notes, their Coats mult I Un 


f 

Or, if prove honeſt, fly the Land, or burn: Of 
| Whom Benefit or Ignorance engage, Thi 
j Now to the Party, then ſhall feel the Rage Unt 
j Of thoſe fierce Tyrants, who now undermine, IIe 
| And hidden carry on their curſt Deſign, But 


The proud vuſurping Prieſt, and Popiſh Knaves, 
Shall be your Lords, and all the Engliſh Slaves; 
X | The Nobles then muſt wear the Romiſh Yoak, 
= 1] Or Heads ſubmit unto the fatal Stroak. _ 
Oppreſſion will grow bold, the Tadpole Prieſts 
f Shall lift above the Lords their Prieſtly Creſts. 


| E > „ T'attemp 


Vol. IV. State- Affairs. 
Tattempt or ſtruggle then will be in vain, 
For Perſecution will a Tyrant reign, 

Her fatal Pow'r will then be underſtood, + 
And ſhe will glut her ſelf with Martyr's Blood. 
The Pope's Supremacy ſhall then be ſhown, _ 

No other Head in England will be known: 

Then ſhall a general Curſe flow thro the Land, 


Lord againſt Lord, Friend againſt Friend ſhall ſtand ; 


Till at the laſt, the Croud, in their Defence, 


Provok'd to Rage, arm gainſt their Popiſh Prince: 


With Words no longer, but with Arms they'll jar, 
And England will be ſpoil'd with Civil War; 
„True Peace and Happineſs fo long ſhall want, 
Till ſhe ſhall get a Monarch Proteſtant, 
Thus Factious Men to Civil Broils wgage, 
And with their ferment make the & 
Their Madneſs, they in others would increaſe, , 
Yet wipe their Months, and cry they are for Peace: 
For King, for Regal Rights, and true Succeſſion, 
They in the People's Ears ſtill make Profeſſion 
Yet for one Man, ſuch Friends they are, ſo civil, 
They'd ſend almoſt three Nations to the Devil. 
cn {But there's no way theſe Miſchiefs to prevent, 
ut! Unleſs we have a healing Parliament, 


Of that theſe faulty Men love not to hear, (fear. 
They've much tranſgreſt, and much they have to 


Until that day, England will find no reſt, 


but then the Nation will be truly bleſt. 


oud to rage : 


Tho now ſhe ſlumbers on her Monarch's Breaſt 8 | 
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An Elegy on his Pxcellenc Lieutenant-General 
g Talmalh, 1694. 


BY Mr. Edm. Arwaker. 


I. 
-JnceHeav'n from Albiows once lov d ine eſtrang'd, | 
Has into Frowns its benign Aſpect chang'd ; _ 
. And pleas'd to interrupt her Joys, 
The Bleſſings ſhe in her great 7. almaſh found, 7 
With which her Fields, while grac'd with him,were 
Severely in their Author them deſtroys, (crown'd, 
And in her tendreſt part gives her a mortal Wound: 
Why, in this great Occaſion to complain, 
Does Albion ſeem inſenſible ? 
O why ſuppreſs her Sighs, her Tears reſtrain? 
Nor offer at her Patron's Herſe 
A Sacrifice of Monumental Verſe ? 
That might her Grief, great as her ME Gps tell; 
Add celebrate the mighty Name | 
That ſwells the Regiſtries of Fame, | 
T hat Name, whole juſt Applauſe is the main ſource 
II. (of hers? 
Rouze, you ungrateful Scribling Crew, 
VVho with your Tribute of groſs Flatteries come 
| To wait on every meaner Tomb, 
But where you ſhou'd be loudeſt- rongu'd, aredumb; 
Think what is to the Name of TAL MASH due; 
: Of whom the V Vonders you declare, 
So far from Adulation will appear, 
+ They cannot reach his glorious Character. 
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Juſtly 
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Juſtly to Him your Praiſe belongs, 
Vyhoſe great Exploits gave you a copious Theme, 
And did inſpire each Muſe with Thoughts ſublime, 
In imitation of them, 3 
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But ſtill, alas! inferior to him, (Songs. 


The nobleſt Subject, and the beſt Rewarder of your 
For as his Vertue did exalt your Strains 
Above the pitch of common Thought and Senſe, 
He amply did requite your Pains . 
By his unparallel'd Munificence ; 
He made your Laurels fructify, 
And rais'd you to the heights of Poetry, 
Freed from the Preſſure of its Indigence. 
133555 III. 1 | 
Raiſe then your Voices, and his Praiſe declare, 
Thus to the World you will your Verſe endear, 
| And raviſh every liſtning Ear. 
Tell of his noble Aſpect, graceful Mein, 
In which Beholders took a ſtrange content, 
Fitted to hold the Glorious Things within, 
And what it did contain, to repreſent. 
There Wit and Senſe were in Abundance found. 
But leſt, as Waters that their Banks o'erflow, 
Theſe Streams ſnhou'd ſhallow by Dilation grow, 
A ſolid Judgment did their Courſes bound, 
Which ſtill preſerv'd their Depth and Curre nttoo, 
And made their Silence, as themſelves profound; 
Not noiſy with Impertinence, 
The certain mark of a low ebb of Senſe. 
| IV. 8 
Nor did his Courage to his Wit give place; 
As great, and yet as quiet too it was; 
Free from all offers of Offence, 
Conceal'd within his Breaſt it lay, 
As Seeds of Fire hid in their Parent Stone, 
Nor eaſily wou'd it be tempted thence, 
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Till urg! d by Provocation, . 
The angry Sparks forc d thence their burning way, 

And made his real Brav'ry known, 90 
That cou d reſent a wrong as well as offer none. 
Bui if his Country, dear as Life or Fame, 


Bid him unſheath his Sword in its defence, 


His Blood was quickly in a Flame, 
And in each Vein beat brisk Alarms, 


To call her great Defender out to Arms; 


such for her Weakneſs was his Same, 
Such of her Suff'rings was his tender Senſe. 
V 


Hibernia, that unhappy Land 
That boaſts her wholeſom Soil no Venom breeds, 
Yet never wants Rebellion's pois'nous Seeds, 
Her Empreſs Albion durſt withſtand, . 
And ſtrove to wreſt the Scepter from her Hand; 


Who then ſo fit in Albion's Cauſe to fight, 


As he who did in Albion's Peace delight, 

And was the great Aſſerter of her Right? 
Talmaſh is ſent her Vaſſals to reduce: | 
Talmaſh the Brave, who cou'd not brook to ſee 
An Arbitrary Pow'r her Laws abuſe, = 
And cramp her Native Liberty: Th 
Him ſhe deſires, him ſhe's oblig'd to chuſe ; 


Nor cov'd ſhe find in her Heroick Store, 
One that wou'd ſtudy her Advantage more, 


Or in her Cauſe be more of Life profuſe, 

Atblone, by Art and Nature fortify'd, 

Put a ftrange Non-plus to the Engliſh Arms, 

Their Courage baffled, and their Strength defy'd, 
Doubly ſecur'd from Harms, 


Till Taimaſb found a way they did not dread, 


(Since ſuch a dangerous Enterpriſe | 
No Courage durſt attempt, no Thought deſizn, 
A way as unſuſpected as unknown, (but his) 
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At once to gain their River and their Town; us 
Follow'd by Numbers of admiring Friends = 
(Who wou'd not follow where he led?) +1 
into the Shannon boldly he deſcends, = 
As Cæſar once into the Rubicon; | = 
Th' affrighted River from him fled, 1" 
Quitted its Poſt, and did to Zyw'rick haſt, 1 
(The Rebels ſtrongeſt Refuge, and their laſt) 
Nor thought its Stream had now ſufficient ſpeed ; _ 
While to th' aſtoniſh'd Town he ſafely paſs?d, _ 1 
And on the conquer'd Walls his flying Enſigns 15 
Thus daring Minds no difficulty know, (plac'd. Ci 
The Courage that in great Attempts they ſhow, 138 
Enables them to conquer what it leads them to. "Foil 
Soon War's loud Tumults in Hibernia ceaſe, - iN 
Subjected to her Sovereign's Pow'r; :- | 
Pleas'd with the Bleſlings of his gentle Reign, = 
The Golden Plenty, and the Downy Peace, 1 
Which, as his happy Conqueſt did reſtore, 1 
His more triumphant Goodneſs does encreaſe; « $ 
And now ſhe tunes her Silver Lyre again, wh 
To ſing her Liberty regain'd, | Mi 
Which, if unconquer'd, ſhe had ne'er obtain'd : W 
Since ſhe no longer buſineſs does afford, | 
To exerciſe our Hero's Sword, i 
He haſtens to the Belgick Shore, = 
That does his ſtrong ſucceſsful Arm implore, : "3 
To free it from th' encroaching Gallick Pow'r, "7 . 
Which with the Title of Aaſt Chriſtian dreſs'd, * 
Does Chriſtendom worſe than the Turk infeſt. 8 
NS | VIII. * | x 
d, But to ſuppreſs this pow'rful Foe, 4.6 7 | 
And wound him deeper with a nearer Blow, i 
The Britiſh Navy is for France deſign'd, 1 
Fance muſt again that dreaded Courage know, Þ 
zn. That Courage that had often brought her low; | f 
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lis) And whom cau'd Albion, but her Talmaſh, find | 
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That with more Vigour wou'd her Armies head, 
Or one by whom they wou'd be rather led? 
Whoſe dreaded Name, like Talbat's heretofore, 


| Wou'd through thole Fields her Fame more largely 


(ſpread, 
And fright Fencb Children, but their Fathers more. 


The Engliſh Bravery in France well known, 


And own'd psculiarly Ours, 
Which laſt inglorious Age out- liv'd, 


And long lay bury'd with our Anceſtors; 


In 7 almaſh was reviv'd, 
And we th' Original muſt own 
Amended and enlarg'd in this Edition. 
1 


Eut, Oh! what Pow'r, envious at Allion's Joy: 


| Blaſts her with a malignant Breath, 
And does her gaudy blooming Hopes deſtroy ! ! 
Scarce had he touch'd th' inhoſpitable Shore, 
Which all around for fear began to roar ; 


When from th Encounter of a fiery Storm, 


A ſwift, tho heavy Meſſenger of Death, 
Too well its hateful Errand did perform, 
And forcing a remoter part 


-M ade way for Fate too ſoon to reach his Heart, 
And boldly tell him he muſt be no more. 


When this th advancing Soldiers knew, 
Cold as he their Courage grew, 


France had no way but this to ſhock them ſo: 
Their General's Lite is all their care, 


Which to preſerve they haſtily retreat, 
The Fate of France and their Revenge defer, 
To: walt on a Concern more near and ou 
X. 
Back to his native Soil convey'd, 
His drooping Head he on her Boſom laid, 
And in her Service waſted, yet untir'd, 
As fearleſs as She liv'd, expir'd, 


And 


d 


While in a peaceful Grave 
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And for the Breath ſhe gave too largely paid. 
France by his Death already Hwy too proud, 

Wanted the Honour of his Grave: 
This Privilege injurious Fate gllow d, 

To be for Albion reſerv'd, (ſerv'd : 
Whom as his Life he lov'd, whom with his Life he 
Nor cou'd ſhe next his Life a greater Bleſſing crave, 
Than to preſerve him + > IR her alive did ſave. 


See Albion, ſee thy General brought home, 


Not crown'd with Conqueſt, as he us'd ta come, 
But by inconſtaut fate betray'd, 
Hlimlelf a bleeding Victim made; 
Ah then diffolve into a briny Flood. 
And let it flow in Conſort w ith his Blood. 


No Virtye is in that or Phyſick found 


To. KF, p out and 155 the gaping Wound : : 
hat Shuice does Life 5 whole treaſure drain. 


But, Ob! The 55 Balm i g ſhed in vain, 


Not all thy Sighs can im with Breath ſupply, 


Not all thy Pray'rs his fleeting Soul recal, 
But in = Arms thy Champion muſt dye, | 
Pleaſing himſelf with what thou do' ſt lament, 
The loſs of Life in thy lov'd Service ſpent, 


And only deems the Sacrifice too ſmall. 


Since then for Thee the gen'rous Talmaſhj dies, 
To his great Memory jut Trophies raiſe, | 
For which he Death may prize! 
That his pleas'd Soul from its exalted Seat 
May triumph in his Fate, 
Sq well deſerving and ſo ol. of Praiſe. 
is Body lies 
The Guardian Relique « of our Ille, 
Berkeley in Frange performs. his Obſequies, 


And makes, whole faging 7990s become bly Fo- 


0 ral Pile. | 


Green- 
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Is call'd Parnaſſus, and induces ſome 
Pòetick Friend to celebrate its Name: 
Here, Greenwich, I attempt to ſing thy Fame, 
Led by the Wonders, which my raviſh'd ſight 
Views from thy lovely Pars aſpiring Height. 
O!] could I make my Numbers but attain 
To Denbam's ſweetneſs, not his Hill ſhould gain 
A riſe o'er thee, nor yet Proportion hold 
With thy juſt Fame, which I could then unfold 
With greater Force, tranſported with each Grace 
So charming, that ſurrounds the lofty Place. | 
Then ſhouldſt thou be to me as that to him, 
Parnaſſus was, and merit more eſteem. 

1 For that, exalted by his Muſe alone, | 
Without his Song had ſtill remain'd unknown: 
But thou by Nature ſuch Renown doſt claim, 

Thou want*ſt no Poet's Art to give thee Fame, 
And if thy various Beautys I could trace, 

As they deſerve, with more than common Grace, 
The Writer's Credit, and the Poem's Fame 


Aſcend the Mount, ſo fair a Pile doth meet, 
As in a Poet's Fancy well might prove | 
Apollo's Palace, or the Seat of Fove. 
And the aſpiring Hill, on which *tis laid, 

. Mightbe Parnaſſus, or Olympus made. 


CINCE every Mountain, where the Muſes come, 


Would ſpring from thee, whilſt thou art ſtill the 
Here then my riſing Eye, before my Feet (fame. 


be 


_— Y 
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This View, which of a ſudden ſtrikes my ſight, 
Fills me with ſo ſurpriſing a delight, 


That I'm o' erjoy'd at what I can deſcry 
From hence, nor wiſh more limits to my E. 


And viewing well this Proſpect's beauteous Store, 


It gives me wonder to be promis d more. 
Thus in ſome Painter's outward room we find 
Enough to pleaſe and to ſurpriſe the Mind : 
And when the Artiſt labours to invite 

Our Eyes to more variety of Sight, 


We part not without Pain from what before, 


We ſaw ſo pleaſing, that we wiſh'd no more. 


No ſteep "Aſcent diſcourages our Feet, 
But all ſo fair, and regular we meet, 
That filPd with Joy by gentle Steps we riſe 
To that fair Houſe, which firſt confin'd our Eyes. 
But there arriv'd, and turning to look down, 
We wonder that we reach d the height ſo ſoon. 
This Houle, erected at a King's 


* 
cComman d, Charles I 


| Diſplays the Goodnckh of a Royal Hand; 


Nor is't, tho ſmall, unworthy of that Fame, 
But high, and graceful, as its Founder? sName. 
Here, Flamſted, mounted to this lofty Seat, 

Where all the Arts of thy Profeſſion meet, 


Thou ſhew'ſt Mankind how:much improv'd by thee 
Are all the Wonders of Aſtronomy. | 


Thou, Reverend Man, from thy auſpicious Hill 
Canſt all the Secrets of the Stars reveal. 


Thy Aſtrolabes are made with ſo much Art, 


They can the diſtance of the Sun impart ; 
Diſcloſe a Paralax ith? Heavenly Sphere, 


And ſhew the Place of every wandring Star. 


Now ſhall we fear no more miſtakes, we ſee 
Celeſtial Motions all ſet right by thee, 


Nor 
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Nor need we mourn Great Archimedes Sphere, Y 
Loft tho the finiſh'd Labour be, ſince here 
In thee reviv'd his Genius doth appear. 
Nor doth thy Hand the hoarding Miſer play, 
But all the Uſes of thy Art convey * 
To ſerve Mankind, Now Flamſted, give me leave 
Here from thy Walls that Proſpect to receive, 
Which Nature's wide Indulgence doth afford 
To each ſurveying Eye. | 1 0 | 
Here mine deſcending from the Hill, ſalutes 
A pleaſant Vale, whoſe conſtant Beauty ſutes 
The Queen's fair Houſe, that ſeems below to vye 
With equal Grace the Pile that ſtands fo high. 
More ſate, for this like every lofty State 
Is liable to Envy or to Hate, | 1 
The Blaſts of Fortune, or the Rage of Winds, 
Which ſpoil the proudeſt, and the beſt Deſigns. 
Whilſt that, like one with milder place content, 
Is leſs expos'd, more firm and innocent. | 
Here ſhouldſt thou dwell, my Muſe, at leaſt reveal 
What Gratitude forbids thee to conceal : 
That entring here, amidſt the various Paint, | 
* Old as it is, diſdaining to be faint, , By Rubens 
The Muſes we behold divinely fair, * 
With all the proper Emblems of their Care. 
And here, O teach me to unfold that Birth, _ 
Which dignifies ſo much this Spot of Earth, _ 
That of the Great Eliza, | fo renown'd | 
In all the Arts of Empire. and ſo found 
In Fame's Immortal Volume] in whoſe time 
True Engliſh Worth moſt flouriſh'd in this Clime. 
And as it roſe with her, ſo her Decreaſe | 
Made that decline, and almoſt with her ceaſe. 
So daom'd a while, till Nature gain'd Recruits, 
Improv'd the Soil, and brought forth better Fruits. 
Here ſhould my Praiſe enlarge, but that my Eye, 
Too quick for Thought, beholds a * 8 
5 8 „ ole 


„„ ae on a ene one 
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[ 


. State. / Fairs. 3 : 
Whoſe flow'ry Paſture oft invites to graze | 
W hole Droves of the Horn'd Herd, a fearful Race, 


The Hunter's Paſtime, now retir'd for Shade 
Beneath a lofty Hill, by Nature made 


A common and a ſafe Retreat, to ſhun 


A Northern Tempeſt, or a Scorching Sun, 
Here they delight to wanton, play, and rove, 
To make their Courtſhip, and enjoy their Love. 
Rambling they love, nor are to one confin'd, ' 
But free as Air, and uncontrouPd as Wind. 
No Law they know, but guided by their Eyes 
Take their own Choice to love or to deſpiſe. 


How then is Man deceiv'd! how weak, how vain 


Is he, who thinks by Reaſon to obtain 
Advantage over Brutes, who know no Cares 

Of racking Love, no Hopes, or wild Deſpairs; 
But run with Joy the deſtin'd Courſe of Life, 
Ty'd to no Rule, no Slavery, no Wife! 


Miſguided by our Reaſon, 1oon or late 

Split on the fatal Rocks of Love and Hate. 

Behind the Queen's another Royal Pile 

Next courts my view, the Hope of Britain's Iſle; 

* A King's Foundation, and deſignd , oy 
| E : 

When State-Affairs would ſuffer his Retreat: 

When Care of Empire, and the Toil-of Power 

Had well prepar'd Him to enjoy an Hour. 

Cloſe to the Banks of Silver Thames it ſtands, 


Whilſt we triumphing falſely o'er their State, 8 


With Majeſty it riſes, and commands 


A noble Proſpect, for at once it views _ 
An Engliſh Fleet, our Iſle's Defence, and ſhews 


A Mixture of all Nations and of Things, 
Which the kind Flood receiving, hither brings. 


The View, I mean, it brings, for all the Store 
Yalades it ſelf upon the Neighb'ring Shore 


Of 
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Of the Fair City, whoſe extending Side 

Swells in my Eye with ſo Auguſt a Pride, 

So near me too, that did not here my Muſe 

Urge a Suſpence, I could not well refuſe 

More than a tranſient Offering to its Praiſe, 

But that's reſerv'd a while my Thoughts to raiſe 
Upon another View. _ SOR 

Croſſing the Stream that flows between the Pile 

And the next Shore, we view a ſpacious Iſle, 

Whoſe Boſom teeming by an ambient Flood, 

Produces Plenty of ſuch wholeſom od. 

That grazing here, the worn, abandon'd Steed 

Regains his Vigour, and renews his Speed. 
Now gentle Thames, concern'd for our Delight, 

Preſents a hundred Windings to our Sight; 

Which as they turn, ſtill low with ſuch a Grace, 

Giving ſo much Advantage to each place 

They run between, that no Mæander ſhows 

Such Turnings, or ſo fair a View beſtows, 

See with what joyful haſt he takes his Courſe, _ 

Vet how ſerene, and how averſe to Force. 

No rapid Waves throughout his Channel roll, 

Yet ſwift as Fame, that flys without controul. 

Tho lib'ral, yet within his Bounds he flows, 

And tho reſerv'd, he vilits, as he goes, 

The neighb'ring Meads, and cheriſhing the Earth, 

Preſents the Mower with a plenteous Birth. 

O happy Thames, whoſe Current could invite 
Immortal Denham's Muſe, thy Praiſe to write! 

Now ſhall thy juſt Preeminence o'er all 

The Ocean's Sons, by no Endeavours fall : 

By no dark Cloud of Malice be o'ercaſt, 


1 As long as his Eternal Work ſhall laſt. 


Next Windſor, riſing with a ſtately Meen, 
She rs his proud Head, aſpiring to be ſeen 
So far remote from hence, tho here it ſeems 
A diſtang Mountain only, when the Beams 
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Of a clear Sun diffuſe not o'er the Place © 148 
Their Brightneſs, to diſcloſe its Frame and Grace. 
High as the God's Olympus, ſeems the Hill 
On which it ſtands, and ſhining doth reveal 
A Palace as Majeſtick, and as Fair, 

As Poets fruitful Heads have fancy'd there. 

Thou, Windſor, too art happy in the Praiſe 

W hich the ſame Heavenly Muſe to Thee did raiſe. 

Who knows not now thy Beauty, and thy Force, 

Thy matchleſs Heroes, and their Warlike Courſe, 
Thy Garter's firſt Original, and Fame, 

By Kings eſteem'd an Honour to their Name? 
Here when Deſert has challeng'd from the King 
Thy Order, what Profuſion doth it bring . 
Of Pomp and Beauty to thy ſtately Qnire! 

How do we throng to gaze, and to admire! 

And tho devouring Time has left no Name 

Of thy firſt Founder in the Books of Fame: 

Yet this we know, that to ſuſpend thy Fate, 

was * Charles repair'd Thee, and en- 

a (larg'd thy State. 
Nov, gentle Muſe, aſſiſt me to return 
To the King's Houſe, that was ſo long forlorn, | 
Abandon'd, left unfiniſh'd, till a Queen, 
CEqual in All to great Eliza ſeen, | 

Her Godlike Bounty, and capacious Soul, 

The Arts of Empire, and Succeſs of Rule: 

Now equal too in Death, alas! O Weight 
Of moſt uncomfortable Woe! ] 

Partly in pity to its falling State, 5 

But more by Love conducted, and by Fate, 

Fond of her People's Good, ſpread forth her Mind, 

Renew'd the Building, and its Uſe defign'd 

For poor, diſabled Seamen, whom the War 
Invading ſhould deny from Wounds to ſpare. 

See how the buſy Lab'rers urge the Pile, 

That is to ſuccour, and oblige our Iſle, 


* IL 


Some 
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Some haſten to extend its Walls, and ſome 
Adorn the inward Roof, whilſt theſe allume 155 
The carving Part, and every Order ſhape, | 
And thoſe ſurveying let no Art eſcape, 5 
That may advance the Beauty of the Frame 
As ſhining, as its ſecond Founder's Name. 
Juſt ſo the Bees, when Summer is begun, 
Spread o'er the Fields, and labour in the Sun. 
Part cull the blooming Flowers, & load their Thighs 
With various Sweets,and part with hummingCrys, 
Emit their Young ; whilſt others to relieve 
The moſt oppreſs'd, their Burdens do receive, 
And bear them Home, where other Bees ſalute 
Their ſafe Arrival, and diſpoſe their Fruit 
Within their Cells, or with unwearied toil 
Thicken the liquid Juice, and guard the Spoil ; 
Whilſt others rang'd in gallant Order, drive 
The Drones, a lazy Inſect, from their Hive. 
All urge the Work, whilſt the Ne&arean Food 
Exerts a fragrant Odour from the Wood. 
Now ſhall our England flouriſh, and extend 
Its Greatneſs to the World's extremeſt End : 
For ſince ſo noble a Support was made 
By William's Bounty for the Soldier's Trade 
Before at Chelſey (whoſe ſweet Fabrick might 
Suffice alone for ample Theme to write) | H 
By this enlargement of the Royal Mind, 1 
The Nation's Soul ſhall be no more confin d. 4 
But whereſoe'er our Fleets or Armies go, 
We'll ſpread our Glory, and inſult our Foe. > 
Here reſt, my Muſe, awhile to eaſe my ſight, IH. 
Which grows unſteddy with the diſtant flight 
My Eyes have made; then gently hover round Ge 
What lies behind, and view the lofty Ground, 1 
Whilſt I refreſh my ſelf beneath the Shade H 
Of an adjacent Grove, ſupinely laid, | Bu 


To | 
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To eaſe my Limbs oppreſsd and faint with heat, 
Greedy of reſt, impatient for retreat. 
There will I lie, and wait thy airy flight, 1 
Riſe at thy Call, and ſpread again my fight, | 
But ris in vain I beg a ſpace for eaſe, — 
Not ſo the Muſe, whom I invoke, decrees. . -.. 1 
Grown paſlive I to her Impreſſions bend, | 18 
Walk a few ſteps, and then my Eyes deſcend | 
Upon a Viſto, whoſe unlook'd- for ſight 
Strikes me with ſuch amazement of delight, 4 ll 
| That I no longer my Complaints purſue, | | | "= 
| 


But find new Vigour from the healing View. 
So for a while an abſent Friend we mourn, 
And beg of Heav'n to haſten his return. 
But ſhould ſome lovely Dame invade our Eyes, 
Whoſe Aſpect fills us with a ſweet Surprize, 
No more we feel the Torments of our Grief, 
But from each charming View we gain relief. 
Here my tranſported Eye, thro even Rows 
Of Trees, which Mountains ſhelter and incloſe, 
Meets with ſo diſtant and ſo fair a ſight, 1 
So much variety of true Delight, Ry N ; 
That I'm concern'd, leſt doubting, which to chuſe | 1 
My dazled Eyes amidſt the heap ſhould loſe _— 
Part of the beauteous ſtore. Aſſiſt me then _. 
Here, my companion Muſe, and teach my Pen 


Jo ſet in order what my ſight commands, _ 
And praiſe each worthy Object as it ſtands, _ | = 

kirſt then my careful Eye reviewing down, | 1 
Salutes the Chappel of the Neighb'ring Town: = : 8 
Here the bright Dames that dwell about the place, = 


(And Greenwich boaſts of ſome,whoſe beavenly Grace 1H 
Commands remembrance) daily come to pay . 1 
Thanks for thoſe Bleſſings which their Charmsdiſ- . i 
Humble in all their Beauty may concern, (playa 

But proud to thoſe who for that Beauty burn: 


el © Be Not 
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Two the moſt eminent engage my Sight: 


Not imitating Heaven, that was ſo kind 
To grace their Bodies, and inrich their Mind. 


_ Elſe would Aurelia match the pureſt Flame, 


That ever touch'cka Heart, or found a Name. 
Aurelia, in whom ſparkles every Grace, 


Juno in Mein, and Venus in her Face, | 
Aurelia, whom the Groves and Walks reherſe, 


The Ornament and Grandeur of my Verle. 
But O !-the ſame both Groves and Walks repeat, 
That Thyr/zs lies ſtill dying at her Feet. 

Next the fair River offers to my view - 
A riſing Grove of Ships, that gently flow 


In with the Tide, whoſe ſhaded Waters ſeem 


To be no part of the incircling Stream : 
Which might be ta'en for Land, as here it ſhows, 
But for the Motion which the Ships diſcloſe. 

Tall Sons of Oak, that on the Waves aſpire 


Io lift themſelves above their lofty Sire 
That grewat Land, and by the help of Sails, 
Waiting for Seaſons, and for proſp'rous Gales, 


Spread the wide Ocean o'er, and for our uſe 
Bring home the Riches that all Climes produce : 
Whilſt the whole World with fear & wonder meets 


Our Flags, and pays low homage to our Fleets; 


Which ſtill with all their Pride my Eyes can trace, 


_ Winding the River to ſalute that Place 


Which claims their juſt Obedience, and gives 
To them that Succour it from them receives. 


- Here London ſwelling, doth it ſelf preſent 


So ſtately, and with ſuch a huge extent, 
That my fix'd Eye, with admiration fill'd, 


 Dwells on a View, that ſuch a Scene doth yield 


Of lofty Monuments, that riſe ſo high, _ ; 
As if they would again the Heavens defy, 


And make the Earth contiguous with the Sky. 


Among the reſt, contending for the Height, 
Both 
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Both with ſuch ſtate, and ſuch a tow'ring riſe, 

Asif they ſcorn'd the reach of humane Eyes; 

But {weld with emulation would aſpire 

o be conſum'd in Elemental Fire. | 
As Rival Stateſmen, ſcorning to abide 
An Equal, often fink beneath their Pride. 

In a more humble, yet a ſweet Aſcent, 
The City's Fortreſs doth it ſelf preſent 

ul in my Eye, and with an eaſier Face 
(la all its compaſs Strength unites with Grace) 
Diverts the horror of the former ſight, 

Rais'd by the Rival Spire's amazing height. 
From hence our numerous Armies are ſupply'd 

Vith all their Stores, here Milliam can provide 
for greater Forces, nor would yet the Place 
\ppear exhauſted, but diſcloſe a face 
df vaſt ſurrounding War, to ſhew our ſtore 
dy him made endleſs, as our Iſle ſecure. 
ere are the Regal Enſigns kept with care, 

n ſolemn ſtate, amidſt the Pomp of War. 

an Emblem of our Monarch's lofty Name, 
ho has ſo much ſurpaſs'd all Kings in Fame, 

Fields of Battel, and at home in Peace, 

zorn to Triumph, and make Diſorder ceaſe. 

Nor does this famons Tower alone diſcloſe 
eculiar Wonders of our own, but ſhows 
ariety of Creatures hither brought 
y curious Men from Countries far remote, 

s Preſents fit for Kings, who here maintain 

he Captive Re ſuch as the Lybian Plain, 

ind Deſarts of wild Africk once obey d 
Lords of all their Waſt, and barb'rous Shade. 

ill Men by Stratagem their Power controul'd, 
ind dar'd to ſeize them in their ſtrongeſt Hold. 
Now my unſteddy Eye removing tlys 
her all the lofty Buildings, and eſpies 


oth i ; Beyond 
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Beyond their wide Extent a ſpacious Hill, 
' Whoſe gentle riſe, and fruitful ſides reveal 

A beauteous Proſpect, and whoſe tow'ring height 

Looks o'er the ſtately Town, and bounds my ſight. 
Its lofty Top ſeems level with the Sky, 

Affording Wonder, as it gives me Joy : 
Whilſt o'er its wide, extended face is ſeen 

Perpetual Bloom, and ever-ſpringing Green. 

5 * O could I riſe like thee, and make 
I alluſion thy Height — | 
to Sir John J _ . I 
Denham, The A Meaſure of my Muſe's 

flight ! | | | 

Bounded tho b tho mild, yet full of ſtate, 
High without Force, without aſpiring Great. 

Here, Hamſted, I ſhould dwell upon thy Praiſe, 
Search all thy Beauties, and delight to gaze 
Upon thy Face, could but my lab'ring Eyes 

Preſerve their Vigour, and avoid Surprize. 

But ſuch thy Diſtance is, and ſuch thy Grace, 
That dazled with thy Luſtre, and the Space 
That lies between, my ſtrain'd o'er-burden'd ſight 
Is forc'd to loſe thy Beauty, and thy Height, 

But ſo ſurrounded is the lovely Hill, 
Whereon I ſtand, with Perſpectives that fill 
My Eyes with Admiration and Delight, 
That whereſoe'er I turn, I pleaſe my ſight 
With ſome new Proſpect, ſuch Variety, 
Such mixtureof Extremes in all I ſee, 
Of Joy and Wonder, that my raviſh'd Eyes 
Deſcry.throughout a perfect Paradiſe. 
But that which moſt delights me, is that pair 
Of Groves, whereall that's pleaſant, ſweet, or fair 
In Art or Nature, doth oblige my ſight, 1 
And where a Maze of Walks might well invite 
The God of Love to keep his amorous Court, 
His wanton Revels, and his Midnight Sport. 
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The Muſes too with all their Train might here 
Indulge their Thoughts apart, nor interfere 
With other Paſtime, but apply their Trade, 
Tune all their Harps, and court Apollo's Aid. 
Then ina critical well-choſen Hour, 

The God inſpiring, uſe his offer'd Power. 

O happy Groves, that thus may conſcious prove 
Of Heavenly Numbers, and Celeſtial Love! 


Here, various Dames we ſee, divinely bright, 


Walk in theſe Shades, when Time and Air invite. 
Doom'd to diſquiet we their ſteps purſue, | 
And unprepar'd feel Wounds at every view. 


But O! Aurelia ſhoots the keeneſt Dart, (Heart. 


Which not my Senſe alone, but pierces thro my 
As in the Groves of lofty Cynthus, when 

Diana walks with all her ſhining Train 

To ſeek ſome cool Retreat, each lovely Maid 

Reflects a thouſand Graces thro the Shade. 

The Goddeſs by her Stature, Shape, and Air, 

Majeſtically tall, proportion'd, fair, 

Sur paſſes all the reſt : ſuch here we ſee 

Aurelia, when ſhe leads her Company 

Within the Groves of this delightful Hill; 

So doth ſhe ſhine, ſuch-Excellence reveal, 

O lovely Greenwich, how doſt thou ſurprize 

Our Souls with Wonder, and with Joy our Eyes! 

Thy num'rous different Beauties to reherſe 

Requires the ſtrength of more exalted Verſe. 

Fain would I trace them, but my ſtock of Art 

Is unproportion'd to the willing part. 

Yet ſure twere ſtupid to forget to name 

The Ranger of thy Park, ſo high in Fame. 

DORSET the Patron, and the Rule of Wit, 

The Nation's Honour, and the Court's Delight: 


The Soul of Goodneſs, and the Spring of Senſe, 


The Poet's Theme, Reward, and Great Defence. 


Ee 3 Here 
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= -Here when the reſtleſs Toil of being Great, 


Makes him retire from all the Pomp of State, 
Free with a choſen Friend, he takes his Eaſe 
Unbends his Mind, and taſts the Joys of Peace: 
Reads o'er the Poets with impartial Eyes, 
And then determines who ſhall fall or riſe. 
So in old Rome, when weary of Affairs 


Of State, Mæcenas would releaſe his Cares ; 


Fond of Retreat, 'with Horace only bleſt, 


Heleft his Grandeur, and his Joy confeſt : 


Judg'd with like Freedom what the Romans writ, 
Which was baſe Metal, and which Standard Wit. 
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Prince Butler's Tale : Repreſenting the State 
of the Wool-Caſe, or the Eaſt- India 
| Caſe truly ſtated, 169 I. 23 4D 


The ARGUMENT. 


HEWS wby this Tale in Verſe is wrote, 
How twas begun oer the Ale Pot; 
Shews Riſe and Progreſs of the Trade 
To India drove, and who *twas made 
The firſt ſteps to our Wool Trade's Ruin, 
And how it prov'd to Folks undoing; 
What done to ſtop its further Growth, 


. And bow thoſe Meaſures came to nougbt; | 


How Golden Fleece lay very dead, 

How AQ for burying it was made; 

And bow, if we were truly wiſe, 

We ſhould their Trangums all deſpiſe, 

Our Mony ſave, imploy our Poor, 
From ſtarving keep, and from our Door; 
| Wha then could drink, ſome Ale, ſome Sherry, 

And laugh, and quaff, and all be merry. 7 
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PROLOGUE. -. 


And heard moſt diſmal Stories tellin 
The one the other much 4x wr 1855 


. place one day as 1 was ſtanding, 


Where Folks were ptinted Papers banding 


To thoſe that wou d, or read, or buy em, 
Theſe Remarks made, as I ſtood nigh em: 
I ſaw a mighty, zealous Crew, _ 
Some for Old Stock, and ſome for New, 
Were pro and conning their bard Caſes, 


By the chief Dons of ſeveral Claſſes - 
Mon 


gft which Grandees I ſometimes fell in, 
5 

And Credit of their Cauſes ſtain'd. 

Thus having beard each ſide complain, 


 Metboughts it was apparent plain, 


That ſome mongſt both were Knaves in grain. 


I ſaw a Caſe concerning Wool, 


With Reaſons ſtuft, both cleay and full; 
Which plainly ſhew'd our certain ruin, 
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Theſe mighty Talkers were purſuing - 
Yet ſaw, that many, at firſt ſigbt on't, 
There were that made but very light owt, 
And found there were but few attend it, 
But very few that would defend it. 8 
Ama d I ſtood, and much dejected, 5 8 
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And in my Mind was much affected, 
So great a Cauſe ſhould be neglected. 
Soon after that, I ſaw, with Vigour, 
Verſes catch'd up, bout fight of Tyger, 

By Old and Young, by Fools and Witty, 

And by the great Dons of the City. 3 
Thought I, this Caſe, if I ſhould write CL RD 
In ſuch a manner, Folks would buy't, 
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And read, for ſake of Doggrel Rbime- 
Which T bought improv d, I loft no Time, 
But preſently o'er Pot of Ale, | 
Writ a great part of this ſad Tale, 


* Which, if you like, you may bave more on ty 
For [ now 228 or * have ik on 8. 


ä 


The TALE. 


\ HEN firſt the Indian Trade began, 

| And Ships beyond the Tropicks ran 

In queſt of various Drugs and Spices, 

And ſundry other ſtrange Devices, 

Salt-· petre, Drugs, Spice, and like Trading, 

Com pos'd. the bulk of all their Lading : 

Bengals, and Silks, of Indians making, 

Our Merchants then refus d to take i in, 

Knowing it would their Country ruin, 

And might prove to their own undoing, 
Nor did they carry Gold or Bullion, 

Io fetch home what ſupplants our Woollen ; 

Nor were this Nation fond to wear 

Such Indian Toys, which coſt ſo dear: 

Then were we clad in Woollen Stuffs, | 
With Cambrick Bands, and Lawn Rufts, 
Or elſe in Silk, which was imported 
For Woollen Goods, which we exported 
Which Silk our Engliſh Weavers bought, 
And into various Figures wrought. | 
Then ſcarce a Child was to be ſeen, 

Without Say Frock, that was of green 11 +. 

Our Hangings, Beds, our Coats, and Gowns, 

Made of our Wool in Clothing Towns. 

This Nation then was rich and wealthy, 

And in a State which we call'd healthy. 


But 
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Bnut ſince the Men of Gath aroſe, „ 
And for their Chief Goliab choſe, - 
Who with Re'boham's Coungllers clos d; "0 
And ſince that mighty Giant's Reign, VV 
Whoſe chiefeſt Aim was private Gain, 1 
This Trade was drove on by ſuch Meaſures, 
As ſoon exhauſted much our Treaſures. 
For then our chiefeſt Artiſts went 
With Patterns, and with Mony ſent, 
To make and purchaſe Indian Ware, 
For which this Nation pays full dear. 
Then by great Gifts of fineſt Touches, _ 
To Lords and Ladies, Dukes and Dutcheſs, 
So far prevail'd, as ſet the Faſhion, 8 
Which Plague- like ſoon ſpread o'er the Nation. 
Our Ladies all were ſet a gadding, „ 
After theſe Toys they ran a madding; 
And nothing then would pleaſe their Fancies, 
Nor Dolls, nor Joans, nor wanton Nancies, 
| Unleſs it was of Indians making; a 
And if *twas ſo, twas wondrous taking. 
This antick Humor ſo prevaiPd, _ 
Tho many gainſt it greatly rail d; ; 
That all Degrees of Female kind. 8 
4 


Io Indian Ware were ſo inclin'd, 
That nothing elſe could pleaſe their Mind. 
Tell'emthe following of ſuch Faſhion 

_ Wou'd beggar and undo the Nation, 

And ruin all our labouring Poor, 

That muſt, or ſtarve, or beg at Door ; 
They'd not at all regard your Story, 

But in their painted Garments glory; 
And ſuch as were not Indian proof, : 
They ſcorn'd, deſpis'd, as paltry Stuff: 
And like gay Peacocks proudly ſtrut it, 
When in our Streets along they foot it, 
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Set all the poorer ſort a railing, 

Or elſe with Grief their Caſe bewailing. 

141 he richer ſeeing what was doing, | 
And how the Nation ran to Ruin, 
To King in Council did complain, 
In time of Charles the Second's Reign: 
On which were ſeveral Lords appointed, 
By him who was the Lord's Anointed, 
To hear the Cafe, and fad Complainings 
Of thoſe that then were for Reſtrainings; 

Wo plainly did their Lordſhips tell, 

What Miſchiefs to our Trade befel; 
Ho both our Men and Bullion went 
To work in India, and be ſpent 
In needlefs Toys, and gaudy Dreſſes, 
For Ladies, Madams, Trulls, and Miſſes; 
The Caſe thus heard, they were inclin'd 

Some proper Remedy to find; 

And ſomething was in order doing, 
To put a ſtop to further Ruin: 
But by the Craft of great Goliah, 
Who all the Hoſt ſtood in defy-a, 


This Humour ſtrangely thus prevailing, 2 


I bere is this Story paſſing current, 


That ſay twas he that ſtop'd this torrent, 


In Ladies Laps, who bore great Powers; —_ 
Which ſtrongly alter'd all their Meaſures, Taba 

Such Charms there are in hidden Treaſures, 

Thus barrocading all Complaints, | 


Drove Jehv-like without Reſtraints, 
_ FilPd Town and Country ſoon ſo fall, 


As ruin'd much our Trade in Wool: 
And ſuch great Stocks of Wool and Clothes, 
Were hoarded up, and eat by Moths, | 
Made Clothiers all, and Growers grumbl'd, 
When Clothes and Fleeces o'er they tumbl'd. —_ 
. ua . 5 n 
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And ; Kar Miſchiefs t. to 8 +. + bs 
"Complaint was made in Parliament: TN 
And cauſe the Wool. ſo near affected, 
This Salvo fort was then projected, 

That ſince the Living would not bear it, 
They ſhould, when dead, be forc'd to wear it. 
This help'd in part, but the Grand _n | 

Remains upon the Kingdom ſtill. _ 

Yet this our Ladies ſo offended, _ * 
As all our Female Sex contended, 988 
And fain would had this Act rejected: 
But then their Counſels were neglected, 

And Time has reconciPd it fo, 

| To this Wool Ad they're now no Foe ; 

So that from Ladies great, to Skullion, 
All buried lay in our own Woollen. - 

And happy thrice-would England be, 

If, while they're living, we could ſee, 

Our noble Ladies but beginning Ps 
Io wear our Wool of fineſt ſpinning, 

Or in ſuch Silks our Workmen make, = 
For which our Merchants Cloth do take ; 

. Whieh ſoon wou'd bring them in fuch Faſhion," 
As they'd be worn throughout this Nation, 
By all Degrees, and Sex, and Ages, 

From higheſt Peers to loweſt Pages; 
Nor would the meaneſt Frulls or Belles, 

Delight to wear theſe Indian Dreſſes, 

Which certainly would Profit bring, 2 
To them, their Tenants, and our King, 

And Heaven's Bleſſing in the Bargain, 5 
Becauſe they'll keep our Poor from OG: 
For they wou'd ſoon be then employ d, 

Our Mony too at Home wou'd 'bide. . 
And happy then both Great and Small, 2 


— 


With Mirth in Parlour, and in Hall, 
When W 80 with. e Beards wag all. 


EPL 


4 | | : 


4 . g 2 I TIP N | PP 6 * 9 me 5 9 9 * 6— 
* > A - 1 
F - 1 
. >. my 
4 « #7 
bl 1 A 3 4 "4 \ + * * N * 
* 5 + * 5. D 1 3 7 : F : 3 
© ** . % * 05 "* | ws 8 ry 22 1 
*. — 3 4 * © G 
43 Hos on 
” * 
* * : %: + k 2 ; x , 1 
8 $+ he" 
x * 
- 2 - 
% 


# * 


EPILOGUE. 


A ND now this Tale, thus far being ended, 
Methinks I ſee ſome Folks offended, 
And ?gainſt this Doggrel Poet rail, 
Becauſe he ve told ſo plain a Tale; 
And New and Old Stock, Fobbing Throng, 
Crying it down, be't right or wrong : r for» 
But if they do, and away fling *em, ö 
*Ts a great Sign they're Truths that ſting em. 
But let them ſpend their Lungs, and hollow, 
Such bluſtring Sparks be need not value, 
_ Since all bis Aim, and bis Deſggus, 
Are to beat down their Indian Blinds, 
That all true Engliſh-men may ſee 
What cauſe their real Miſery, | 
' That ſo they may prevent their Ruin, 
And ſave this Nation from undoing. 
But if they ſtill will ſhut their Eyes, 
And Demonſtrations plain deſpiſe ; 
And if bis Tale ſhall be rejected, 
Or if this Cauſe be ſtill negleFed, | 
He only this has more to ſay, | f 


bat he can ſhift as well as they, 
And that be writ this not for Pay. 


Grace before Meat at a Chriſtning. 
B- Ess the good Ladies and good Food, 
That Heav'n has ſet before us, 


And may we Men prove all ſo good, 
That Women may adore us. 
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May theſe thy fruitfol Dames live long, ; | 
Grow every day more handſome ; 

And may their Husbands prove as ſtrong 
I' th? back, as Second Sampſon. 
May they dance merrily each Night 

Without a Pipe or Tabor, 
And Mother Midnight bring to light 1 

The Fruit of all their Labour. | * 

God fave the Queen, and ſend Peace thro the neg | 
Men may obey, and Women rule the Healm. 


Grace ofter Meat. 


Cs hearty Thanks we humbly pay 
For the Bleſſings we have taſted ; 
Lord ſend ſuch Chriſtnings every Day, 
That we may thus be feaſted. 
We bleſs thee for each merry Dame, 
And her good Converſation: 
O bring them yearly to the ſame 
Bleſt end of their Creation. 
NMay they abound in Girls and Boys, 
Yet ſtill and fill be kiſt on; 
That we may meet, and thus rejoice 
To make each Babe a Chriſtian. 
Bleſs all good Women in their married State, 
Make their Pains * and their Pleaſures e 
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The Deg in the Wheel. 4 Sai, 17957 
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For antient Hoſpitality, 1 1 
Great Plenty, and Frugality, 2 1 
*Bove others famous deem'd: AT 
No uſeleſs Thing was kept for ſhow, 
Unleſs a Paraquete, or ſo, | 
Some poor Relation in an Age, 7 
The Chaplain, or my Lady's Page: | | 
All Creatures elſe about the Houſe, 

Were put to ſome convenient Uſe. 
Nay, ev'n the Cook had learnt the knack, . 
With Curs, to ſave the Charge of Jack ; ; 

So train'd 'em to her purpoſe fit, 
And made em earn each bit they _ * 
Her ready Servants knew the Wheel, 5 


NCE in a certain Family, 7 
Where Idleneſs was diſeſteem'd; 


Or ſtood in awe of Whip and Bell, 

Each had his Task, and did it well: 

| Tho for their Labour well they ſped, | 
They far'd like thoſe were better bred, © 
No Chaplains cou'd be higher fed: „ 
F Fine ſeaſon d Diſhes fit their Maws, . ih 
Swimming with curious ſav'ry Sauce; 8 
The Dripping-Pan, no Dainty was. 
Plates heap'd with Fragments they devour, 

The Foot man juſt had lick d before, 

Wound make a Poor- man's Mouth run o'er. 
High ſeaſor'd Olio's, ſaw ry Meats, | 
With many fine delicious Bits, ; 
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Became their daily Fare: 
Sometimes a Capon's half. pick d Rump, 
At which a hungry Prieſt would jump, 
Would happen to their Sare: | 
Till full, and wanton, they'd retire, 
And bask, and play before the chearful Fire. 


One proling Cur, of little uſe, 


That ſtragling went about the Houſe, 

Bark'd at the Door, a milking ran, 

Lazy and proud, as any Serving - man: 
Was good for 'nothing that I know, 

But poor and ſaucy, like abundance more, 

That till at Dinner-time would go, | 

And cringe, and hanker at the Kitchin Door. 
And it the Cook but turn'd her back, 5 
He'd many a ſleeveleſs Errant make, | | 
For Hunger, and his Belly's fake : 5 

Tho, like a Thief, by ſtealth he came, 

His Stomach could digeſt the Shame, 

And thus he ſqueez'd himſelf one day, 

In a ſubmiſſive Fawning way, RE 

He took occaſion thus to ſay : | : 

* I wonder, Gentlemen, that you | 

© This ſervile Life will undergo ; 5 

_ © Your Anceſtors were better bred, | \ 

In noble Sports their Lives they led, 

© And from their Maſter's Board were fed : 

© They brought home Game to load the Spit, 

© And neer to turn it would ſubmit : 

* While you for Whips and Spurns muſt look, 

* Atev'ry Fart that wrings the Cook. 

Tho, pardon me, ſo plain I ſpeak, 

I do it for our kindred ſake. _ 
© *Tis true—— You may do what you pleaſe; 3 

Fut e' er I'd lead a Life fo baſe, | 
© (For I don't covet any Place) 

- Pd ſtarve none the Houle in Peace. 


This 
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This ſaid — the Cook came in at laſt; ' 
And ſeeing him amongſt the reſt, - 
She call'd him very gentle tober, 
And ſtroak'd the ſmooth ſubmillive Cur : 
Who ſoon was huſh'd, forgot to rail, 
He lick'd his Lips, and wag'd his Tail, 
Was over-joy'd he ſhou'd prevail 
Such Favour to obtain. 
Among the reſt he went to play, 
' Was put into the Wheel next day, 
He Turn'd, and Eat as well as they, 
And never Speecb'd again. 


Thoſe Lords of deep reaches, 
With popular Spheeches, 
That dang'rous Chimæra's inveigh, 
Were they put into Place 
es we judg is the Caſe) 
Who'd ſneak, or be tamer than oy: ? 
Blut ſince we incline | | 
To thwart the Deſign, 
And let em unheeded rail on; 
1 His Lordſhip may ſpeak 
A freſh Speech ev'ry Week, ING 
And take a freſh Wh-re ev'ry Moon. | 


There's none *twill offend, 
Tho he miſſes his End; 
Or if his Pretenſions are double : 
He may humour the Mob 
With another ſuch Job, 
There's ſome flight Amends for the Trouble; 
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0n th Death f Sa ian D Da . 42 ob. 


E knows Pbix ! kept Evidence i in awe, aw: 


Is made, by Death, a Morſel for its Jaw. 


; mop down he went, in Parchment-skin wraptcloſe» 


Inſtead of Coffin, and i in Paper Clothes; 
He left his F ricads, and ako upon his Foes. 

2 (man, 
range * of Death that ſpares nor Man nor Wo 
he Chancery Lawyer, or the Lawyer Common, 
ind grants a Habeds Corpus unto no Man. 
he talking Serjeant talk d, but talk'd in vain, _ 
ould not the Judgment of Death's Law reſtrain, 
zo rais'd his Head, and laid it down again, 


Death to the Sentence did ſtand ſtiff and firm, 
Tho mov'd Imparlance to another Term; 
death will the Sentence maugre Quirks confirm, 


Vhither he's gone I ſhall not dare to ſay, 
hether the darkeſt or the brighteſt Way; 
ut that he's gone, Iwill a Wager lay. | 


to the ſooty Shore he's thither gone, 


| paſs my Word hel hardly there find One, 1 


df Phix more diſmal or Complexion. 


Vell, ſince he's dead and gone, e en let him g0, | 
hall we lament becauſe the Caſe is ſo? 
boldly anſwer poſitively, No. 


Pf 


Yet ſmooth'd the wrinkled Forehead of the | 
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A C Meftion of ſome $ wind Prints, _ 
liſhd beyond Sea, relating to the Air 
of E ſince the French 
plaCd bis Grandſon on the Throne of cpa. 
With their Explanations in Engliſh. 


There needs little Explanation to this Cut, the Fi. 
gures and the Poſtures explain themſelves. 'The two 
Kings, Lewis the XIV. and bis Grandſon Philiptbe J. 

are the Perſons repreſented ſawing the Globe; the De- 
vil, Ambaſſador from Porto-Carero, ſupports it; and 
Madam Maintenon to make the Saw &0 git, waters 

it with ber own chaſt Stream. 


W . EN Anjou ſtept into the Spaniſh Throne, 
72 The mighty Monarchs thought the World 2 
_n (their Own. 
They ſet their Saw to cut the Globe i in two, 
And ſhare both Worlds the old one and the new. 
But tough they find the knotty Work, and flinch, 
Before the grating Tool hag gain'd an Inch. 
Old Maintenon, who ſees how hard they draw, 
Steps on the Ball and whets the ruſty Saw. 
But tho ſhe lets her lower Fountains play, 
The Monarchs ſweat in vain to ſaw their way; . 
bey pay for what they get in either Spain, XJ 
And loſe a thouſand Foot for one they gains BEE” > 3, 


Ff 2 


1 


IT 


dann 


— 
A 

N 

5 

i; - 
HH 173 - - 
"TETh ad — 
TELE! l 
1 1115 


F 7 


MU i 
1 4 0 0 


' 
197 : 
, 2 „ee 
bathe. — 


W HWY 


bea, 
Fit! 


225 
C-> 


= » * 8 —_— Q * * 33 4 by 
N : 99 — , N * N Bee = N 5 
2 * * Ro A 3 P * DEF”. ; — 
a ME a 7” IP 1 Fo EZ W. Wor WY Bp -/ 7 WW NETS . 
by 99 5 + TY LS ” > * = 
4 2 7 7 . JETT. . 
p 5 CO of 
S- o 

j * 5 1 : . 0 


Vol. IV. State- Affairs. 437 


In this Cut is v epreſented the Sun in an Felipſe ; 
Lewis XIV. eclips'd by Queen ANNE. On ibe * | 
Hand in the ſame Square are two Aſtrologers, taking - 
tbeir Obſervations, Queen ANNE is in the Center, 
on a Throne, holding the Cock, whoſe Wings [he clips to 
prevent bis Flight, in her Hand. The Figures on each 
fide of Her are Her. Counſellors and Generals. The 
Fleet in the Corner on the left Hand fide is, Admiral 
Leak's Triumphing over the Count de Toulouſe Admiral 
of France. The Battel on the right-/ide of the Sun is 
drawn for that of Ramilly or Judoigne 3 the Church 
of the lat Town appearing at alittle diſtance. On the 
other hide of the Sun, the French King and bis dear 


Wife or Miftriſs Madam Maintenon are e in 
cloſe Conference. 


The Conqueſts Anna by her Chiefs har won, 
* Eclipſe the Glories of the Bourbon Sung 25 
Her riſing Luſtre ſpreads as his declines, x 
And faintly like the ſetting Day he ſhines, 
Her Fleets and Armies o'er the World convey 
Her Fame, and triumph o'er Tyrannick Sway. 
She. vindicates the Cauſe of injur'd Kings, 
And col the Gallick Ces preſumptious Wings. 


*. The Sun was in an Feit on the 12th of May, 1706. the 


ſame Day on which Philip the V. made a ſhamefh Retreat from 
before Barcelona. | 
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This Figure. repreſents the Duke of Bavaria in 
I terrible Paſſion, after the Duke of Marlborough 
} ford the French Lines, in the Tear 1705. The 
þ Figure are, the Margquiſs D' Alegre, and the 
In De Horn, ae in the Hands of the Eng- 
hand Dutch. 


© Haſt thou ſurpriz'd me, yo Ldefy 
oy Force, and will in Fight my Fortune try, 
i Chains, my choſen Troops, my Generals wear, 
. MY Lines are forc'd, and again deſpair. 
Martial Trophies are in | ph born, 
grace thy March, and Pm the Public Scorn. 

t Valour, and not Art decide the Day, 8 
y Soldiers may not always run away: 
Oh! Thy brighter Greatneſs ſtill will ſhine, 
ad 22 wy. 9 be N * Thi ine, | 
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The Perſon en in this Cut, is Prince Lewis 
of Baden aſleep - the Sun, by which is meant the] | 
French King, ſhining upon him; a Town at a 15 

France above him, and Armies below. He 1 

Hand on 4 Bag of German Ducats, a Bag 0 7 Eng- 

liſn Guineas, another of - Spaniſh Doublons, and a 
fourth of Louis D'ors; which occaſion'd the Pun,” 
Louis Dort, Lewis ſleeps. In another Cut, The 
Seven Bags in the left Corner of the Cut a top are, 
The Profits of his Poſt. Free Gifts, A Penſion 
from France, Magazines not fil'd. Roman Rights | 
Contributions. His Income by Forage. = 2 
The Sun, ad that's my Crime I'm told, 
| Is apt to make me doe 
And what keeps others ſtirring, Gold, 

Inclines me to repoſe. 
How ſweet tis to grow Rich aſleep! | 
| My Conduct who can blame? 
And you, who ſuch a Pother keep, 
If . wou'd do the ſame. 
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The Figures in this Cut repreſent gy the XIV. in 
un t 
May 1706. aud Philip the Fifth's being driven out 


of Spain. That young Prince is drawn upon his Knees, | 
 - petitioning his Grandfather for leave to come home a- 
gain. And Madam Maintenon adviſes Louis Ie 
Grand to ſend the Confederates a Blank to procure a 


Peace. | | - 
Lou. ] What ſhall we do, dear Alaintenon?ꝰ my Son 
Flies from the Foe, and we are all undone. 
Brabant and Flanders to the Auſtrian yield, 


So much we ſuffer'd when we loſt the Field; 


O why am thus wretched ! Maint. To be plain, 
I'll tell you why, to flatter you's in vain: 
The fam'd Partition-Treaty was the Cauſe, 

And England's juſt Reſentment, and Naſſau's: 
You own'd a Prince whom they refus'd to own, 
And poor Bavaria's by your Arts undone ; 


You trickt the Portugueſe, Lou, The Sun,my Dear, 


Is now eclips'd, and bodes ſome Ill, I fear. 
Philip. ] Good Grandſire, take me in again, my Fall 


Is great, and you have been the Cauſe of all. 
Lou. | My Love, my Queen, now tell me what to do, 


For on thy Counſel I depend. Maint. Be true, 

Keep to your Word, forgo your uſual Fraud, 
For which you're curſt at home, and loath'd abroad, 
Send the Confederates a Blank. Lou. Tis done; 
What other way was left to ſave my Crown? 
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Drum ſent by Louis le Grand, toenquire News of ſe- 
' . weralCitys loſt wy Mighty Monarch laſt nen, 
1 5 


Ve Heers and Hogans all, Wwe greet you well! 
Can any of you Tale or Tidings tell 
Of 4 Citys loſt, both far and near, 
:. Gaunt, Bruſſels, Antwerp, Dendermond, and Liere, 
» Aetb, "Oftend, Bruges, Mecklin, Lovain, # 
4 Menin ; all Flandeys, and the half of Hams. 
4 Rodrigo, Barcelona, and Valentia, 
+ Coria, Saragoſa, and Placentia, 
Almaras, Salamanca, Alicant ? 
Guns, Mortars, Bag and Baggage too, we want. 
+ Great Lewis ſays, if yon can bring 'em forth, 
_ He'l pay you, I Y Itruſt him, what they're worth. 


* > 
7 


Wy « #4 Fs , 


* vol. W. 4 225 4 
Tbeſe Figures repreſent a French Trumpet. and 
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Diſgrace before Turin; which is figur d under the - A + 


| Officers, whom the Duke of Orleans, repreſented | 
with the Wheel in bis band, order'd to be hang d or be- 
headed for Cowardice. In this Defeat the French lo 


Bag, Baggage, Colours, 200 Pieces of Cannon, beſides 
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Ia this Cut is repreſented the Duke of Orleang's 


BD 


ſhape of a Bull, from'Taurinum its Latin Name, de- 
riv'd from Taurus a Bull. The Flame and Smoke © 

which the Bea#t breathes, ſhews the vigorous Defence 
that City made; and the Tomb underneath ſoenifys 
the Deſtruction of the French Officers who were bury d 
before it. The Executions in the Cut, are the French 


almoſt all their Horſe, 1 3 Regiments of Dragoons, 15 


Mortars; 30OOOO Men, and 500 Officers kilÞd or N | 
taken. -— © | | 5 „ 


In vain the French before Turin prepare 

The dreadful Storm, and puſh a fatal War. 
The Lombard Bull with frightful Fury roars, 
And with deep Wounds the fierce Aſſailants gores; 
Shoots from his brazen Mouth a thouſand Deaths, 
AndSmoke&Flame from his wide Noſtrils breathes. 
Raſhly the Foe to ſure Deſtruction come, 


And where they ſought a Trophy, find a Tomb, 


> There - © © 


15e 4 3 Fi ure calba the ROYAL 


ALMANACK, wherein the Courſe o of | 


the Sun is exattly arb, viz. The Progreſ- 
* of Lewis XIV. the Gallick San, thro 


iche 12 Signs of the Zgatack, and his Courſe in 


"+ the 12 Months of the Tear, In which Figare 
the French King is repreſented ſitting on a 


Throne with a lig hted Torch in his Hand, and 


round him come theſe Sayings, to "ou to the 
| World the e meled Actions 
Th THe NS 4 
, 
Aquarius the Water-bearer, 


E makes Kings; declares the pretended 


Prince of Wales King of England, 1701. 


2 He entertains abdicated Kings, as James "5 


II. King of England, A. D. 168g, 
4 Piſces, Fiſhes. 
Sells Offices, with a fa Promiſe of the next 
Heir's enjoying them. | 
February. ] Plunders the Enemies Ships, tho he has 
| granted them Paſſes. 5 
| Aries, the Ram. | 
Sets up a Bank of Credit without a Fund, 1702. 


liarcb.] Erects Idols, and would have his Subjects 


worſhip his Statue on Horſe-back. 
the ws Taurus, the Bull. 
Commits Inceſt with the Daupbin's Wife, 1680. 
April.] Gives a falſe Coat of Arms, three Flower 
de Luces, inſtead of three T _ the true Arms 


of France. 


Gemini, I Wins. 


Breaks Treaties, as the Partition-Treaty, 1700; 
2 _ May.] 


has 8 8 


Vol. IV. State-A fairs. 449 
May.] Steals Towns; 3 Old Briſac taken by Ire 
fon, 1703. ; 
Cancer, the Crab. | 
pPromiſes the King of Portugal 40 o Ships, ſends N 
| him but Four. : 
June.) Leud Generals takeri out of a Baudy- houſe, 
| Leo, the Lion. 
Poiſons the Duke of Bavaria's Son, Heir to the 
Crown of Spain. 
July. ] Makes Women Privy Counſellors, as Mas 
dam Maintenen. 
Vi irgo, the Maid. 
Makes a Whore of La Valiere, 1667. 
Aupuſt.] He burns the Palatinate, 1689, 1690. 
Libra, the Ballance. | 
He Legitimates his Baſtards, particularly the 
Duke de Main his Son by Madam de Aonte- 
„fan, TOE 
September. ] His Hypocriſy in oppreſling the Ceven- 
01s, and aſliſting the Hungarian Rebels. | 
Seoypio, the Scorpion. 
His Sacrilege in Germany, Italy, &c. 1705, &e. 
OHober.] He forces the Cevennois to turn Pads, 
1702, &c. os | 
Sagittarius, the Archer: | a 
He commits Adultery with Madam de Monte: DP 
as, 1670 | 
November His Maſſacres in Holland, 1673. at 
Bodegrave, Swammerdam, &c.'  _ 
Capricorn, the Goat. ö 
Highers and lowers the Coin as he pleaſes, 40 __ 
calls it in; and intends never to reſtore it. 1 
December.] He is the Chriſtian Turk; enters into an 
Alliance with the Great Turk againſt f * Chri- 
ſtlans, 1688. 
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There are ſeveral other Prints, which being too 
chargeable to copy, we ſhall only bere give ſome De- 
ſcription of four of em, both in Proſe and Verſe, 

In the Firſt there is a long Dialogue in Dutch and 

French, between the two Monarchs repreſented in it, 
VIZ. The preſent Emperor of Germany, and Lewis 
| the French King; ſuppos'd to be ſpoken after Ning 

Philip's flying from Madrid, 1706. The Subſtance o 
which Dialogue is as follows. 


| EY 


I New Dialogue between Joſeph the Juſt, 
| and Lewis the Falfe. | 


Joſ. Dear Couſin, why ſo melancholy ? Lov. Why? 
Have I not Cauſe, when all my Armies fly; 
Bavaria, Villeroy, Berwick, Theſſe, 
hole Kingdoms loſt ? Joſ. Tis hard I muſt confels, 
ut you a King moſt Chriſtian, Coz, ſhou'd bear 
With Chriſtian Patience what you feel or fear. 

Tov patience, nor you, nor your Allies ſhould name, 
Nor ſuch as proſper the unproſperous blame. 
You know not, Couſin, what it is to loſe 
A Crown, and ſuch a Crown as my Anjou s. 
What ſhall I do with the poor hopeleſs Boy, 
Who late was all my Hope and all my Joy? 

Joſ. Do with him? Coz, ſince he was born to rule, 

Een make him Uſher of ſome Country School: 
There he may whip the Lads that learn to ſpell, 

As * Dents did of old, as Stories tell, , X — 
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* Dionyfius the Sicilian Tyrant, when he was expel' d, tum Te 
Pedagogue. | 5 T. 


bh 


In the Second the preſent. abdicated EleGreſs of 

Bavaria is repreſented in a melancholy Poſture, com- 
0 plaining of ber bard Fate, to ſee her Husband driven 
= | out of Bavaria and Flanders, and ber ſelf and 
Children forc'd to fly for Protection to the State of 
4 | Venice. The Cock is the Emblem of France, to 
, which ſhe and ber Family owe all their Mis fortunes; 


is | and the Square on the top of the Cut is the Elecbor of F ; 


 Bavaria's Hoſpital. 


9 My Husband me, and I my Court have left, 
Of Friends, of Fortune, and of Hope bereft. 
The Cock, who like a Dunghil-Craven crows, 
And ſtruts when he's at Home and far from Foes, 
No ſooner ſees the Roman Eagle riſe, _ 
But trembling from th' Imperial Bird he flies. 
7" | Ohwhither cag I run from my Deſpair ! 
My Sons O whitther, and my Daughters bear? 
TM | Ne'er will my Sufferings nor my Sorrows ceaſe, 


And never ſhall I know the Sweets of Peace. 
Fair Venice, ever kind to the diſtreſt, 
ne, | Alone will entertain the wretchedGueſt : 


Thither with all my Load of Woe I fly, 
And for my ruin'd Lord with fruitleſs Wiſhes ſigh. 


The Third Cut repreſeuts a very melaycholy Confe= 
rence between Lewis the XI. Madam la Valiere, 
le, | adam de Monteſpan, Philip the V. the pretended 
-Prince of Wales, the Duke of Berwick, the Count de 
I Tolonſe, Mareſchal Theſſe, and others, on the diſmal 
* ÞN Proſpe@ of the Mighty Monarch's Affairs, after Philip the 


V. was driven from Madrid, 1706. by the Earl of Galway. 


When Anjou by Ruvigny was compel'd 
nt To quit the Spaniſh Empire with the Field; 
To Council Lewis calls his Sons, a Store 
As great as good King Priam had of yore: 
1 „ His 
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452 POEMS on 
His Concubines among the reſt were there, 
And Engliſh Modena's pretended Heir. 
Much Moan, and not a little Noiſe was made, 
And all the Fault upon the Monarch laid ; 
Who nothing in his own Defence can fay, 
But that for Help to * Genevieve he'll pray: 
And if he ſues the Female Saint in vain, 
The Crown of France muſt follow that of Spain. 


The fourth Figure. repreſents Philip the V. flying 
from Madrid on the Approach of my Lord Galway, 
at the Head of the Queen of England's and the King 
of Portugal's Troops. He is drawn cutting the Hang- 

ings, in which ſome of bis Predeceſſors are painted, at 

the Eſcurial, as he aGually did, and taking away with 
bim the Records, the Crown of Spain, and Porto- 
Carero's mock Will, which is bis ofly Title, from 
whence be is here called the Xing. ef Paper. 


This Paper-King, who knows his Right : 
Is, like his Paper-Tenure, ſlight, 5 
Had rather run you ſee than fight. 1 
The Treaſures of his Court he ſteals, l 
And truſts his Safety to his Heeis. 5 | 
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What Monarch would the Field refuſe, * 

That had ſo much to keep or loſe? 5 
| But he his Grandſire's ſteps perſues, 5 
1 Who always did his Perſon ſave, 
And ne'er was but by Proxy brave. by. | 
* — : — | witha | | — J 
# The Patroneſs of Paris. J 
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And with ſoft Numbers wing'd reſiſtleſs Darts, | 
Nor thought their Paſlion leſs'ning to their Parts. | 
Then let ſuch Patterns countenance his Fire, 8 5 


 Fainſt all who blame, or at his State admire. 


The Tunbridge Prodig 5. Y 
Written by a Lady. 


YRote& our State, and let our Marlbro? thrive, 
Keep our crown'd Heads this wondrous Year 


; Preſerve our Palaces from Wind and Flame, (alive; 


Safe be our Fleets, and be our Scotchmen tame. 
Avert, kind Fate! whate'er th' Event may prove, 
For here's a PRODIGY, a Man in LOVE. 
Waſted and pale he languiſhes. i in Sight, 

And ſpends in am'rous Verſe the ſleepleſs Night. - 
Whilſt happier Youths to careleſs Spirits born, 


View the Diſtreſs with Pity or with Scorn)z.. 


And Maids ſo long unus'd to be ador'd, 
Thiak it portends the Peſtilence or Sword. 

How chang'd is Britain to the blooming Fair! 
Whom now the Men no longer make their Care, 
But of Indifference arrogantly boaſt, (Toaſt. 
And ſcarce the Wine gets down a Buckworth for a 
Nag ſo (as ſtill their Works declare) it prov'd 
When Spencer, Sydney, and when Waller lov'd 


Whom Love and Verſe do now afreſh inſpire, 


And learn ye Nymphs how to regain your Sway, 


And make this Fs buen Sex once more obe. 


Call back the Fugitives by modeſt Pride, 

And let them die with Fear to be deny'd. | 
Stay till their Courtſhip may deſerve the Name, 
And Fake not every Ly for Love and Flame. 


Gg3 Ta 
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To 3 Ends r no Charms cr MN, 

Nor ſtake your Smiles againſt fome raffled Toy. 

For every Fop lay not th' inſnaring Train, 
Nor loſe the Worthy to allure the Vain. 

Keep at due diſtance all Attempts of Bliſs, 

Nor let a Whiſper ſeem to ſteal a Kiſs. 

Dance not upon the Green but with ſome Swain, 

Whoſe long Endeavours may your Favour gain. 

Nor be tranſported when ſome Trifler's View 

Directs his giddy Choice to light on you. 

Amend whatever may your Charms diſgrace, 

And truſt not wholly to a conquering Face. 

Nor be your Motions rude, coquet, or wild, 
Shuffling or lame as if in nurſing ſpoiPd. 

slight not th? advantage of a graceful Mien, 

Tho Parts judg'd the Prize to Beauty's on 

When Juno mov'd, Venus could ſcarce be ſeen. 

Aſſert your power in Paradiſe begun, 

Born to undo, be not your ſelves undone, 

Conte mn'd and cheap, as eaſy to be won. 

But if like Sov'reigns you maintain your Ground, 

The Rebels at your Feet will ſoon be found. 

And when with ſuch Authority you move, 

No new Surprize, no Prodigy *twill prove 8 

To ſee one Man, or the whole Rach in Love. 


* as. . 
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To the Author of The Tunbridge Prodigy. 


- wa Tuneful Ladies firike the EI 
(Lyre 

And give the Raptures of a double Fire; ; ah 

With Joy we croud officious Mites of Praiſe, 

And with the tender Myrtle] join che Bays. 


Bright 
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But brighter Fancy ſeems confin'd to you; 
That known Artillery of Eyes we ſcape, 
And fear not Fate in a familiar Shape; 
And Darts ſurprize us in the Dreſs of Sounds; 
By which we're conquer'd, as the World was made. 
And purchaſe fleeting Honours of a Day; 


And ev'ry Hour you gain upon Renown; 


To ſhew no Magick like Inchanting Love, 
He broke the Power himſelf deſign'd to raiſe, 
And prov'd a ſtronger Magick in his Lays. 


Vour Sex mult be all Conqueſt, ours all Chain; 
Each trifling fair one ſhall have Right to boaſt, 


Then the next Prodigy, how chang'd *twill be! 


Forgets bis Anguiſh, and attends your Strains; 
Strange and ſurpriſing he with Pleaſure ſhews, . 


And boaſts his Fate becauſe he ſeryes your Fame. 
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Bright Beauty's Charms are frequent in our view, 


Many pretend to Rays where B —b ſhines, = 

Yet all acknowledg your ſuperior Lines, Þ 

But Notes unuſual cheat us into Wounds, 

So ſtrangely can the Force of Words invade, 
Let others on the Senſes Surface play, 

Your Empires laſting, for the Mind's your Throne, 

A greater Wonder, than you ſing, you prove 5 


A Dame of Wit exceeds a Man in Love. 
So when of late th? Immortal Granville ſtrove 


No future Coldneſs ſhall ſecure the Men, 
If Nymphs obſerve your ſoft inſtruQive Pen, 
And, as you write or move, direct their Choice, 
Your Mien is only ſecond to your Voice. 
Thus learning Excellence, and taught to reign, 


And ev'n a H- ſhall be confeſt a Toaſt. 


Not he that's captiv*d, but that dares be free. 
The Phenix Youth that burns in am'raus Pains, 


Who would not languiſh to invite your Muſe! 
He thanks the Charmer that ſo rais'd his Flame, 


G 
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Thus a poor Fed i Ranger of the Air, 

Depriv'd of Plumes by ſome unheeded Snare 

When Beauty ſtoops to gather pp the Spoil, 

And gains new Glory from that humble Toil; 

No more he pines, but tunes his Throat for Joy; $ 
Proud that his Feathers can the Fair employ. 
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The ſollwing Lines were wrote upon the 


Occaſion of the apprebending of Sir Tho. 
mas Armſtrong. at Leyden, in the Year 
16 Te: taken * the e Print. 


. pane 

._ - | Croitatts. Leydenſis, | 

Que poſt Religionem & Libertatem a Wenden fig 
Rebellione 7 


. amis va wi vindicatam ; 


TamPatentiam, gum FBS ES profugos, & Extorres, l 
| Recipiendo, e & protegendo, Magnopere: aut am- 
 Nibilominus D. D. | 
» Thomann Arm irong? Eg. Aur. Natalibus Noviomage- 
| Seldrum, 4 
G P. P. D. P. Or din Gen. Sabditum; 315 
Qui Belgii fortunas ſuis preferens, 
_ officia erga bas Provincias Anno clo Ioc Lin 1. 
i in Senatu Anglie præſtita, 
. Gratia Regis excidit:: 
05 avitas Regni Leges alſertan, 4 
C onjurationis, una cum Viris Nobiliſſimæ Proſapie, x 
a T | Hot paß | 
| A 
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TRE: . 3 
288 Howardo de Eſcrick 1 eee 
( Fidem obteſtor veſtram, O Batavi! "I 
quid Monſtri & propudii Hominis, 
ene criminibus, etiam vobis F 
3 | Notatus. ) 
Tbomam inquam Arm ſtrong?, 


Patrocinium Religionis Keformate, 
Et 
Libertatis Populi Anglicani, 
Ex . 
Keg no Hum, 


70 <LivI AX "Fee receptum. 
LEVO vero infeliciter unam Noctem in Tranſitu 

tantum diverſatum, Ur bis Prætore (cui nibil 

tem ſanctum quod non lucro poſterius . 
putet.) Mercede, V. M. foren. condutto, 

| Ac Je 75 

dune vel ſaltem Tacentibus Scnatoribus, _ Ä 
fd © | 
Peaſtulationem Legati Reg. Britann. 
| Turpiſſimè præbendit & cepit, TP 
hrung Fortem G Generoſum Catenis nefarie vin@um, 3 
| Proditorie Hoſtibus ſuts, 28 
6... AG. 

Certiſim mam Necem j in Angliam Reportandum rradidit' * 
Perenne 5 

Hoe Monumentum, omne Genus bumanum, 

Iyſo Rege Anglia Aſſentiente, 
0 Gil * troditionem probet, Proditorem oy y 
1 In ſcribi ac poni 
of rn e C enſuit, Juſſi t. 
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13 In Engliſh thus; „ 
r the Eternal Infamy of the City of Leyden, 
w hoſe Anceſtors at the Coſt of their deareſt 
Blood, procur'd the Settlement of their Religion 
and Liberty, and by protecting Foreigners, and 
Refugees, encreas'd not only their Power, but 
their Wealth: Nevertheleſs, in this City, Sir 
Thomas Armſtrong was baſely and ſcandalouſly ap- 
pPrehended, in his Way to Cleves (where he had 
liv'd ſome time, and had been kindly receiv'd and 
protected) by the Scout or Mayor of the Town, 
and Connivance of the Magiſtrates, at the requeſt 
of the Engli/h Embaſſador, and for the ſake of 
Five Hundred Pounds, that needy Dutch-man's 
God. Now ?tis to. be obſerv'd, Sir T. A. was 
born at Nimmegen, and ſo was a Native Subject 
to the States General, whoſe Intereſt he prefer'd 
before his own, and whoſe good Offices in Parlia- 
ment for the Dutch, in the Year 73. put him 
quite out of King Charles's Favour ever after; and 
tince that ſtanding up for the Rights of the Peo- 
ple, and the Laws of the Land, was accus'd of 
High Treaſon, together with ſeveral other Gen- 
| tlemen of the beſt Rank and Quality in England, 
being impeach'd by my Lord Howard of Eſcrick. 
_ Gentlemen Hollanders, l appeal to your own Con- 
ſciences, What enormous Crimes had this brave 
Man been guilty of, that you ſhould not only 
ſeize his Perſon, but bind him-in Chains like a Vil- 
lain, and deliver him treacherovſly to his Enemies, 
in order to be tranſported into England, molt cer- 
tainly to be murder'd, and for no other Reaſon, 
than for ſtanding by the Proteſtant Religion, aſ- 
ſerting the Liberties and Laws of England, and 
taking Sanctuary in your Country? All n 
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muſt abhor this Fact, even King Charles himſelf, 

who tho he loves the Treachery, yet hates the 

Man that did it; and this will ever be recorded in 
Hiſtory, to your Eternal Infamy. 


— — 


; On the French Safer. 


ä Ben under Kings, our Fathers Freedom ſought, 

And with their Blood the God-like Treaſure 

n 

we, their vile Offspring, in our Chains delight, 
And born to Freedom, for our eee fight. 


— —— 
— — 


On the Duke of Maiborough. 
dos Dr. BRA DT. 


— 


. 


ow, rl Marlbro „ſhall we fs thy Praiſe? | 
How ſhall we match thy Laurels with our 
oe * | (Plain, 
: What Muſe can ſtretch ker Wing o'er Blenbeim's 
- Ramillia's Field, and all the Grand Campaign? 
Succeſs alone the Privilege can claim, (Fame. 


Of keeping pace with "My in this ſwift Race * 


Show d all the mighty Vine their Pow'rs unite, 
Mwou' d ſtrain their Pinions to attempt this Flight; 
And firſt they muſt ſome humbler Trophy ſing, 
Foictiers and i and a 1 os. : Th 
ence 
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Thence by Degrees to Marlbro's Triumphs riſe, 
1 he Pitch of Engliſb Worth, and Glory's nobleſt 
3+ ([ (Prize. 
O cou dſt thou but impart thy generous Fire; 
Cou'dſt thou as warmly as thou fight'ſt inſpire: 
Then Britiſh Bards, ſwell'd with Ecſtatick Rage, 
Shou'd make our Times outvy th' Au — 1 Age: : 
Ev'n Maro's Muſe as far excel'd ſhou'd | 
* e is by ee or Kome's beſt Sous by thee. 
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Ah je Rel Ramble, 1 697. 


Of Rambliogs and F ollies you oft have 1 

* $0, (ed of old) 
Since (their Wits and their Language confound- 

Our Fathers Knights Errant from Babylon ſtrol'd. 5 
The Macedon rang d for Drink, Women, and Glory, 
And Cæſar for Matter to pen a fine Story. 5 
Ambition and Love ſent old Tony a madding ; 

And People will fancy why Sheba ran gadding. 

Next Cbivalry flouriſh'd, till Fate proving kind, 

The Heroes and Lovers to Bedlam confin'd:; 

Then Mankind with wandring Devotion poſſeſt, 

To Relicks and Shrines weary Journeys addreſt, 
Oa Pilgrimage. holy. The Loretto Church (urch: 
Bilkt her Lodgings, and left the poor Turk in the 
Of Zyrnham Wood Travels, Scotch Chronicles talk, 
And Kynaſton Hill (as Stow tells us) did walk. 
Sticks and Stones may prove Blockheads, and keep 
a adamn'd Stir, Lars 
But Things. that have Reaſon and Senſe ſhould: not 
Will our Nephews believe, that a Prince ſhould 
„ (Throne ? 
(And no Friend to withhold him) his Country and 
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Tis. Nonſenſe fo obvious, they never will bear it}, 
Tho Glanvile ſhould write it, or 7 
With a Rabble of Princes an Hero was come, 
To ſee thoſe ſtrange Sights he had heard of at home, | 

On a ruſty Throne long had he reverently ſnor d, 
By his Brother Brutes envy'd, by's Subjects ador d; - 
dor. he thought like his Dad, that the Joys of alt : 
in 
Were to Brandy and Wenches by Heav- n confin'd, 
Till Fame (fo well skill'd in her Banter and Lies, 
As to make Cutts a Hero and Williamſon Wiſe) © 
With Dreams of ſtrange Pleaſure; and — 


Hates ſwear it. ö 


(grow great, _ 


Took a Fancy to puzzle his Worſhipfal Pate: 

Of Countries ſne told him, and quarrelſom Crowns, 
Fam'd for cutting of Throsts, and demoliſhi 
Ton, aha (all brave; 
Where the old Men were ſage, ind the Youngkers | 
That is, th' one was a Fool, and the other a Knave : 

Nay ſhe ſwore, twas a Shame that a Monarch 
(ſhou'd reſt. 
Content with his Eaſe, and well pleas d to be bleſt, 

While all Enrope was mad, (nor ſhe hop'd would be | 

wiſer.) 

From the Atheiſt of France to the bigotted Keiſar. 

o young Mr. went out without writing or reading, 
To Sardam for Study, and Holland for a 
Strait an Embaſſy thither is order'd to go, 

To make a fine Speech, and a very brave Show z 
But leſt that his Nobles miſtook in their Sto "n 
Or fail'd in their Credit ſhould tarniſh his Glory,” 

Diſguisꝰd in the midſt of their Train he was got, 
As Teague us d to carry the Letters he wrote. 

Thus a Whimſey of Fortune transform'd the 


Czar, (Dutch Tar. 
From the Pride of the 7 NORD, - to an aukward 
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So Fove from his Glories and Godhead rleaſt, 
When he rang d for new Joys took the Shape of a 
Beaſt. 
To Amſterdam came; having view'd thewholeCity 
He ſtar'd, and he ſcratch'd, and he ſwore it was 
retty; 
But Sardam alone (like his Moſeo) could 100 TI 
Joys worthy of Czar, and contorm to his Mind: 
*T'was there with his Friend he had formerly: 
made (Trade) ( 
A Smith (but the Great 7 urk himſelf has his 
To ſtudy a Science ſo wond'rous he ſtaid. 
It was there that his Praiſe on their Anvils all rung; 
It was there that he hammer?d, he drank, and he 
So Vulcan of old, from Divinity toſt, (ſung : 
In the Joys of a Forge found the Heaven he loſt. 
But Venus to crown all his Glories did fail, DP 
Till Love pierc'd his Heart with a Ten-penny Nail, 
W hich from bonny Kate he miſchieyoully ſtole, 
Kate, the Smith's only Hope and Delight of 0 
LN Sou] 
With Eyes bright as Fire, and black as a char 
Eyes that with Pleaſure her Lover behold, _ 
In a Region like etna, what Nymph could be cold, 
Or with nice Reſiſtance could baulk the warm Joy, 
Where the hardeſt of Metals grow gentle and ply ? 
2 (ſtrove, 
Thus he liv 'd, and with Fetters ſo ſoft neer had 
Till Honour all eavying the Conqueſt of Love, 
In the Name of the Tars, to Texel did cite bim, 
To a Farce of their own, they were ſure would de- 
(light him; 
With Musket and Feather, the Youth of the Town, 
1a Hoys, and in Dung-Boats were R 2 
own; 
A well-whisker'd Tar was the Head of the Show, 
Whoſe Fame and Maſtachios did 1 grow. 


He 
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He mounted in one Yacht, the Czar in another, 
Reſolv'd to diſtinguiſh themſelves in the Potherx: 
But what Muſe is able to tell the wild Rout, 

How theſe gave Broad Sides, and how thofe tack d 
Till the Admirals boldly reſolved to cloſe, (about; 
And venture for Fame. there was no fear of Blows? 
And now mighty Actions had ſurely been done; 
MuchProweſs diſplay'd and great Honour been won, 
Of which the Courants, and the Gazetts had rung, 
And Ballads unborn might hereafter have ſung. 
But how (which till ſports with the mightieſt of 
11 : 
Breaks the ſtrongeſt Deſigns, banters Heroes and . 
Kings) (blow; 
Made — Rain to pour down, and the Weather to 
Beſides diſmal Groans did refound from below, 
Some thought 'twas deRuytey,who loudly proclaimd, 
That of each aukward Folly his Ghoſt was aſham'd. 
But others in Netber- Dutch Sounds not unknowing, 
* 'twas nothing but Frogs, diſturb'd by their 
(rowing : 
But whether it were the old Phantom they fear d, 
Or whether they fancy'd what never was heard; 

Their Trouble was great, for away they al] ſlunk, 

The Dutch to their * the Czar to his Punk. 
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2 Sack Nomini 
. ANNE Magnæ Britanniæ, &c. Reginæ, 
Ter maximæ, vere Religioſæ, Juſtz, Benignæ, 
Europzz Libertatis Vindici, < 
Britannicæ Coalitionis non ita pridem tranſactæ, 
F cliciſime Conſummatrici ; : | 


6 | Quz 


| | On 
Insudlita Ciementia, cui non extitit unquam Par}. 
Miti & Generoſi Humanitate omnibus colenda, 
ae in Rebus Publicis ad miniſtrandisProdentid, 


| Non tantum 
+ "Mateferiatos Domi * Eccleftaſticos ' * angle 
_ ?Aronss & pervicaces Viros, High-Church, 


Hominum Genus ſupercilioſum & irritabile, 
Non Romanos, ſed Anglicanos certe Catholicos, 
Y Intolerabiles Reliquias Papatts, 
7h Secure tandem debellavit, of | 
| Opn ſane inſuperabile hactenus ſuſpectum, 
Regiz vero Curæ pergratifſimum, 
0 nihil pace Domeſtica magis Cordi eſt. >) 
- Verumetiam _ 
latrepidis & Juſtiſſimis Forli: Armis, 
Gloriolis ſub Auſpictis | 
. "Mag ni & Boni Principis & Ducis de Marlborough, 
eig animitùs & ſtrenve Concurrentibus, 
Lupo v C, XIV. in Galliis Regem, 
Cognomento Magnum, | 
1 i Re vero Parvum, (bum, 
Male volorum omnium in Anglia Fautorem impro- 
Totius Europe Perturbatorem moleſtum, 
Subditorum plus juſto Fidelium Barbarum Oppreſ 
| (forem, 
Et Religionis ergo. 5 Horrendum, 
Fœderum & Publicæ Fidei Violatorem Infamem, 


Nullis Edictis, Juramentis, aut Sacramentis de- 
(iͤinctum, 
| Regum tamen omnium (Horribile Dictu !) 

_  . Chriſtianiſſimum, ; 
Bonis omnibus abominandum, 
© Humani Generis Hoſtem Infenſiſſimum, 
© = Perfidum Tyrannum, 
Faſtidioſe per Orbem Gloriantem, 


© Imperium 8 ambitlefe Anhelantem, 5 
qt Div inos 


_ 


ite Honores ſibi Arrogantem; | 
Et Immortalitatis JUS, _ 
(Famoſi reſonent Inſaniam Libelli: 1 
Hoc, ini uam, Monſtrum Humanum, 
Tumidum & Grande Leviathan 
ANNA noſtra Piiſſima, 
Bonorum omnium Deliciæ & præſidium, | 
Patrizq; Dulciſſimum Decus & Ornamentum, 
Cogit ad Inferos; 
Ut Criminibus tot Nefariis & Sceleratis notatus, | 
Juſti Dei Providentia ſic jubente, 
Populiq; voce ſimul applaudente, 
Dignas luat Pcenas, 
Et labentibus Annis Hrannis omnibus i 
Populos ſibi commiſſos impiè opprimentibus, 
 Cedat in Terrorem. 
Sera vero in Cœlos redeat ANNA Pia, 
Floreat zternum tantæ HEROINA Fama, | 
Fre & marmoreo Monumento perennior ;z 
Principibus ſic bonis omnibus olim, 
Subditi Curæ quibus ſunt Legales, 
Joſtitiz, Pietatis, & Lenitatis, 
_ Cedat in Exemplar Immortale. 


CHORUS. 


TR, Triumphe ! 
ANNA Reginarum optima, 
Domi & Foris Victrix, 
Pax Domi, in Salvo eſt Eccleſi ia, 
Balliæ Tyrannus Pauper eſt, & inermis, | x 
lo Triumphe? | — 
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n Unionem Angliz & Scotiæ. 
laude, Licet, Mag no lætis Succeſſibus Anno: 
Sed magis AuGusrz plaude, Britanne, Tux. 
Scilicet Ipſa jubet Saturnia Regna reduci, 
Cogit & Imperio Fata ſubeſſe ſuo. 
Hactenus Inviſam ſi jam pendere Bonorum 
Congeriem ſpectas, quis, niſi Diva, dabit? 
Præteriti Centum debent quas Legibus Anni, 
ANN ſervatus reddet is Annus Opes. 
Annus eo Heroum toto felicior Evo, | 
Quò major cunctis ANNA coruſcat Avis. 
UNIO nonne micat Sæcli labor inclytus inde, 
Unde petat Faſtos Æra Britanna novos? 


| £ 3& Alterum. | | | (bus; 
Junxerat ante ROSAS Henricus; REGNA Jaco- 
Ex binis UNAM Gentibus, ANNA facit. | 
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on bis Grace the Duke of Marlborough 
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Going for Holland, March 120%. 


In Imitation of the third Ode Tm 


firſt Book of Horace. 
| a Caſaren Vehis, 


* 


. CE hap | Barque, to whom is * 
1 The Pride of Earth, and Favorite of Heav'n: 


Thy every Guardian God implore, 


And waft th important Charge to Belg:a”s Shore; 


Where Councils yet ſuſpended, wait 


- Britannia's laſt Reſolves, and Europe's Fate. 


So may the Winds with conſtant Gales 

Fulfil thy Purpoſe and inſpire thy Sails; 
Nereids and Nymphs attend thy fide, 

Thy glitt'ring Stern protect, and gilded Pride. 
Bold was the Man, and bravely good, 

That tempted firſt the Sea's impetuous Flood, 


| Heard the Waves roar, the Tempeſts blow, 


And ſought in Foreign Climes the diſtant Foe: 
That made his Country's Glory known, 


And for the publick Weal deſpis d his own. | 


Auſpicious Iſle, in vain deſign'd, 
By jealous Fate, a Stranger to Mankind, 
Since uncontroul'd thy Of-ſpring reign, 
And ſport and triumph on the harmleſs Main ! 
To manly Souls, reſolv'd like theirs, Et. 


b 


No Task has Danger, or no Danger Fears. 


Hence, 
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To ſhock the Pow'r of Hell, the Pride of France, i 
In Wars for Freedom, and for A NN A vg, ; 


And points his ch at the Tyrant's Head. 


* spirits 57 a Patriot-Mould, | 
Daringly Great, and fortunately Bold, 8 
Climding th' Imperial Seat, combine . 

I 0 fift the baffled Claim of Right Divine; 
And to the World Inſt ruction gave, 


_ Diſtiogviſhing the Subject from the Slave. 


Then lawleſs Pow'r receiv'd its Doom, 


And Liberty reviv'd with Native Bloom. 


Tho Nature, frugally inclin'd, 


Has all her Gifts to narrow Bounds confin'd; 


What will not Art and Pains ſupply ?. 
Oer Waves forbad in winged Tow'rs we fly, 
And with Herculean Toil advance, | 


Nor Heav*n it ſelf is uningag d, 
Rouz'd by her pious, juſt Alarms, 


Behold ! th' avengefol Thunderer in Arms, 
Surveys the Field with Slaughter ſpread, 
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